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THE  NATIVITY  IN  ART. 


THE  great  cy- 
cle of  divine 
events  which  is 
exhibited  in  the 
Bible  is  divided 
into  two  series, 
the  Old  Testament 
history  and  the 
Gospel  history. 
Thedividingpoint 
is  a fact,  the  crown 
and  culmination 
of  the  first  series, 
the  germ  and  be- 
ginning of  the  sec- 
ond. The  theoph- 
anies  of  the  Old 
Testament  are  all  surpassed  and  summed 
up,  the  redemption  history  of  the  New 
Testament  is  opened  and  secured,  in  the 
Xati vity  of  Ch  rist . The  personal  en  trance 
of  God  into  humanity,  the  visible  coming 
of  the  Saviour  who  is  to  redeem  the  world, 
the  historical  appearance  of  the  Eternal 
Word  in  mortal  flesh,  the  birth  of  the  di- 
vine Jesus  in  Bethlehem  of  Judaea,  is  the 
central  fact  of  Christianity.  It  is  the  foun- 
dation not  only  of  its  own  specific  doctrines 
of  the  Incarnation,  but  of  all  the  others 
which  are  most  essential  to  the  system.  It 
is  the  great  miracle  which  makes  the  mi- 
raculous credible.  Take  this  away,  and 
the  whole  fabric  falls  in  ruins.  The  Old 
Testament  is  falsified  because  its  proph- 
ecies remain  unfulfilled.  The  New  Testa- 
ment is  reduced  to  insignificance  because 
its  central  figure  becomes  unreal,  and  all 
its  events  lose  the  heart  of  their  meaning. 
This  fact  is  pivotal.  Accept  this  as  real, 
believe  that  the  Son  of  God  was  conceived 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  born  of  the  Virgin 
Mary  in  the  stable  at  Bethlehem,  and  the 
entire  cycle  of  Christian  truth  becomes 
clear,  beautiful,  harmonious,  and  credible. 

It  would  fall  quite  outside  the  scope  of 
this  article  to  attempt  any  proof  or  dis- 


proof of  this  historical  fact.  What  I want 
to  do  is  simply  to  show  the  place  which  it 
has  taken  and  the  treatment  which  it  has 
received  in  Christian  art.  What  lias  the 
Nativity  meant  to  those  who  have  believed 
in  it,  and  how  has  this  meaning  been  in- 
terpreted to  the  imagination  of  the  faith- 
ful in  stone  and  on  canvas  ? 

And  here,  at  the  very  outset,  we  meet 
with  something  strange  and  surprising. 
Should  we  not  expect  to  find  that  from 
the  beginning  the  Nativity  has  been  the 
favorite  theme  of  Christian  art,  the  sub- 
ject with  which  the  reverent  fancy  of  the 
infant  church  has  occupied  itself  most 
frequently  and  most  fondly,  the  scene 
which  occurs  earliest  and  is  most  con- 
stantly repeated  in  the  pictorial  illustra- 
tions of  the  Gospel  history  ? So  the  ma- 
jority of  essayists  who  have  written  upon 
this  subject  have  told  us.  But  they  have 
not  told  exactly  the  truth.  Their  state- 
ments come  rather  from  a sense  of  what 
ought  to  be  than  from  an  accurate  know- 
ledge of  what  is.  As  a matter  of  fact,  the 
Nativity  does  not  appear  in  any  form  of 
art  until  the  fourth  century;  it  is  repre- 
sented less  frequently  than  many  other 
events  both  of  the  Old  and  of  the  New 
Testament  history;  it  does  not  begin  to 
appear  in  a central  and  dominant  position 
until  the  thirteenth  century,  and  it  falls 
again,  at  the  close  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
into  a comparative  neglect. 

What  are  the  reasons  of  this?  — for 
reasons  there  must  be,  and  not  merely  the- 
oretical explanations,  but  actual  histor- 
ical causes.  An  individual  may  suppress 
or  divert  the  play  of  his  feelings  according 
to  rule  or  whim.  He  may  exalt  or  de- 
press an  event  in  his  imagination,  he  may 
choose  or  refuse  to  picture  it  with  Iris  mind 
or  his  hand,  for  purposes  which  are  arti- 
ficial and  premeditated.  But  a commu- 
nity, a generation  of  men,  is  more  natural 
and  naive.  Its  legends,  its  literature,  and, 
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above  all,  its  art,  inevitably  betray  its  in- 
most thought  and  feeling.  If  the  Nativ- 
ity is  pictured  but  rarely  in  early  Chris- 
tian art,  it  is  simply  because  the  early 
Christians  did  not  think  very  often  or  feel 
very  deeply  about  the  Nativity. 

But  this  reason  is  itself  so  strange  and 
wonderful  that  we  can  not  help  looking 
behind  it  for  a further  explanation.  We 
must  find  the  reasons  of  the  reason ; and 
to  do  this  we  must  understand  something 
of  the  inmost  life  and  thought  of  the  prim- 
itive church  in  the  first  three  centuries. 
Here  ween  ter  at  once  into  a dim  and  misty 
region.  The  systems  of  Christian  doc- 
trines are  not  yet  elaborated.  The  order 
of  church  festivals  is  not  yet  established. 
Even  the  canon  of  Holy  Scripture  remains 
in  partial  uncertainty  and  confusion.  But 
a few  great  facts  loom  up  massively  in  the 
twilight,  so  that  we  can  hardly  mistake 
them. 

And  first  of  all,  we  feel  the  predomi- 
nant influence  of  the  Resurrection  on  the 
thought  of  the  early  Christians.  This 
was  for  them  incomparably  the  greatest 
event  in  the  history  of  Christ,  because  it 
was  the  pledge  and  proof  not  only  of  His 
Messiahship,  but  also  of  their  own  immor- 
tality. His  crucifixion  was  inseparably 
connected  with  it,  as  the  consummation  of 
His  redeeming  work.  The  entire  history 
of  salvation  was  summed  up  for  them  in 
the  words  14  He  died  for  our  sins  and  rose 
again  for  our  justification.  ” They  did  not 
feel  any  pressing  need  of  looking  beyond 
this  to  inquire  how  Christ  came  into  the 
world,  or  what  connection  there  was  be- 
tween His  birth  and  His  atoning  death. 
It  was  enough  for  them  that  He  was  there, 
that  He  had  been  crucified  and  raised 
again  for  the  world's  redemption;  and 
therefore  they  were  content  to  centre  their 
thought  and  feeling  upon  the  festival  of 
Easter,  in  which  these  two  great  events 
were  commemorated.  Moreover,  the  pre- 
dominant element  in  their  conception  of 
Christ  was  the  thought  of  His  divinity. 
All  the  apostles,  many  of  the  other  dis- 
ciples, had  seen  Him  in  His  resurrection 
glory;  none  of  them  had  looked  upon  Him 
as  a helpless  babe  in  the  cradle.  Especially 
the  controlling  mind  of  St.  Paul  was  filled 
with  the  glory  of  the  only  form  in  which 
he  had  ever  seen  the  Christ — that  form  of 
splendor  shining  above  the  brightness  of 
the  Syrian  noon — and  dwelt  naturally 
upon  the  vision  of  divine  majesty  rather 
than  upon  the  lowly  picture  of  human  in- 


fancy. The  epistles  were  written  before  the 
gospels ; and  of  the  gospels  only  one  lingers 
with  tender  emotion  upon  the  details  of 
the  birth  in  Bethlehem.  Perhaps  the  early 
Christians  feared  to  weaken  their  sense  of 
Christ’s  present  exaltation  by  dwelling  too 
much  upon  His  past  humiliation.  Cer- 
tainly they  were  more  willing  to  give  up 
His  humanity  than  to  limit  in  any  way 
their  assertion  of  His  divinity.  The  earli- 
est heresy  was  Doketism,  wrhich  reduced 
the  human  nature  of  Christ  to  an  illusion, 
a mere  mask  and  simulacrum  of  man- 
hood; and  throughout  the  first  three  cen- 
turies we  find  only  here  and  there  one  of 
the  church  fathers  who  seems  to  realize 
that  Jesus  was  truly  bone  of  our  bone  and 
flesh  of  our  flesh. 

This  was  unfortunate  in  many  ways, 
but  it  was  not  unnatural  ; for  we  must 
remember  that  humanity  was  not  very  hu- 
mane to  the  early  Christians.  This  world 
was  a hard  home  to  them.  Indeed,  it  was 
not  a home  at  all ; they  did  not  regard  it 
so.  They  were  oppressed  and  persecuted 
and  martyred,  alike  by  Jews  and  by  pa- 
gans. It  was  no  benefit  to  them  to  be 
born.  To  die  was  their  true  escape  and 
felicity.  And  so  it  came  to  pass  naturally 
that  they  lived  entirely  in  the  heavenly 
future,  despising  the  present  life,  and  cel- 
ebrating the  martyrs’  death-days  as  their 
true  birthdays.  Thus  the  great  Origen,  in 
a homily  on  Leviticus,  xii.  2,  assures  his 
hearers  that  ‘‘none  of  the  saints  can  be 
found  who  ever  held  a feast  or  a banquet 
upon  his  birthday,  or  rejoiced  on  the  day 
when  his  son  or  his  daughter  was  born. 
But  sinners  rejoice  and  make  merry  on 
such  days.  For  we  find  in  the  Old  Testa- 
ment that  Pharaoh,  King  of  Egypt,  cele- 
brated his  birthday  with  a feast,  and  that 
Herod,  in  the  New  Testament,  did  the  same. 
But  the  saints  not  only  neglect  to  mark  the 
day  of  their  birth  with  festivity,  but  also, 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  they  curse  this 
day,  after  the  example  of  Job  and  Jer- 
emiah and  David.”  While  the  leading 
teacher  of  the  church  was  holding  forth 
after  this  wise,  we  can  hardly  expect  to 
find  the  Christians  thinking  much  about 
the  Nativity,  or  dreaming  of  a celebration 
of  Christmas.  They  regarded  the  entrance 
of  the  Son  of  God  into  humanity  as  an  in- 
cidental circumstance  in  the  history  of  re- 
demption. It  was  necessary,  merely,  as 
one  must  pass  through  a door  in  order  to 
get  into  the  room  where  one  is  to  work. 
It  was  a shameful  humiliation,  but  with- 

Qriginal  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gb  gle 


THE  NATIVITY  IN  ART. 


si 


TITfi  MASKER.” iHUTW. 


out  special  significance.  They  had  grasp-  or  as  the  first  of  tlie  fathers  to  bring  out 
«l  Uu*  ^reat  doctrine  irf  Atonement.  but  the  unfolding  of  all  the  singes  of  human 
they  had  not  yet  taken  hold  of  the  larger  life  in  Jesus  Christ*  and  even  though  he 
doctrine  of  Incarnation,  They  believed  had  never  written  another  word  than  this, 
that  Christ  was  bom  in  order  that  He  might  he  deserves  to  he  immortal  in  the  memory 
die  they  had  not  yet  come  to  see  that  He  of  the  church  for  having  said,  “The  Son 
had  to  die  because  He  had  been  boro.  of  God  became  a child  among  the  children 

1 do  not  mean  to  assert  that  this  was  the  fu  order  that  childhood  might  be  made 
universal  and  unbroken  condition  of  holy. 

thought  and  feeling  in  the  church  during  This  sentence  holds  the  heart  of  Christ 
the  first  three  centuries.  There  were  some  mas.  Kut  it  wa>s  not  until  long  after  it 
men  in  advance  of  their  age  who  had  was  uttered,  it  was  not  until  the  latter  half 
learned  to  think  of  the  whole  life  of  Christ  of  tlm  fourth  century,  that  the  church  at 
in  its  unity  as  a life  for  and  with  man.  large  began  to  feel  and  to  unfold  its  mean- 
crowned  by  His  vicarious  death  and  res-  nig  Then  it  was  that  she  emerged  from 
tirreciion.  Ireiuous  in  particular  is  vvor-  the  storm  of  perseeiUjon  into  the sunshine 
thy  of  special  mention  and  enduring  lion-  of  imperial  favor.  Then  she  saw  that  she 
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indifferent.  There  were,  indeed.  :i  lew 
scattered  suggest  ions  of  the  dale  irf  Christ  V 
iiii’t.h  fbjaiuifr  herr  ami  there  among  (he. 
writings  *it  the  fathers;  ‘out  these  were 
till  of  late  origin,  tufttiifesUy  imhiAlorirn,!, 
and.  above  all.  quite  eotitradieltn  y.  Oleiti- 
eiit  of  Alexandria  said  that  ' •ftihJty  Chris- 
Uaiii.  the  fhth  <>t  May  us  the  day 
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xunniinK  In  the  Risterit  Church.  the  Silt 
or  titVi  of  January  wa.s  ctdehrnied  the 
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wasjitiyedwith  thji.s on  uh.  better  ground 
than  a forded  interpretation,  of  EzeJtieU  i. 
1-3,  ale  a prophecy  'of  tia-  Jrimmatiou. 
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sume  that  it  was  the  same  day  on  which 
the  power  of  the  Almighty  overshadowed 
Mary,  and  the  “ Day-spring  from  on  high” 
began  His  entrance  into  the  world  ? No- 
thing could  be  plainer.  Even  the  least 
imaginative  of  chronographers  could  reck- 
on forward  from  this  fixed  point  of  the 
Annunciation  nine  months,  and  arrive  at 
December  25  as  the  day  of  the  Nativity. 
And  here  another  wonderful  coincidence 
meets  him.  This  is  the  day  of  the  winter 
solstice,  the  day  when  the  world’s  dark- 
ness begins  to  lessen,  and  the  world's  light 
to  grow ; the  day  which  the  ancient  world 
had  long  celebrated  as  the  birthday  of 
the  sun — dies  natalis  solis  invicti : what 
more  appropriate  day  could  be  found  for 
the  birth  of  the  “ Sun  of  Righteousness”  ? 
“Behold,  my  brethren,”  says  St.  Augus- 
tine, “another  instance  of  the  wondrous 
fulfillment  of  Scripture.  St.  John  the 
Baptist  is  born  on  June  25,  the  summer 
solstice,  when  the  sun  begins  to  decline. 
The  Lord  Jesus  is  born  on  December  25, 
the  winter  solstice,  when  the  sun  begins 
to  ascend.  And  in  this  is  fulfilled  the 
saying,  4 He  must  increase,  but  I must  de- 
crease.’ ” 

Does  any  disciple  of  modern  criticism 
sneer  at  this  very  simple  exegesis  ? Does 
he  venture  to  think  that  the  early  Chris- 
tians may  have  been  very  pious,  but  must 
have  been  even  more  foolish  ? Nay,  my 
self-satisfied  but  otherwise  discontented 
friend,  ft  is  you  who  are  foolish,  when 
you  suppose  that  the  early  Christians  im- 
agined that  they  were  making  history,  or 
settling  chronology  as  a science,  by  these 
simple  speculations.  Other  and  later 
commentators,  the  fathers  of  the  “Hard 
Church,”  like  Archbishop  Usher,  may 
have  thought  their  elaborate  conclusions 
definite  and  exact.  But  in  the  primitive 
age  faith  was  less  mathematical,  and  all 
that  the  early  Christians  ever  meant  to 
do  was  to  bind  their  devotions  into  har- 
mony writh  the  year  of  nature,  and  utter 
their  profound  belief  in  the  vital  unity  of 
the  life  of  Christ  with  the  life  of  the  world. 
Creation  and  redemption,  resurrection  and 
daybreak,  nativity  and  the  returning  of 
the  unconquered  sun  — these  are  united 
in  the  thought  of  God,  and  in  the  grati- 
tude of  man.  And  though  the  shepherds 
of  Bethlehem  may  not  have  watched  in 
the  fields  by  night  amid  the  rigors  of  mid- 
winter, though  the  tax  registration  of 
Publius  Sulpicius  Quirinus  may  not  have 
taken  place  in  December,  every  heart  that 


feels  the  simplicity  and  beauty  of  the 
Christian  faith  can  join  in  the  gladness 
of  that  Christmas  Day  which  has  been 
consecrated  by  centuries  of  holy  joy,  and 
which  celebrates  the  forthcoming  of  a 
new  light  from  the  darkest  and  longest  of 
the  nights  of  earth. 

The  earliest  mention  of  the  25th  of  De- 
cember as  Christmas  Day  is  found  in  an 
ancient  catalogue  of  church  festivals  about 
354  a.d.  And  it  is  surprising  to  see  with 
what  alacrity  the  date  wras  received  and 
the  Nativity  celebrated  throughout  Chris- 
tendom. It  seems  as  if  the  world  had 
been  waiting  for  this  festival  of  divine 
and  human  childhood,  and  wras  ready  to 
wrelcome  it  at  once  with  songs  of  joy.  In 
the  year  360  it  wras  already  celebrated  in 
Rome  by  vast  multitudes  thronging  the 
churches.  Twenty  years  later,  Antioch 
had  taken  it  up  with  great  popular  enthu- 
siasm. And  in  little  more  than  fifty  years 
from  its  earliest  suggestion,  the  observ- 
ance of  December  25  as  the  day  of  the  Na- 
tivity had  become  the  universal  practice 
of  Christians.  St.  Chrysostom,  in  a Christ- 
mas sermon  preached  at  Antioch,  called 
it  the  fundamental  feast,  or  the  root  from 
which  all  other  Christian  festivals  grow. 

It  is  precisely  at  this  time,  the  latter 
part  of  the  fourth  century,  when  the 
Christmas  festival  begins  to  take  its  place 
in  the  church  year,  that  the  Nativity 
makes  its  appearance  in  art.  In  the 
church  of  St.  Celsus  at  Milan  there  is  a 
rude  stone  sarcophagus  carved  in  relief 
writh  five  scenes  from  the  life  of  Christ. 
The  first  of  these  is  probably  one  of  the 
oldest  known  representations  of  the  birth 
of  Jesus.  It  is  a rude  and  simple  carving, 
as  the  engraving  at  the  beginning  of  this 
article  shows.  It  wTas  cut  by  some  un- 
known hand  of  little  skill,  and  as  a wrork 
of  art,  in  the  technical  sense,  it  is  hardly 
worthy  of  a moment's  notice;  but  as  a 
revelation  of  child-like  faith  and  reverent 
feeling,  it  is  most  precious.  See  how  sim- 
ply and  yet  how  truthfully  the  humble 
stone-cutter  has  told  the  story.  The  child, 
wrapped  in  swaddling-clothes,  lies  in  a 
manger.  The  thatched  roof  which  covers 
it  is  evidently  the  roof  of  a stable;  for 
this  primitive  artist  knows  nothing  of  the 
later  tradition  'which  laid  the  scene  of 
Jesus’  birth  in  a grotto.  The  ox  and  the 
ass  are  there,  not  chosen  by  chance  from 
the  possible  inhabitants  of  a stable,  but 
w’ith  reference  to  the  wrords  of  the  ancient 
prophet:  “The  ox  knoweth  his  owrner, 
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afterward  walk.  Thus  reverently  and 
with  an  admirable  reserve  does  our  old 
carver  of  stone  coffins  tell  us  wlmt  he 
thinks  of  the  Nativity,  ami  with  not  a 
stroke  too  much  or  too  little  for  his  mean 
ing  he  leaves  the  Christ  child  lying  alone 
in  deep  and  solemn  stillness  between  the 
beasts  of  the  stall  and  the  angel  of  God. 

“ Oh/*  but  you  say.  “ no  one  can  really 


admire  such  rude  ami  primitive  work  as 
this.  It  is  coarse  and  stiff,  like  a child’s 
drawing  on  a slate.  It  is  positively  ugly, 
and  to  pretend  to  like  it  is  the  merest  af- 
fectation of  a singular  taste/’ 

Granted  at  once,  if  by  liking  it  you 
mean  liking  the  execution,  or  if  by  admi- 
ration you  mean  the  mere  pleasure  of  the 
eye.  There  is  nothing  here  to  wonder  at 
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in  the  way  of  technique,  and  I suppose 
there  are  a hundred  pupils  at  the  Cooper 
Union  or  South  Kensington  to-day  who 
could  do  better  modelling.  But  the  spirit, 
the  sentiment,  the  straightforward  hon- 
esty, the  dignified  reticence,  show  us  that 
this  man  knew  what  the  Nativity  meant, 
and  pictured  it  because  he  believed  in  it 
and  loved  it.  This  is  more  than  we  can 
always  say  of  Raphael  or  Rubens.  And, 
after  all,  this  is  the  principal  thing.  For 
though  we  demand  something  more  than 
pure  feeling  and  honest  expression  for 
the  production  of  perfect  art,  yet  if  we 
must  absolutely  choose  between  perfection 
of  technique  and  sincerity  of  purpose, 
surely  we  will  keep  the  heart  rather  than 
the  face. 

But  if  we  look,  and  not  unnaturally, 
for  men  who  shall  have  the  skill  and 
training  to  express  their  thought  of  the 
Nativity  with  some  approach  to  symmetry 
and  life-likeness,  we  must  pass  by  the 
sarcophagi  and  mosaics  and  menologies  of 
Byzantine  art,  with  all  their  curious  sym- 
bolic traditions,  and  come  down  to  the 
time  of  Giotto,  the  true  beginner  of  the 
Italian  Renaissance.  Here  is  a man  who 
knows  how  to  paint.  We  may  laugh  at 
his  ideas  of  perspective,  and  compare  the 
limbs  and  garments  of  his  figures  to  those 
of  the  wooden  puppets  in  a Noah’s  ark. 
We  may  observe  that  when  he  wishes  to 
represent  a figure  lying  down  he  simply 
tips  it  over  on  its  side  or  face  without 
breaking  a joint  or  relaxing  a muscle. 
But,  for  all  that,  we  can  not  help  seeing 
that  his  people  are  alive;  they  may  not 
have  blood  visibly  coursing  beneath  the 
skin,  like  Titian’s,  but  they  have  thought 
and  feeling  in  their  faces,  and  they  are 
really  taking  part  in  events  of  the  greatest 
importance  to  them  and  to  us. 

Look  at  this  “Nativity,”  copied  from 
one  of  the  frescoes  in  the  lonely,  neglect- 
ed Chapel  of  the  Arena  in  Padua.  Impos- 
sible rocks,  the  most  childish  attempt  at  a 
stable,  an  absurdly  somnolent  Joseph,  five 
ligneous  sheet),  and  a goat  like  a unicorn ; 
but  above  the  roof  there  is  the  music  of 
heaven,  and  within  the  narrow  stall  there 
is  the  holiest  joy  of  earth,  for  the  virgin 
mother  is  reaching  out  her  arms  to  fold 
her  new-born  child  for  the  first  time  to 
her  breast.  There  is  a tenderness  of  love, 
a wondering  solicitude,  in  her  face  and  in 
her  touch  that  none  but  a great  poet  could 
ever  have  conceived.  Three  of  the  angels 
in  the  sky  are  lifting  up  their  hands  in 


adoration — ‘ 4 Glory  to  God  in  the  highest” ; 
one  of  them  is  stooping  to  tell  the  shep- 
herds his  glad  tidings  of  “good-will  to 
men”;  but  the  fifth  angel  bends  with  fold- 
ed hands  of  silent  reverence  above  the 
couch  in  the  stable ; and  we  feel  that  here 
indeed  is  “peace  on  earth,”  a peace  of 
which  every  mother’s  heart  knows  some- 
thing. 

This  was  the  best  that  the  fourteenth 
century  could  do,  and  for  a hundred  years 
afterward  the  world  saw  nothing  else  so 
good.  Fra  Angelico  touched  the  Nativ- 
ity with  his  own  purity  and  reverence  of 
spirit;  but  he  needed  the  vision  of  para- 
dise to  call  forth  his  best  work.  He  was 
never  quite  at  home  on  earth,  even  in 
Bethlehem.  Masaccio  might  have  inter- 
preted the  scene  with  a power  even  be- 
yond that  of  Giotto,  but  in  his  too  brief 
life  he  was  not  called,  or  did  not  choose, 
to  treat  this  subject.  And  the  other  paint- 
ers merely  lent  themselves,  as  devotees  of 
the  growing  worship  of  Mary,  to  the 
adornment  of  the  Virgin’s  crown  and  robe 
with  gems,  and  her  transformation  from 
the  lowly  maiden  mother  into  a queenly 
figure  fitted  to  take  her  place  among  god- 
desses as  a sort  of  Christian  Juno.  It  is 
enough  to  mention  in  this  connection  the 
work  of  Simone  Martini,  Gentile  da  Fa- 
briano, and  the  Murani.  Only  a jeweller’s 
show-window  could  reproduce  the  opulent 
glories  of  their  pictures. 

But  about  1420  there  came  an  orphan 
lad  into  the  Carmelite  monastery  at  Flor- 
ence who  was  destined  at  once  to  bring 
much  discredit  upon  the  brotherhood  and 
to  do  great  service  to  art.  His  brush  was 
delightfully  natural,  but  his  life  carried 
the  pursuit  of  nature  somewhat  to  excess. 
Impulsive,  ardent,  pleasure -loving,  irre- 
sponsible—a bad  boy  in  a cowl— Brother 
Filippo  Lippi  was  continually  breaking 
convent  bounds,  undertaking  wild  adven- 
tures, falling  into  evil  company,  and  do- 
ing that  which  he  ought  not  to  have  done. 
But  he  did  some  things  which  he  ought  to 
have  done,  and  through  all  his  wander- 
ings he  must  have  preserved  somewhere 
in  his  turbulent  breast  a spring  of  pure 
imagination,  for  no  man  has  painted  the 
Nativity  with  more  delicacy  and  senti- 
ment than  he.  The  44  Virgin  in  a Wood,” 
which  is  one  of  the  treasures  of  the  Ber- 
lin Museum,  shows  us  what  beautiful  work 
the  old  monk  could  do.  I remember  well 
my  first  sight  of  this  picture.  Hitherto 
the  “old  masters’'  had  seemed  unattract- 
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kneels  in  the  background,  with  young  St. 
John  beside  him.  Sometimes  the  scene 
is  in  a garden,  as  in  Francia’s  most  love- 
ly picture,  where  the  Virgin  stands  alone 
before  her  babe,  with  hands  crossed  upon 
her  breast,  and  behind  her  a paling  cov- 
ered with  roses,  in  allusion  to  the  verse 
in  Canticles,  “My  love  is  a garden  in- 
closed.” Sometimes  the  angels,  visible  to 
us  but  invisible  to  the  mother,  come  flut- 
tering around  and  kneeling  to  the  child. 
And  sometimes  a row  of  saints  and  the 
donors  of  the  picture  join  in  the  worship. 
It  was  thus  that  Perugino  delighted  to 
paint  this  subject;  and  his  saintly  specta- 
tors, with  all  their  heads  a little  on  one 
side,  and  their  hands  reverently  folded, 
seem  almost  as  if  they  belonged  to  the 
scene. 

Mrs.  Jameson  has  classed  these  pictures 
of  the  “Adoring  Mother”  among  the  Ma- 
donnas rather  than  among  the  Nativities. 
But  I venture  to  think  she  is  wrong 
in  this,  for  certainly  in  such  pictures 
as  I have  mentioned  the  germinal  idea 
is  the  wonder  of  the  Incarnation;  and 
not  only  Mary’s  adoration,  but  our  own, 
is  directed  to  the  divine  babe.  Indeed,  it 
seems  to  me  that  there  is  a fundamental 
error  in  Mrs.  Jameson’s  general  concep- 
tion of  the  place  which  the  Nativity  occu- 
pies in  art.  She  makes  it  belong  to  the 
“Legends  of  the  Madonna,”  instead  of 
treating  it  as  part  of  the  u Life  of  our  Lord.” 
I know  the  dividing  line  between  these 
two  cycles  is  slight  and  difficult  to  trace, 
and  doubtless  many  of  the  pictures  of  the 
Nativity  were  painted  more  for  the  sake 
of  the  Virgin  Mary  than  for  the  sake  of 
her  child.  But  still,  art  in  its  pure  begin- 
nings, as  we  have  already  seen,  and  in  its 
highest  development,  as  we  shall  hereafter 
see,  was  true  to  itself  and  to  the  gospel 
story  in  making  the  divine  child  the  cen- 
tral figure,  and  waking  our  reverence  for 
the  holy  mother  chiefly  by  the  beauty  of 
her  reverence  for  her  son. 

We  may  find  another  illustration  of 
this  in  Luca  della  Robbia’s  exquisite  bass- 
relief  in  Verona.  This  artist  was  the  le- 
gitimate successor  of  Brother  Filippo, 
working  not  on  canvas,  but  in  glazed  ter- 
ra-cotta. He  caught  the  half-humorous, 
half-pathetic  beauty  of  infantile  faces  as 
no  one  else  has  ever  done  before  or  since. 
There  is  the  same  sentimental  delicacy  in 
this  bit  of  pottery  that  we  saw  in  Lippi’s 
picture,  and  the  kneeling  Virgin  might 
almost  have  been  studied  from  the  paint- 


ing. The  same  slender  neck,  fair  waving 
hair,  long  fingers  sensitive  to  the  very 
tips,  and  face  of  gentle,  almost  tremulous 
delight.  But  Luca’s  Christ -child  has 
more  life  and  beauty  than  Filippo’s.  Deli- 
cate fleecy  clouds  float  above  His  head. 
A family  of  loveliest  angels,  all  alike,  yet 
different  as  children  of  the  same  house, 
cluster  about  the  Heavenly  Father;  and 
lest  we  should  forget  that  they  are  sing- 
ing, Luca  has  given  us  the  score  of  the 
“Gloria  in  Excelsis”  in  the  centre  of  the 
panel. 

With  the  second  generation  of  Flor- 
entine painters  we  come  to  the  period 
which  was  most  fertile  in  pictures  of  the 
Nativity.  Pollajuolo,  Ghirlandajo,  Botti- 
celli, and  the  whole  “goldsmith  school” 
brought  a new  knowledge  of  anatomy  and 
technique,  a new  conception  of  humanity, 
and  a new  liberty  of  treatment  into  the 
field  of  Christian  art.  They  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  introduce  details  of  classical  archi- 
tecture and  portraits  of  living  persons 
into  their  sacred  pictures.  They  took 
great  pains  to  make  the  ox  and  the  ass 
more  life-like,  and  filled  the  background 
with  glimpses  of  fair  Italian  landscape: 
cities,  towns,  vineyards,  rivers,  mount- 
ains, ferry-boats,  flocks  of  birds,  compa- 
nies of  pilgrims,  draw  the  eye  far  into  the 
distance,  and  seem  to  bring  the  birth  of 
Christ  down  into  the  midst  of  every-day 
life.  There  is  a picture  by  Ghirlandajo 
which  illustrates  very  clearly  the  average 
merits  and  defects  of  this  school  in  its 
treatment  of  the  Nativity.  Two  Corinthi- 
an pillars,  evidently  brought  from  some 
ruined  temple,  support  a rude  thatched 
roof,  beneath  which  the  ox  and  the  ass 
are  sheltered.  A richly  carved  sarcoph- 
agus, with  a Latin  inscription,  does  duty 
for  the  manger.  The  Christ-child  lies 
on  the  ground  in  front  of  it,  and  the  mo- 
ther worships  Him.  But  she  does  not 
quite  forget  herself.  There  is  less  ecstasy 
and  more  dignity  in  her  look  than  Fra 
Lippi  or  Luca  della  Robbia  would  have 
given  her.  And  yet  she  is  womanly  and 
beautiful.  In  the  foreground  there  are 
two  kneeling  figures,  and  a third  standing 
behind  them  with  a lamb  in  his  arms. 
These  represent  the  shepherds.  But  they 
are  unmistakable  citizens  of  Florence — 
portraits  (and  excellent  portraits  too),  as 
we  can  see  at  a glance.  They  are  grave, 
cultivated,  worldly-wise  gentlemen  of  the 
Medicean  type,  knowing  about  as  much 
of  sheep  as  the  first  well-dressed  acquaint- 
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ance  whom  you  may  meet  in  an  after- 
noon walk  on  Fifth  Avenue.  It  seems 
strange  to  us  to  see  them  “assisting,”  as 
the  French  say,  at  the  Nativity.  It  would 
be  a bold  painter  to-day  who  would  ven- 
ture to  introduce  Mr.  Cyrus  P.  Thompson 
or  the  Hon.  Augustus  Jones  into  a scene 
from  the  sacred  history,  and  his  picture 
would  be  well  laughed  at.  But  Ghirlan- 
dajo  did  not  think  it  strange,  nor  did  the 
Florentines  laugh  at  him.  Was  it  be- 
cause they  had  a lower  idea  of  the  sa- 
cred event,  or  was  it  because  they  had  a 
higher  idea  of  the  dignity  and  worth  of 
humanity  than  prevails  in  the  nineteenth 
century  f At  all  events,  neither  he  nor 
his  contemporaries  scrupled  to  represent 
the  merchants  and  bankers  of  Florence 
or  Perugia  or  Bologna  as  participants  in 
the  scenes  of  the  life  of  Christ. 

But  the  most  noticeable  feature  in  this 
picture  of  Ghirlandajo’s  is  the  background. 
It  is  connected  with  the  foreground  by  the 
figure  of  Joseph,  who  kneels  in  the  centre, 
and,  turning  around,  looks  out  beyond  the 
columns  into  a rich  landscape.  Follow- 
ing his  look,  we  see  a distant  city,  a rocky 
hillside  where  the  angel  is  appearing  to 
the  shepherds,  a Roman  causeway,  and  a 
triumphal  arch,  through  which  a long 
procession  is  rapidly  approaching.  Horse- 
men and  footmen,  with  fluttering  robes 
and  rich  caparisons — a royal  escort  for  the 
Kings  of  Orient — come  sweeping  onward 
to  the  lowly  shed.  It  seems  as  if  the 
whole  world  were  hastening  to  give  a joy- 
ful welcome  to  the  Prince  of  Peace.  It  is 
thus  that  the  painter,  a citizen  of  rich  and 
prosperous  and  luxurious  Florence,  has 
expressed  his  conception  of  the  meaning 
of  Christmas. 

In  Umbria  another  school  of  artists  was 
at  work  developing  a very  different  ideal 
of  the  Nativity.  Silence,  mystery,  and  a 
deep  devotional  feeling  pervade  the  pic- 
tures of  Niccolo  Alunno,  Perugino,  and 
Francia.  The  very  atmosphere  is  filled 
with  the  clear  softuess  of  twilight,  and  a 
tender,  half-dreamy  look  rests  on  all  the 
faces.  Venice  cherished  still  another 
ideal.  Stronger,  richer,  and  more  earthly 
in  their  imagination,  the  Bellini  and  their 
disciples  painted  the  Madonna  with  less  of 
maidenly  grace  and  more  of  matronly 
dignity.  The  Child  lies  upon  her  lap  or  on 
a marble  balustrade  before  her,  and  the 
mother  looks  at  Him  with  a face  in  which 
there  is  hardly  a trace  of  deep  emotion. 
She  is  proud,  classical,  almost  indifferent, 


a female  Christopher  (Christ-bearer),  and 
the  splendid  infant  sleeps  serenely,  or 
listens  with  royal  approval  to  the  angels 
who  make  music  for  Him  with  guitar  and 
violin.  In  Padua  the  painters  were  even 
more  influenced  by  classical  models  and 
the  spirit  of  the  Renaissance  than  in 
Venice.  A careful  study  of  their  pictures 
is  as  good  as  a lesson  in  Greek  and  Roman 
antiquities ; but,  with  the  exception  of 
Mantegna  in  his  simpler  moods,  they  have 
little  to  tell  us  about  Bethlehem  and  the 
wonderful  birth.  Lorenzo  di  Credi,  of 
Florence,  combined,  more  than  any  other 
man,  the  excellences  of  these  different 
schools,  and  his  numerous  Nativities  are 
among  the  best  that  ever  have  been 
painted. 

The  appearance  of  the  great  triumvirate 
Leonardo  da  Vinci,  Michael  Angelo,  and 
Raphael  Sanzio  marks  the  highest  period 
of  Italian  art.  Each  of  these  men  was  his 
own  master,  although  each  of  them  owed 
much  to  his  instructors.  Michael  Angelo 
had  perhaps  the  mightiest  and  most  origi- 
nal genius  of  the  three.  But  he  lias  left 
no  picture  of  the  Nativity.  It  is  doubtful 
whether  his  proud  and  sombre  spirit  could 
have  entered  into  its  meaning.  His  so- 
called  “Holy  Family”  in  the  Uffizzi  is 
harsh  and  unpleasant.  Raphael,  the 
apostle  of  sweetuess  and  light,  the  wor- 
shipper of  beauty,  the  wonderful  scholar 
of  Perugino,  who  so  soon  surpassed  his 
teacher,  and  yet  in  his  best  work  never  en- 
tirely lost  the  devout  and  reverent  spirit 
of  his  early  Umbrian  training — Raphael 
painted  the  Nativity  but  seldom.  Most  of 
his  pictures  of  the  Holy  Family  centre  in 
the  Madonna  rather  than  in  the  infant,  or 
belong  to  a later  time  in  the  life  of  Jesus, 
when  He  stands  as  a child  at  His  mother  s 
knee,  or  plays  with  the  young  St.  John. 

The  “Adoration  of  the  Shepherds”  in  the 
Vatican  is  painted  in  his  worst  and  most 
affected  manner.  The  shepherds  are  ab- 
surd Arcadians  and  the  angels  are  sancti- 
fied fairies.  If  we  wish  to  understand 
how  Raphael  could  have  painted  the  Na- 
tivity at  his  best,  we  must  go  back  to  his 
earlier  work,  and  look  at  a picture  like  the 
“ Madonna  del  Grand uca.”  This  is  not  a 
Madonna,  after  all,  but  a picture  of  the  in- 
fant Jesus  and  His  mother.  I do  not  feel 
that  any  excuse  is  needed  for  presenting 
this  illustration  in  an  article  on  the  Na- 
tivity. It  has  the  true  Christmas  spirit; 
not  Christmas  on  the  street  or  in  the 
church,  but  Christmas  joy  and  peace  in 
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the  mother’s  heart,  and  Christmas  blessing 
in  the  eyes  of  the  Child.  How.  sweet  and 
virginal  is  Mary’s  downcast  face!  Ecce 
ancilla  Domini  ! The  power  of  the  Most 
High  has  overshadowed  her,  subdued  and 
uplifted,  humbled  and  glorified  her,  and 
the  Holy  Child  in  her  arms  presses  His 
cheek  lovingly  against  her  shoulder,  and 
looks  out  gently  but  somewhat  sadly  on 
the  world  which  He  has  come  to  save. 
This  little  panel  is  worth  a hundred  of 
Raphael’s  “Entombments”  or  “Transfig- 
urations.” We  do  not  wonder  that  the 
Grand  Duke  Ferdinand  III.,  who  bought 
it  in  1799,  became  so  fond  of  it  that  he  car- 
ried it  about  with  him  wherever  he  went, 
even  into  exile,  and  believed  that  it  was  a 
talisman  of  blessing  to  his  life. 

It  is  common  to  trace  in  this  picture, 
which  is  among  the  earliest  of  Raphael’s 
Florentine  period,  the  influence  of  Peru- 
gino.  And  any  one  who  has  become  famil- 
iar with  the  tender  and  devout  manner  of 
the  old  Umbrian  can  not  fail  to  recognize 
it  here.  But,  unless  I am  mistaken,  there 
is  also  a touch  of  a more  subtle  and  po- 
tent influence  in  this  “Madonna  del  Gran- 
duca.”  The  mighty  spirit  of  Leonardo  has 
exercised  its  fascination  upon  the  young 
Raphael,  and  he  has  given  to  the  Virgin's 
face  something  of  that  intellectual  refine- 
ment, that  secret  spiritual  charm,  which  is 
so  wonderful  in  the  “Madonna  of  the 
Lily.”  The  Christ-child  also  is  painted 
as  Leonardo  might  have  imagined  Him, 
with  an  unfathomable  depth  of  thought- 
fulness in  His  serene  eyes. 

A thousand  times  have  I regretted  that 
Leonardo  did  not  leave  a picture  of  the 
Nativity.  His  “Adoration  of  the  Magi” 
in  the  Uffizzi  is  unfinished.  His  “ Vierge 
aux  Rochers”  in  the  Louvre  is  unavail- 
able for  our  present  purpose.  And  so  we 
must  content  ourselves  with  an  illustra- 
tion from  Bernardino  Luitii,  his  noblest 
disciple.  But  surely  even  the  wise  master 
himself  could  hardly  have  done  better 
work  than  this  picture  by  “ dear  little  Ber- 
nard.” It  is  a true  Nativity,  idealized 
enough  to  lift  it  above  the  level  of  mere 
photographic  literalism,  and  yet  free  from 
the  slightest  taint  of  affectation  or  display. 
The  pilgrim’s  flask  and  bag  tell  the  story 
of  the  long  journey  to  Bethlehem.  The 
lovely  angels  bring  the  air  of  heaven  into 
the  rude  stable.  The  Virgin’s  figure  is 
sweet  and  pure  beyond  description.  And 
Joseph  is  worthy  to  kneel  beside  her. 
For  this  last  grace  especially  we  thank 


Luini.  Most  of  the  artists  have  treated  Jo- 
seph with  scant  respect.  They  have  rep- 
resented him  as  an  ugly  and  decrepit  old 
man.  They  have  shoved  him  away  into 
a comer,  or  propped  him  up  against  the 
wall,  ridiculously  fast  asleep.  They  have 
almost  used  him  as  a comic  figure  in  the 
scene.  The  ox  and  the  ass  are  often  more 
venerable.  But  Luini,  with  better  author- 
ity in  the  gospel  narrative  and  the  ear- 
liest traditions  of  Christian  art,  has  given 
us  a noble  and  manly  Joseph,  with  a face 
which  corresponds  to  the  dignity  and  gen- 
erosity of  his  conduct.  I do  not  know  a 
lovelier,  more  serene,  and  reverent  picture 
of  the  Nativity  than  this ; and  it  loses  none 
of  its  simplicity  and  sincerity  by  the  touch 
of  intellectual  beauty  in  the  Virgin’s  face, 
which  Luini  could  only  have  learned  from 
Leonardo. 

But,  it  may  be  asked,  is  such  a picture 
as  this  true  to  nature  and  history  ? Have 
we  any  right  to  imagine  so  much  beauty 
and  grace  in  a Jewish  peasant  maiden  ? 
Was  not  the  stable  at  Bethlehem  a dark, 
mean  place,  and  the  Nativity,  like  every 
birth,  a scene  of  anguish  and  confusion  ? 
Is  there  not  a touch  of  falsehood  in  thus 
idealizing  it  and  turning  it  into  poetry  ? 
If  the  painter  is  strictly  accurate  and  liter- 
ally truthful,  will  he  not  feel  bound  to 
paint  a common  girl  of  the  Hebrew  peo- 
ple for  the  Virgin,  a Galilean  carpenter 
for  Joseph,  an  ordinary  Eastern  cattle 
shed  for  the  stable,  and  an  uncomely  in- 
fant for  the  Christ-child?  Indeed,  we 
may  go  further,  and  ask  whether  the  liter- 
ally truthful  artist  will  not  feel  bound  to 
avoid  the  Nativity  altogether  as  an  un- 
seemly subject. 

And  certainly,  if  the  “truthful  artist” 
is  such  an  idiot  as  that,  he  will  do  well  to 
avoid  it,  for  his  touch  will  only  degrade 
and  spoil.  Exclude  all  poetry  from  the 
treatment  of  the  Nativity ! Why,  the  very 
heart  and  life  of  it  is  poetry — not  poetic 
fiction,  but  poetic  fact . The  Virgin  Mary, 
peasant  though  she  be,  is  the  descendant 
of  a kingly  house  more  ancient  and  more 
honored  than  any  of  our  modern  mon- 
archies. She  is  the  crown  of  womanhood, 
the  flower  of  virgins,  the  lily  among 
thorns,  the  one  true  princess  among  Eve’s 
daughters.  We  bring  no  dismal  idola- 
tries to  her  shrine,  but  hands  full  of  white 
blossoms, and  hearts  full  of  sweet  thoughts, 
and  words  of  praise  and  love  for  the  beau- 
ty of  her  pure  motherhood.  Ave  Maria , 
gratia  plena ! Dominus  tecum , benedicta 
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tu  in  mulieribns ! If  the  angel  of  God 
spake  thus  to  her  in  the  humble  home  at 
Nazareth,  was  she  not  royal  by  divine 
grace  as  well  as  by  human  birth  ? And 
shall  we  wonder  that  the  hour  of  her  won- 
drous exaltation  at  Bethlehem  has  gath- 
ered to  itself  melodious  songs,  and  angelic 
forms,  and  fair  colors,  and  supernal  light, 
and  all  grace  and  loveliness  from  every 
age  of  Christian  faith  ? Read  again  the 
opening  chapters  of  St.  Luke's  gospel,  and 
see  if  they  are  not  overflowing  with  the  po- 
etry of  the  Nativity.  The  heavenly  mes- 
sengers who  announce  Christ's  coming, 
the  old  priest  Zacharias  and  his  wife  Eliz- 
abeth, the  venerable  Anna  and  Simeon 
waiting  in  the  temple,  Mary  herself  in 
her  maidenly  simplicity,  all  speak  in  po- 
etry by  a spontaneous  impulse.  A new 
star  blossoms  in  the  celestial  fields,  a new 
music  rings  through  the  vault  of  night,  a 
new  worship  calls  the  shepherds  from 
their  flocks  into  the  secret  shrine  of  incar- 
nate Divinity.  And  all  this,  so  far  from 
seeming  strange  and  untruthful  to  us, 
must  appear  only  natural,  and  the  strong- 
est confirmation  of  the  truth  of  the  nar- 
rative. For  if  the  Nativity  is  anything 
at  all,  if  there  is  any  reality  in  it,  it  is 
surely  the  one  supreme  event  of  the 
world,  and  not  otherwise  could  the  story 
of  it  be  told.  As  Horace  Buslinell  has 
said:  44  Having  wings  in  the  spiritual  out- 
fit of  our  nature,  it  would  be  a kind  of  ce- 
lestial impropriety  if  God’s  spirit  did  uot 
spread  them  here.  Why,  the  very  ground 
ought  to  let  forth  its  reverberated  music, 
and  all  the  choirs  and  lyres  and  ringing 
cymbals  of  the  creation,  between  the  two 
horizons  and  above,  ought  to  be  discours- 
ing hymns,  and  pouring  down  their  joy, 
even  as  the  stars  do  light.” 

I hold,  therefore,  that  no  painter  can 
enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  Nativity,  or 
help  us  to  understand  the  reality  of  it, 
who  does  not  feel  its  poetry,  and  rise  above 
the  dead  literalism  of  painting  a faithful 
description  of  Oriental  costume  and  Gal- 
ilean x>easants  and  Syrian  sheep,  into 
the  mystery  and  ideal  beauty  of  the  Holy 
Night. 

What  shall  we  say,  then,  of  Correggio’s 
‘‘La  Notte,”  that  third  treasure  of  the 
Dresden  Gallery,  and  most  popular  of  all 
pictures  of  the  Nativity  ? There  is  no  crude 
realism  here.  It  is  an  indubitable  poem 
011  canvas.  But  we  may  still  question  a 
little  whether  the  poetry  is  exactly  of  the 
right  kind.  It  is  too  lyrical;  the  move- 


ment is  overstrained;  it  lacks  repose  and 
delicacy  ot  rhythm.  This  big  shepherd, 
with  his  violent  gesture  of  wonder,  this 
woman  with  contracted  brows  and  hand 
lifted  to  shade  the  dazzle  of  light,  these 
wonderfully  agile  celestial  limbs  vibrating 
in  ecstasy — a man  who  truly  believed  in 
the  Nativity,  and  felt  it  most  profoundly, 
would  have  left  these  out.  But  Correggio 
was  too  excitable,  too  sensuous,  too  fond 
of  showing  his  skill  in  foreshortening  and 
contrast  of  light  and  shade.  He  was  a 
wonderful  artist,  but  his  genius  was  not 
pure,  sincere,  reverent,  and  therefore  there 
is  a touch  of  affectation  in  his  work.  He 
is  like  a preacher  who  tries  to  say  witty 
or  pretty  things  in  a sermon  on  the  life  of 
Christ.  We  detect  the  false  note,  and  it 
spoils  our  devotion. 

But,  for  all  that,  the  heart  of  this  picture 
— the  mother  half  embracing,  half  wor- 
shipping her  child — remains  a marvel  of 
beauty,  and  the  world  has  a right  to  love 
it.  It  was  no  new  or  original  idea  to  make 
all  the  light  of  the  stable  come  from  the 
divine  babe.  We  find  it  in  the  Arabic 
“Gospel  of  the  Infancy”;  and  one  of  the 
fathers  says,  “ When  Christ  was  born  His 
body  shone  like  the  sun  when  it  rises.” 
Hugo  Vander  Goes  and  many  other  paint- 
ers have  used  the  thought.  But  none  has 
done  it  so  beautifully  as  Correggio.  The 
glory  that  streams  from  the  infant  is  a 
white,  brilliant,  supernatural  radiance, 
manifestly  of  heaven;  and  away  behind 
the  hills  the  dawning  of  the  earth-light 
looks  cold  and  gray. 

We  must  turn  now  from  Italy,  where 
we  have  traced  the  treatment  of  the  Na- 
tivity from  the  simplest  to  the  most  con- 
summate art,  to  the  Northern  countries. 

The  early  Flemish  and  German  schools  of 
painting  afford  many  examples  of  the  way 
in  which  this  subject  was  conceived  by  the 
Teutonic  mind.  I do  not  think  a better 
illustration  can  be  found  than  the  centre 
piece  of  the  famous  triptych  in  the  Berlin 
Museum,  which  is  now  commonly  attrib- 
uted to  Roger  Vander  Weyden,  the  greatest 
pupil  of  the  Van  Eycks.  The  two  wings 
of  this  painting  represent,  with  great  vigor 
and  simplicity,  the  legendary  appearance 
of  the  Virgin  and  Child  to  the  Emperor 
Augustus,  and  the  three  Magi  worshipping 
their  star,  which  wears  the  form  of  a radi- 
ant infant  in  the  sky.  The  central  panel 
is  a repetition  of  the  familiar  theme  of  the 
4 * Adoring  Mother.  ” But  how  different  is 
the  manner  of  the  painter  here  from  that 
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to  which  we  have  grown  accustomed  in 
Italy!  Here  are  the  hardest  forms,  the 
most  ungraceful  outlines.  Definition  is 
carried  to  excess,  and  lucidity  is  sacrificed 
to  sharpness.  One  feels  tempted  to  adapt 
the  venerable  pun  of  Pope  Gregory  the 
Great,  and  say  that  the  picture  is  full,  not 
of  angels,  but  of  angles.  Why  is  Mary’s 
robe  so  stiff  and  her  attitude  so  ungrace- 
ful ? Why  is  Joseph  so  thin  and  so  crook- 
ed ? Why  have  the  little  angels,  with  their 
colored  wings,  such  heavy  woollen  gar- 
ments ? Simply  because  the  painter  lived 
in  the  North,  surrounded  by  Gothic  influ- 
ences, and  not  in  the  South,  where  the 
reigning  spirit  of  classic  art  filled  the  at- 
mosphere with  a subtle  sense  of  physical 
beauty.  If  Ghirlandajo  had  been  a Flem- 
ing instead  of  a Tuscan,  he  would  have 
painted  just  such  pictures  as  this,  with 
Middleburg  instead  of  Florence  in  the 
background,  and  angular  burghers  instead 
of  graceful  citizens  for  his  models.  And 
even  if  he  had  done  his  best  he  could  not 
have  surpassed  old  Roger  Vander  Weyden 
in  the  reverent  sincerity  of  his  thought,  or 
the  patient,  faithful  skill  of  his  execution. 
Look  at  this  “Herr  Schatzmeister  Blado- 
lin,”  at  whose  cost  the  picture  was  painted 
for  the  Middleburg  church,  and  who  kneels 
so  gravely  in  the  foreground.  Does  he  not 
show  us  how  an  honest,  pious  treasurer  of 
that  day  actually  appeared,  how  he  thought 
(and  how  all  good  Christian  souls  ought  to 
think)  of  the  Nativity  ? And  can  we  not 
feel  the  tender  simplicity  of  the  virgin 
mother  as  she  kneels  before  her  helpless, 
shining  babe  ? Surely  this  picture  has  a 
charm,  a loveliness,  of  its  own,  although 
we  may  have  to  wait  a little  while  before 
it  finds  us;  and  Liibke  is  right  when  he 
describes  it  by  a word  which  has  no  equiv- 
alent in  English,  gemuthlich . 

In  Albert  Durer  the  influences  which 
controlled  and  moulded  the  development 
of  German  art  reached  their  culmina- 
tion, and  in  his  work  we  see  at  once  its 
weakness  and  its  strength.  He  was,  be- 
yond question,  a mighty  genius,  but  al- 
ways and  indubitably  a Teutonic  genius, 
never  breaking,  never  seeking  to  break, 
the  narrow  bounds  of  his  native  environ- 
ment. He  often  signed  his  pictures  “A 
German,”  or  “A  Nuremberger” — patriotic 
but  superfluous,  for  no  one  who  looks  at 
them  needs  to  be  told  where  they  were 
produced.  They  are  genuine ; they  smack 
of  the  soil.  Thus,  in  all  his  representa- 
tions of  the  Nativity  and  the  Holy  Fam- 


ily—and  they  are  many — the  Virgin  is  a 
simple  Nuremberg  mother  in  her  house- 
wife’s dress,  the  Child  is  just  such  an  in- 
fant as  Durer  might  have  seen  in  his 
neighbor's  cradle,  and  the  landscape  is  a 
wonderful  reproduction  of  what  the  trav- 
eller may  find  to-day  in  the  quiet  corners 
of  Franconia.  He  treats  the  theme  with 
what  Mr.  Comyns  Carr  has  well  called  “an 
unflinching  realism,”  which  often  leads 
him  into  ugliness,  and  sometimes  into 
triviality.  We  can  see  some  indications 
of  this  tendency  in  the  accompanying  en- 
graving. The  characteristic  trait  is  do- 
mesticity— a thoroughly  German  quality 
— and  one  certainly  poetic  enough  to  be 
worthily  expressed  in  the  most  perfect 
art,  but  needing  always  to  be  guarded 
against  falling  into  mere  homeliness , 
which  is  quite  another  thing.  Durer's 
pictures  of  the  Christ-child  and  the  Vir- 
gin always  remind  me  of  the  old  German 
Christmas  carols.  We  may  smile  at  them, 
but  we  can  not  help  loving  them. 

Rubens  and  the  later  masters  of  North- 
ern art  often  painted  the  Nativity,  or  at 
least  they  gave  that  title  to  many  of  their 
pictures.  But  I have  yet  to  see  one  of 
them  which  has  anything  sacred  about  it 
except  the  name.  Even  Rembrandt,  whose 
etching-needle  has  so  marvellously  illu- 
mined some  of  the  later  scenes  from  the 
life  of  Christ,  is  coarse  when  he  comes 
into  the  stable  at  Bethlehem.  He  can 
not  feel  the  miracle  of  the  Incarnation. 
And  when  we  come  down  to  Italy  at  the 
end  of  the  sixteenth  century,  we  find  art 
completely  secularized  and  degraded.  The 
spirit  of  devotion,  which  Raphael  and  his 
contemporaries  could  at  least  appreciate, 
although  they  may  not  always  have  felt 
it  personally,  has  now  completely  van- 
ished, and  the  painters  are  concerned  only 
with  “art  for  art's  sake.”  They  give  us 
chiar-oscuro,  and  modelling,  and  won- 
derful scenic  effects — brawny  shepherds, 
self-conscious  virgins,  sentimental  angels, 
dazzling  contrasts  of  light  and  shade, 
“the  ‘Gloria’  on  a brass  band” — but  the 
inspiration,  the  divine  light,  the  sweet 
music  of  heaven,  are  gone,  and  the  birth  of 
Jesus  has  become  an  unreality. 

In  Spain,  however,  the  spirit  of  sacred 
art  still  lived,  and  it  flowered  about  the 
middle  of  the  seventeenth  century  in  the 
lastof  the  great  religious  painters,  Bartolo- 
m6  Esteban  Murillo.  He  was  a child  of 
the  people,  and  a painter  for  the  people  of 
all  time.  His  pictures  are  known  through- 
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out  the  world,  and  more  highly  prized 
than  those  of  any  other  man  except  Ra- 
phael. He  could  paint  the  ragged  chil- 
dren of  Seville,  and  the  devout  monks 
who  were  his  companions  in  works  of 
charity,  and  the  glad  angels  who  throng- 
ed the  heaven  of  his  holy  thoughts,  with 
an  equal  skill.  He  was  humble,  reverent, 
humane,  believing,  living  well  up  to  the 
light  that  was  given  him,  loving  his  art 
only  less  than  he  loved  his  faith  and  his 
fellow-men,  doing  his  duty  as  well  as  he 
could,  and  dying  in  honorable  poverty. 
The  contrast  between  him  and  his  great 
rival,  Velasquez,  has  been  admirably  de- 
scribed by  Mr.  Charles  B.  Curtis  in  his 
catalogue  of  their  works,  and  he  sums  it 
all  up  by  saying,  44  A few  admired  Velas- 
quez, but  all  loved  Murillo.” 

This  was  the  man  who  should  touch 
the  Nativity  once  more  with  the  hand  of 
faith  and  love,  as  the  earliest  artists  touch- 
ed it,  but  with  an  incomparably  greater 
skill.  Look  at  this  picture  of  the 4 4 Adora- 
tion of  the  Shepherds,”  from  the  museum 
at  Madrid.  No  engraver,  however  skill- 
ful and  patient,  can  hope  to  render  any- 
thing more  than  the  cold  shadow  and 
suggestion  of  its  wonderful  effect.  It  is 
a miracle  of  painting — warm,  rich,  full  of 
a soft  and  mellow  charm,  satisfying  the 
eye  with  its  depth  of  light  and  color — 
and  at  the  same  time  it  overflows  with 
the  purest  and  most  sacred  feeling.  See 
this  old  shepherd,  with  his  toil-hardened 
feet  aud  his  rugged  head;  he  does  not  ex- 
aggerate his  emotion  and  fling  his  arms 
about  like  Correggio’s  giant,  but  the  awe 
and  tenderness  of  his  emotion  are  mani- 
fest in  every  line  of  his  figure  as  he  kneels 
with  rude,  unconscious  grace  before  the 
new-born  Prince  of  Peace.  And  how  nat- 
ural, how  infantile,  yet  how  serenely  di- 
vine and  luminous,  is  the  Christ-child, 
over  whom  His  mother  bends  with  min- 
gled solicitude  and  adoration  ! Surely 
there  is  something  more  in  this  picture 
than  what  Ruskin  slightingly  calls  a 
“brown  gleam  of  gypsy  Madonnahood.” 
It  is  a perfect  illustration  of  the  old  French 
Noel : 

“Dieu  parmv  les  pastoreaux, 

Sous  la  cr4che  des  toreaux, 

Dans  les  champs  a voulu  naistre, 

Et  non  par  my  les  arroys 

Des  grands  princes  et  des  rovs — 

Lui  des  plus  grands  roys  le  maistre.” 

And  now  whither  shall  we  turn  to  look 
for  our  later  pictures  of  the  Nativity  ? To 


Nicolas  Poussin  and  t)ie  classicists  of 
France?  They  painted  it  like  a scene 
from  the  Roman  mythology.  To  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  and  the  portrait  school 
of  England  ? His  well-known  “Nativity” 
might  as  well  be  called  a “Portrait  of  a 
Lady  and  Child.”  It  is  probably  not  too 
daring  to  say  that  it  is  the  worst  picture 
he  ever  painted.  To  Teniers  and  Jan 
Steen  and  the  Dutchmen  ? They  were  in 
love  with  vulgarity,  and  could  not  see  the 
difference  between  a peasant  and  a boor. 
To  Watteau  and  Boucher  and  the  chil- 
dren of  frivolity  ? We  can  hardly  expect 
anything  serious  from  butterflies.  To 
Horace  Vernet  and  the  clever  realists  ? 
Palestine  of  to-day  is  not  a holy  land  save 
to  the  heart  of  faith,  and  the  mother  of 
Christ  was  certainly  not  a Bedouin. 

One  pale  gleam  of  light  comes  to  us 
from  Germany.  Overbeck  and  his  disci- 
ples— those  strange  long-haired  Nazarenes 
who  lived  together  in  the  deserted  monas- 
tery of  San  Isidoro  at  Rome  somewhat  as 
the  brotherhood  of  painter- monks  had 
once  lived  together  in  San  Marco  at  Flor- 
ence— tried  to  bring  back  into  the  nine- 
teenth century  the  spirit  of  Fra  Angelico. 
They  were  religious  painters  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  word,  and  in  their  hands  the 
Nativity  was  treated  with  reverent  feel- 
ing, if  not  with  striking  power.  Itten- 
bach’s  “Holy  Family  with  the  Lamb,” 
and  Carl  Muller’s  lovely  picture  with  the 
angel  in  the  foreground  playing  on  the 
viol,  have  been  deservedly  admired  and 
(the  latter  at  least)  widely  circulated  in 
photograph  and  engraving.  But  the 
movement  was  artificial,  and  the  school 
of  the  revival  is  now  extinct. 

The  English  pre-Raphael ites  might 
have  done  something  in  the  painting  of 
the  Nativity  which  should  be  worthy  to 
live  and  be  loved.  Ruskin  predicted,  a 
year  or  two  ago,  that  Mr.  Holman  Hunt’s 
lately  finished  picture  of  a closely  kin- 
dred subject — the  “Flight  into  Egypt” — 
would  be  “the  greatest  religious  picture 
of  our  time.”  But  then  Ruskin  says  also 
that  “by  no  expedient  could  England 
have  repressed  in  him  more  than  it  has 
repressed,  by  no  abnegation  could  she 
have  received  less  from  him  than  she 
has  received.”  And  it  is  certain,  be  the 
cause  what  it  may,  that  the  promise  of 
the  pre- Raphael  ites  has  hitherto  been 
much  beyond  their  performance  in  reli- 
gious art. 

Let  us  take — somewhat  at  a venture,  I 
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must  confess — two  illustrations  from  liv- 
ing painters  whose  great  success  in  other 
lines  has  won  them  the  widest  popularity, 
Bouguereau,  of  Paris,  and  Defregger,  of 
Munich.  These  pictures  are  not,  strictly 
speaking,  Nativities,  but  they  are  near 
enough  to  illustrate  our  theme,  and — alas 
that  it  should  be  true! — our  most  famous 
painters  no  longer  show  us  the  Holy 
Night.  Of  the  two,  Defregger’s  has  un- 
doubtedly more  dignity  and  more  human- 
ity. The  head  of  Joseph,  poring  over  the 
prophecies  of  the  Messiah,  is  grand  and 
strong.  The  Virgin  s face  has  great  beau- 
ty of  a not  ignoble  type;  she  is  thorough- 
ly maternal.  But  the  Child  utterly  lacks 
the  touch  of  divinity ; the  faint  halo  about 
His  head  is  purely  apologetic. 

Bouguereau’s  picture  (engraved  from 
the  pen-and-ink  sketch  for  a larger  paint- 
ing) has  a certain  airy  prettiness  which 
captivates  the  eye  at  first,  but  which  does 
not  bear  the  test  of  thought  and  time. 
The  child  is  only  “making  believe1’  to  be 
asleep;  and  the  angels  come  direct  from 
Paris— -their  little  fingers,  so  delicately 
curved  backward  from  their  instruments, 
have  a distinctively  Parisian  air.  One  of 
them  looks  up  from  her  instrument  as  if 
to  say,  “ Now  isn’t  this  sweet  ?”  Anoth- 
er turns  her  head  over  her  shoulder,  prob- 
ably to  see  if  her  robe  hangs  gracefully. 
It  is  a pretty  little  scene  from  a pretty  lit- 
tle play.  Presently  the  actors  will  change 
their  costumes  and  give  us  a more  modern 
comedy. 

It  is  an  open  question  whether  such  re- 
ligious art  as  this  is  better  than  none  at 
all.  But  it  is  not  an  open  question  wheth- 
er America  can  boast  herself  over  France 
and  Germany  in  this  regard.  For  when 
we  come  to  look  on  this  side  of  the  sea  for 
a picture  of  the  Nativity  we  find  simply 
— nothing.  One  of  the  most  remarkable 
and  certainly  one  of  the  most  humiliating, 
incidents  in  the  history  of  modern  art 
was  the  utter  failure  of  the  prize  competi- 
tion instituted  two  years  ago  by  Harper 
and  Brothers  for  an  illustration  appro- 
priate to  Christmas.  It  is  true  that  the 
contest  was  limited  to  Americans  not  over 
twenty-seven  years  of  age.  But  then  at  the 
two  trials  some  six  hundred  drawings  were 
sent  in,  and  one  would  surely  think  that 
among  so  many  young  devotees  of  art 


there  must  be  some  able  to  enter  into  the 
spirit  of  the  Nativity  and  to  express  it 
with  reasonable  lucidity.  On  the  con- 
trary, an  able  committee  of  judges  could 
not  find  a single  one  of  the  designs  above 
the  level  of  sheer  mediocrity.  The  col- 
lection, as  a mass,  was  an  indescribable 
farrago  of  absurdities  gathered  from  the 
whole  range  of  figure  and  landscape  art — 
mountains,  and  rivers,  and  flowers,  and 
birds,  and  young  women  in  boats,  and 
children  standing  by  the  fire-place,  and 
cats,  and  reindeer,  and  everything  under 
heaven  but  the  Nativity — in  short,  such  a 
medley  as  one  may  see  any  day  in  turn- 
ing over  a collection  of  Christmas  cards. 
A result  like  this  may  well  make  us  ques- 
tion whether  Mr.  F.  D.  Millet  was  not 
right  when  he  said,  in  reviewing  the  com- 
petition, “The  present  popularity  of  art, 
to  which  we  refer  as  a sure  sign  that  we 
are  soon  to  have  a national  school  of 
painters,  is  only  the  superficial  result  of 
an  enthusiasm  based  on  fashion,  and  we 
must  look  much  further  and  deeper  for 
the  real  gauge  of  the  possibilities  of  our 
nation  in  the  direction  of  the  fine  arts.” 

For  my  own  part,  I believe  that  true 
greatness  in  art  will  only  come  with  a re- 
v i val  of  moral  earnestness  an  d fai  th . Brill- 
iant coloring  and  correct  drawing,  splen- 
did landscapes  and  clever  figure -paint- 
ings, we  may  have — indeed,  we  have  them 
now;  but  the  best  art,  even  from  a tech- 
nical point  of  view,  will  not  come  to  us 
until  men  see  that  the  one  thing  worth 
toiling  for  is  the  perfect  expression  of  the 
noblest  thoughts  and  feelings.  And  what 
better  test  of  this  could  be  found  than  the 
ability  to  enter  into  the  meaning  of  the 
Nativity  ? Is  the  true  spirit  of  Christmas 
dead — overgrown  and  choked  with  trivi- 
alities ? Must  we  forever  go  back  to  Mu- 
rillo and  Luini  and  the  old  masters  to 
catch  the  light  of  that  serene  and  holy 
gladness  of  Bethlehem  ? Men  paint  what 
they  love.  Surely  there  are  still  some 
who  love  the  Christ-child  shining  in  His 
lowly  cradle,  and  the  wonder  of  virginal 
maternity  bending  above  Him.  Surely 
there  is  a great  and  glad  welcome  waiting 
for  the  artist  who  shall  lead  us  again  into 
the  radiant  presence  of  the  infant  Jesus, 
and  make  us  sharers  in  the  joy  of  the 
Holy  Night. 
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XVII. 

IN  the  ensuing  fortnight  a great  many 
gayeties  besides  the  Egyptian  Ball  took 
place,  and  Colville  went  wherever  he  and 
Imogene  were  both  invited.  He  declined 
the  quiet  dinners  which  he  liked,  and 
which  his  hearty  appetite  and  his  habit 
of  talk  fitted  him  to  enjoy,  and  accepted 
invitations  to  all  sorts  of  evenings  and  At 
Homes,  where  dancing  occupied  a modest 
corner  of  the  card,  and  usurped  the  chief 
place  in  the  pleasures.  At  these  places  it 
was  mainly  his  business  to  see  Imogene 
danced  with  by  others,  but  sometimes  he 
waltzed  with  her  himself,  and  then  he  was 
complimented  by  people  of  his  own  age, 
who  had  left  off  dancing,  upon  his  vigor. 
They  said  they  could  not  stand  that  sort 
of  thing,  though  they  supposed,  if  you 
kept  yourself  in  practice,  it  did  not  come 
so  hard.  One  of  his  hostesses,  who  had 
made  a party  for  her  daughters,  told  him 
that  he  was  an  example  to  everybody,  and 
that  if  middle-aged  people  at  home  min- 
gled more  in  the  amusements  of  the  young, 
American  society  would  not  be  the  silly, 
insipid,  boy-and-girl  affair  that  it  was  now. 
He  went  to  these  places  in  the  character 
of  a young  man,  but  he  was  not  readily 
accepted  or  recognized  in  that  character. 
They  gave  him  frumps  to  take  out  to  sup- 
per, mothers  and  maiden  aunts,  and  if  the* 
mothers  were  youngish,  they  threw  off  on 
him,  and  did  not  care  for  his  talk. 

At  one  of  the  parties  Imogene  seemed  to 
become  aware  for  the  first  time  that  the 
lapels  of  his  dress-coat  were  not  faced 
with  silk. 

“Why  don’t  you  have  them  so  ?”  she 
asked.  “All  the  other  young  men  have. 
And  you  ought  to  wear  a boutonniere .” 

“Oh,  I think  a man  looks  rather  silly 
in  silk  lapels  at  my — ” He  arrested  him- 
self, and  then  continued:  “I’ll  see  what 
the  tailor  can  do  for  me.  In  the  mean 
time,  give  me  a bud  out  of  your  bouquet.” 

“How  sweet  you  are!”  she  sighed. 
“You  do  the  least  thing  so  that  it  is  ten 
times  as  good  as  if  any  one  else  did  it.” 

*The  same  evening,  as  he  stood  leaning 
against  a doorway,  behind  Imogene  and  a 
young  fellow  with  whom  she  was  begin- 
ning a quadrille,  he  heard  her  taking  him 
to  task. 

“Why  do  you  say  ‘Sir’  to  Mr.  Col- 
ville r 


“ Well,  I know  the  English  laugh  at  us 
fordoing  it,  and  say  it’s  like  servants;  but 
I never  feel  quite  right  answering  just 
4 Yes’  and  4 No’  to  a man  of  his  age.” 

This  was  one  of  the  Inglehart  boys,  whom 
he  met  at  nearly  all  of  these  parties,  and 
not  all  of  whom  were  so  respectful.  Some 
of  them  treated  him  upon  an  old-boy  theo- 
ry, joking  him  as  freely  as  if  he  were  one 
of  themselves,  laughing  his  antiquated  no- 
tions of  art  to  scorn,  but  condoning  them 
because  he  was  good-natured,  and  because 
a man  could  not  help  being  of  his  own 
epoch  anyway.  They  put  a caricature  of 
him  among  the  rest  on  the  walls  of  their 
trattoria,  where  he  once  dined  with  them. 

Mrs.  Bowen  did  not  often  see  him  when 
he  went  to  call  upon  Imogene,  and  she  was 
not  at  more  than  two  or  three  of  the  par- 
ties. Mrs.  Amsden  came  to  chaperon  the 
girl,  and  apparently  suffered  an  increase 
of  unrequited  curiosity  in  regard  to  his  re- 
lations to  the  Bowen  household,  and  the 
extraordinary  development  of  his  social 
activity.  Colville  not  only  went  to  all 
those  evening  parties,  but  be  was  in  con- 
tinual movement  during  the  afternoon  at 
receptions  and  at  “days,” of  which  he  be- 
gan to  think  each  lady  had  two  or  three. 
Here  he  drank  tea,  cup  after  cup,  in  reck- 
less excitement,  and  at  night,  when  he 
came  home  from  the  dancing  parties,  drop- 
ping with  fatigue,  he  could  not  sleep  till 
toward  morning.  He  woke  at  the  usual 
breakfast  hour,  and  then  went  about 
drowsing  throughout  the  day  till  the  tea 
began  again  in  the  afternoon.  He  fell 
asleep  whenever  be  sat  down,  not  only  in 
the  reading-room  at  Viesseux's,  where  he 
disturbed  the  people  over  their  newspapers 
by  his  demonstrations  of  somnolence,  but 
even  at  church,  whither  he  went  one  Sun- 
day to  please  Imogene,  and  started  awake 
during  the  service  with  the  impression  that 
the  clergyman  had  been  making  a joke. 
Everybody  but  Imogene  was  smiling.  At 
the  caf4  he  slept  without  scruple,  selecting 
a corner  seat  for  the  purpose,  and  propor- 
tioning his  buonamano  to  the  indulgence 
of  the  giovane . He  could  not  tell  how 
long  he  slept  at  these  places,  but  sometimes 
it  seemed  to  him  hours. 

One  day  he  went  to  see  Imogene,  and 
while  Effie  Bowen  stood  prattling  to  him 
as  he  sat  waiting  for  Imogene  to  come  in, 
he  faded  light-headedly  away  from  him- 
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self  on  the  sofa,  as  if  he  had  been  in  his 
corner  at  the  caf&  Then  he  was  aware  of 
some  one  saying  44  ’Sh !”  and  he  saw  Effie 
Bowen,  with  her  finger  on  her  lip,  turned 
toward  Imogene,  a figure  of  beautiful  de- 
spair in  the  doorway.  He  was  all  tucked 
up  with  sofa  pillows,  and  made  very  com- 
fortable, by  the  child  no  doubt.  She  slipjfed 
out,  seeing  him  awake,  so  as  to  leave  him 
and  Imogene  alone,  as  she  had  apparently 
been  generally  instructed  to  do,  and  Imo- 
gene came  forward. 

“What  is  the  matter,  Theodore?”  she 
asked,  patiently.  She  had  taken  to  call- 
ing him  Theodore  when  they  were  alone. 
She  owned  that  she  did  not  like  the  name, 
but  she  said  it  was  right  she  should  call 
him  by  it,  since  it  was  his.  She  came  and 
sat  down  beside  him,  where  he  had  raised 
himself  to  a sitting  posture,  but  she  did  not 
offer  him  any  caress. 

“Nothing,”  he  answered.  “But  this  cli- 
mate is  making  me  insupportably  drowsy ; 
or  else  the  spring  weather.” 

“Oh  no;  it  isn’t  that,” she  said,  with  a 
slight  sigh.  He  had  left  her  in  the  mid- 
dle of  a german  at  three  o’clock  in  the 
morning,  but  she  now  looked  as  fresh  and 
lambent  as  a star.  “It’s  the  late  hours. 
They're  killing  you.” 

Colville  tried  to  deny  it;  his  incolieren- 
cies  dissolved  themselves  in  a yawn,  which 
he  did  not  succeed  in  passing  fora  careless 
laugh. 

“It  won’t  do,”  she  said,  as  if  speaking 
to  herself ; “ no,  it  won’t  do.” 

“Oh  yes,  it  will,”  Colville  protested.  “I 
don’t  mind  being  up.  I’ve  been  used  to  it 
all  my  life  on  the  paper.  It’s  just  some 
temporary  thing.  It  ’ll  come  all  right.” 

“ Well,  no  matter,”  said  Imogene.  “ It 
makes  you  ridiculous,  going  to  all  those 
silly  places,  and  I’d  rather  give  it  up.” 

The  tears  began  to  steal  down  her  cheeks, 
and  Colville  sighed.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
somebody  or  other  was  always  crying.  A 
man  never  quite  gets  used  to  the  tearful- 
ness of  women. 

“Oh,  don’t  mind  it,”  he  said.  “ If  you 
wish  me  to  go,  I will  go ! Or  die  in  the  at- 
tempt,” he  added,  with  a smile. 

Imogene  did  not  smile  with  him.  “I 
don‘t  wish  you  to  go  any  more.  It  was  a 
mistake  in  the  first  place,  and  from  this 
out  I will  adapt  myself  to  you.” 

. “ And  give  up  all  your  pleasures  ? Do 
you  think  I would  let  you  do  that  ? No, 
indeed ! Neither  in  this  nor  in  anything 
else.  I will  not  cut  off  your  young  life  in 


any  way,  Imogene — not  shorten  it  or  di- 
minish it.  If  I thought  I should  do  that, 
or  you  would  try  to  do  it  for  me,  I should 
wish  I had  never  seen  you.” 

“It  isn’t  that.  I know  how  good  you 
are,  and  that  you  would  do  anything  for 
me.” 

. “ Well,  then,  why  don’t  you  go  to  these 
fandangoes  alone  ? I can  see  that  you 
have  me  on  your  mind  all  the  time,  when 
I’m  with  you.” 

“Oughtn’t  I?” 

“Yes,  up  to  a certain  point,  but  not 
up  to  the  point  of  spoiling  your  fun.  I 
will  drop  in  now  and  then,  but  I won’t 
try  to  come  to  all  of  them,  after  this; 
you’ll  get  along  perfectly  well  with  Mrs. 
Amsden,  and  I shall  be  safe  from  her  for 
a while.  That  old  lady  has  marked  me  for 
her  prey : I can  see  it  in  her  glittering  eye- 
glass. I shall  fall  asleep  some  evening 
between  dances,  and  then  she  will  get  it 
all  out  of  me.” 

Imogene  still  refused  to  smile.  “No; 
I shall  give  it  up.  I don’t  think  it’s  well, 
going  so  much  without  Mrs.  Bowen.  Peo- 
ple will  begin  to  talk.” 

“Talk  ?” 

“ Yes ; they  will  begin  to  say  that  I had 
better  stay  with  her  a little  more,  if  she 
isn’t  well.” 

“ Why,  isn’t  Mrs.  Bowen  well  ?”  asked 
Colville,  with  trepidation. 

“ No ; she’s  miserable.  Haven’t  you  no- 
ticed ?” 

4 4 She  sees  me  so  seldom  now.  I thought 
it  was  only  her  headaches — ” 

“ It's  much  more  than  that.  She  seems 
to  be  failing  every  vray.  The  doctor  has 
told  her  she  ought  to  get  away  from  Flor- 
ence.” Colville  could  not  speak ; Imogene 
went  on:  “She’s  always  delicate,  you 
know.  And  I feel  that  all  that’s  keeping 
her  here  now  is  the  news  from  home  that 
I — we’re  waiting  for.” 

Colville  got  up.  “This isghastly ! She 
mustn’t  do  it!” 

44  How  can  you  help  her  doing  it  ? If 
she  thinks  anything  is  right,  she  can’t 
help  doing  it.  Who  could  ?” 

Colville  thought  to  himself  that  he 
could  have  said ; but  he  was  silent.  At  the 
moment  he  was  not  equal  to  so  much  joke 
or  so  much  truth ; and  Imogene  went  on: 

“ She’d  be  all  the  more  strenuous  about 
it  if  it  were  disagreeable;  and  rather  than 
accept  any  relief  from  me,  she  would  die.” 

44  Is  she— unkind  to  you  ?”  faltered  Col- 
ville. 
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“She  is  only  too  kind.  You  can  feel 
that  she’s  determined  to  be  so — that  she’s 
said  she  will  have  nothing  to  reproach  her- 
self with ; and  she  won’t.  You  don’t  sup- 
pose Mrs.  Bowen  would  be  unkind  to  any 
one  she  disliked  ?” 

“ Ah,  I didn’t  know,”  sighed  Colville. 

“ The  more  she  disliked  them,  the  better 
she  would  use  them.  It’s  because  our  en- 
gagement is  so  distasteful  to  her  that  she’s 
determined  to  feel  that  she  did  nothing  to 
oppose  it.” 

“ But  how  can  you  tell  that  it’s  distaste- 
ful, then  ?” 

“She  lets  you  feel  it  by— not  saying 
anything  about  it.” 

“I  can’t  see  how — ” 

“ She  never  speaks  of  you.  I don’t  be- 
lieve she  ever  mentions  your  name.  She 
asks  me  about  the  places  where  I’ve  been, 
and  about  the  people — every  one  but  you. 
It’s  very  uncomfortable.” 

“Yes,”  said  Colville,  “it’s  uncomfort- 
able.” 

“ And  if  I allude  to  letters  from  home, 
she  merely  presses  her  lips  together.  It's 
perfectly  wretched.” 

“ I see.  It's  I whom  she  dislikes,  and  I 
would  do  anything  to  please  her.  She 
must  know  that,”  mused  Colville,  aloud. 
“Imogene!”  he  exclaimed,  with  a sudden 
inspiration.  “ Why  shouldn’t  I go  away  ?” 

“Go  away  ?”  she  palpitated.  “What 
should  Ido?” 

The  colors  faded  from  his  brilliant  pro- 
posal. “Oh,  I only  meant  till  something 
was  settled— determined — concluded;  till 
this  terrible  suspense  was  over.”  He  added, 
hopelessly,  “But  nothing  can  be  done!” 

“I  proposed,”  said  Imogene,  “ that  we 
should  all  go  away.  I suggested  Via 
Reggio— the  doctor  said  she  ought  to  have 
sea  air — or  Venice;  but  she  wouldn’t  hear 
of  it.  No;  we  must  wait.” 

“Yes,  we  must  wait,”  repeated  Col- 
ville, hollowly.  “Then  nothing  can  be 
done  f” 

“Why,  haven’t  you  said  it  ?” 

“ Oh  yes — yes.  I can’t  go  away,  and 
you  can’t.  But  couldn’t  we  do  something 
—get  up  something  ?” 

“ I don’t  know  what  you  mean.” 

“ I mean,  couldn’t  we — amuse  her  some- 
how— help  her  to  take  her  mind  off  her- 
self?” 

Imogene  stared  at  him  rather  a long 
time.  Then,  as  if  she  had  satisfied  herself 
in  her  own  mind,  she  shook  her  head. 
“ She  wouldn’t  submit  to  it.” 


‘ ‘ No ; she  seems  to  take  everything  amiss 
that  I do,”  said  Colville. 

“She  has  no  right  to  do  that,”  cried 
Imogene.  “I’m  sure  that  you’re  always 
considering  her, and  proposing  to  do  things 
for  her.  I won’t  let  you  humble  your- 
self, as  if  you  had  wronged  her.” 

“Oh,  I don’t  call  it  humbling.  I — I 
should  only  be  too  happy  if  I could  do 
anything  that  was  agreeable  to  her.” 

“Very  well,  I will  tell  her,”  said  the 
girl,  haughtily.  “Shall  you  object  to  my 
joining  you  in  your  amusements,  what- 
ever they  are  ? I assure  you  I will  be 
very  unobtrusive.” 

“I  don’t  understand  all  this,”  replied 
Colville.  “Who  has  proposed  to  exclude 
you  ? Why  did  you  tell  me  anything 
about  Mrs.  Bowen,  if  you  didn’t  want  me 
to  say  or  do  something?  I supposed 
you  did;  but  I’ll  withdraw  the  offensive 
proposition,  whatever  it  was.” 

“ There  was  nothing  offensive.  But  if 
you  pity  her  so  much,  why  can’t  you  pity 
me  a little  ?” 

“I  didn’t  know  anything  was  the  mat- 
ter with  you.  I thought  that  you  were 
enjoying  yourself — ” 

“ Enjoying  ? Keeping  you  up  at  dances 
till  you  drop  asleep  whenever  you  sit  down  ? 
And  then  coming  home  and  talking  to  a 
person  who  won’t  mention  your  name! 

Do  you  call  that  enjoying  ? I can’t  speak 
of  you  to  any  one;  and  no  one  speaks  to 
me — ” 

“If  you  like,  I will  talk  to  you  on  the 
subject,”  Colville  essayed,  in  dreary  jest. 

“Oh,  don’t  joke  about  \t ! This  perpet- 
ual joking,  I believe  it’s  that  that’s  wearing 
me  out.  When  I come  to  you  for  a little 
comfort  in  circumstances  that  drive  me 
almost  distracted,  you  want  to  amuse  Mrs. 
Bowen ; and  when  I ask  to  be  allowed  to 
share  in  the  amusement,  you  laugh  at  me ! 

If  you  don’t  understand  it  all,  I’m  sure  I 
don’t.” 

“Imogene!” 

“ No ! It’s  very  strange.  There's  only 
one  explanation.  You  don’t  care  for  me.” 

“Not  care  for  you!”  cried  Colville, 
thinking  of  his  sufferings  in  the  past  fort- 
night. 

“And  I would  have  made  any — any 
sacrifice  for  you.  At  least  I wouldn’t 
have  made  you  show  yourself  a mean  and 
grudging  person  if  you  had  come  to  me 
for  a little  sympathy.” 

“Oh,  poor  child !”  he  cried,  and  his  heart 
ached  with  the  sense  that  she  really  was 
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nothing  but  an  unhappy  child.  “I  do 
sympathize  with  you,  and  I see  how  hard 
it  is  for  you  to  manage  with  Mrs.  Bowen’s 
dislike  for  me.  But  you  mustn’t  think  of 
it.  I dare  say  it  will  be  different;  I’ve 
no  doubt  we  can  get  her  to  look  at  me  in 
some  brighter  light.  I — ” He  did  not 
know  what  he  should  urge  next,  but  he 
goaded  his  invention,  and  was  able  to  de- 
clare that  if  they  loved  each  other  they 
need  not  regard  any  one  else.  This  flight, 
when  accomplished,  did  not  strike  him  as 
of  very  original  effect,  and  it  was  with  a 
dull  surprise  that  he  saw  it  sufficed  for 
her. 

“No,  no  one!”  she  exclaimed,  accept- 
ing the  platitude  as  if  it  were  now  uttered 
for  the  first  time.  She  dried  her  eyes  and 
smiled.  “ I will  tell  Mrs.  Bowen  how  you 
feel  and  what  you’ve  said,  and  I know  she 
will  appreciate  your  generosity.” 

‘ 4 Yes,  ” said  Colville,  pensively ; 4 4 there’s 
nothing  I won’t  propose  doing  for  peo- 
ple.” 

She  suddenly  clung  to  him,  and  would 
not  let  him  go.  “Oh,  what  is  the  mat- 
ter?” she  moaned  afresh.  “I  show  out 
the  worst  that  is  in  me,  and  only  the 
worst.  Do  you  think  I shall  always  be 
so  narrow-minded  with  you  ? I thought 
I loved  you  enough  to  be  magnanimous. 
You  are.  It  seemed  to  me  that  our  lives 
together  would  be  grand  and  large;  and 
here  I am,  grovelling  in  the  lowest  self- 
ishness ! I am  worrying  and  scolding  you 
because  you  wish  to  please  some  one  that 
has  been  as  good  as  my  own  mother  to 
me.  Do  you  call  that  noble  ?” 

Colville  did  not  venture  any  reply  to  a 
demand  evidently  addressed  to  her  own 
conscience. 

But  when  she  asked  if  he  really  thought 
he  had  better  go  away,  he  said,  “ Oh  no; 
that  was  a mistake.” 

“Because,  if  you  do,  you  shall — to  pun- 
ish me.” 

“My  dearest  girl,  why  should  I wish 
to  punish  you  ?” 

“Because  I’ve  been  low  and  mean. 
Now  I want  you  to  do  something  for  Mrs. 
Bowen — something  to  amuse  her;  to  show 
that  we  appreciate  her.  And  I don’t  want 
you  to  sympathize  with  me  at  all.  When 
I ask  for  your  sympathy,  it’s  a sign  that  I 
don’t  deserve  it.” 

“Is  that  so?” 

“Oh,  be  serious  with  me.  I mean  it. 
And  I want  to  beg  your  pardon  for  some- 
thing.” 


44  Yes ; what’s  that  ?” 

44  Can’t  you  guess  ?” 

4 4 No.” 

“You  needn’t  have  your  lapels  silk- 
lined.  You  needn’t  wear  boutonnieres .” 

“Oh,  but  I’ve  had  the  coat  changed.” 

44  No  matter!  Change  it  back ! It  isn’t 
for  me  to  make  you  over.  I must  make 
myself  over.  It’s  my  right,  it’s  my  sacred 
privilege,  to  conform  to  you  in  every  way, 
and  I humble  myself  in  the  dust  for 
having  forgotten  it  at  the  very  start.  Oh, 
do  you  think  I can  ever  be  worthy  of  you  ? 
I will  try ; indeed  I will ! I shall  not 
wear  my  light  dresses  another  time ! From 
this  out,  I shall  dress  more  in  keeping 
with  you.  I boasted  that  I should  live  to 
comfort  and  console  you,  to  recompense 
you  for  the  past,  and  what  have  I been 
doing  ? Wearying  and  degrading  you !” 

“Oh  no,”  pleaded  Colville.  “I  am 
very  comfortable.  I don’t  need  any  com- 
pensation for  the  past.  I need — sleep.  I’m 
going  to  bed  to-night  at  eight  o’clock, 
and  I am  going  to  sleep  twenty-four 
hours.  Then  I shall  be  fresh  for  Mrs. 
Fleming’s  ball.” 

“I’m  not  going,”  said  Imogene,  briefly. 

“ Oh  yes,  you  are.  I’ll  come  round  to- 
morrow evening  and  see.” 

“ No.  There  are  to  be  no  more  parties.” 

“Why?” 

“I  can’t  endure  them.” 

She  was  looking  at  him  and  talking  at 
him,  but  she  seemed  far  aloof  in  the  ab- 
straction of  a sublime  regret;  she  seemed 
puzzled,  bewildered  at  herself. 

Colville  got  away.  He  felt  the  pathos 
of  the  confusion  and  question  to  which 
he  left  her,  but  he  felt  himself  powerless 
against  it.  There  was  but  one  solution 
to  it  all,  and  that  was  impossible.  He 
could  only  grieve  over  her  trouble,  and 
wait ; grieve  for  the  irrevocable  loss  which 
made  her  trouble  remote  and  impersonal 
to  him,  and  submit. 

XVIII. 

The  young  clergyman  whom  Colville 
saw  talking  to  Imogene  on  his  first  even- 
ing at  Mrs.  Bowen’s  had  come  back  from 
Rome,  where  he  had  been  spending  a 
month  or  two,  and  they  began  to  meet  at 
Palazzo  Pinti  again.  If  they  got  on  well 
enough  together,  they  did  not  get  on  very 
far.  The  suave  house-priest  manners  of 
the  young  clergyman  offended  Colville: 
he  could  hardly  keep  from  sneering  at  his 
taste  in  art  and  books,  which  in  fact  was 
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rather  conventional;  and  no  doubt  Mr. 
Morton  had  his  own  reserves,  under  which 
he  was  perfectly  civil,  and  only  too  def- 
erential, to  Colville,  as  to  an  older  man. 
Since  his  return,  Mrs.  Bowen  had  come 
back  to  her  salon.  She  looked  haggard ; 
but  she  did  what  she  could  to  look  other- 
wise. She  was  always  polite  to  Colville, 
and  she  was  politely  cordial  with  thecler- 
gyman.  Sometimes  Colville  saw  her  driv- 
ing out  with  him  and  Effie;  they  appear- 
ed to  make  excursions ; and  he  had  an  im- 
pression, very  obscure,  that  Mrs.  Bowen 
lent  the  young  clergyman  money;  that  he 
was  a superstition  of  hers,  and  she  a pa- 
tron of  his;  he  must  have  been  ten  years 
younger  than  she — not  more  than  twenty- 
five. 

The  first  Sunday  after  his  return,  Col- 
ville walked  home  with  Mr.  Waters  from 
hearing  a sermon  of  Mr.  Morton’s,  which 
they  agreed  was  rather  well  judged,  and 
simply  and  fitly  expressed. 

“And  he  spoke  with  the  authority  of 
the  priest,”  said  the  old  minister.  “His 
Church  alone  of  all  the  Protestant  Churches 
has  preserved  that  to  its  ministers.  Some- 
times I have  thought  it  was  a great 
thing.” 

“ Not  always  ?”  asked  Colville,  with  a 
smile. 

“These  things  are  matters  of  mood 
rather  than  conviction  with  me,”  return- 
ed Mr.  Waters.  “Once  they  affected  me 
very  deeply ; but  now  I shall  so  soon  know 
all  about  it  that  they  don’t  move  me.  But 
at  times  I think  that  if  I were  to  live  my 
life  over  again,  I would  prefer  to  be  of 
some  formal,  some  inflexibly  ritualized, 
religion.  At  solemnities — weddings  and 
funerals— I have  been  impressed  with  the 
advantage  of  the  Anglican  rite:  it  is  the 
Church  speaking  to  and  for  humanity — 
or  seems  so,”  he  added,  with  cheerful  in- 
difference. “ Something  in  its  favor,”  he 
continued,  after  a while,  “ is  the  influence 
that  every  ritualized  faith  has  with  wo- 
men. If  they  apprehend  those  mysteries 
more  subtly  than  we,  such  a preference 
of  theirs  must  mean  a good  deal.  Yes; 
the  other  Protestant  systems  are  men’s 
systems.  Women  must  have  form.  They 
don’t  care  for  freedom.” 

“They  appear  to  like  the  formalist, 
too,  as  well  as  the  form,”  said  Colville, 
with  scorn  not  obviously  necessary. 

“Oh  yes;  they  must  have  everything 
in  the  concrete,”  said  the  old  gentleman, 
cheerfully. 


“ I wonder  where  Mr.  Morton  met  Mrs. 
Bowen  first,”  said  Colville. 

“Here,  I think.  I believe  he  had  let- 
ters to  her.  Before  you  came  I used  often 
to  meet  him  at  her  house.  I think  she 
has  helped  him  with  money  at  times.” 

“ Isn’t  that  rather  an  unpleasant  idea?” 

“Yes,  it’s  disagreeable.  And  it  places 
the  ministry  in  a dependent  attitude.  But 
under  our  system  it's  unavoidable.  Young 
men  devoting  themselves  to  the  ministry 
frequently  receive  gifts  of  money.” 

“I  don’t  like  it,”  cried  Colville. 

“They  don’t  feel  it  as  others  would. 

I didn’t  myself.  Even  at  present  I may 
be  said  to  be  living  on  charity.  But  some- 
times I have  fancied  that  in  Mr.  Morton’s 
case  there  might  be  peculiarly  mitigating 
circumstances.” 

“ What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“When  I met  him  first  at  Mrs.  Bowen’s 
I used  to  think  that  it  was  Miss  Graham 
in  whom  he  was  interested — ” 

“I  can  assure  you,”  interrupted  Col- 
ville, “that  she  was  never  interested  in 
him.” 

“ Oh  no;  I didn’t  suppose  that,”  return- 
ed the  old  man,  tranquilly.  “And  I’ve 
since  had  reason  to  revise  my  opinion.  I 
think  he  is  interested  in  Mrs.  Bowen.” 

“Mrs.  Bowen  I And  you  think  that 
would  be  a mitigating  circumstance  in  his 
acceptance  of  money  from  her?  If  he 
had  the  spirit  of  a man  at  all,  it  would 
make  it  all  the  more  revolting.” 

“Oh  no,  oh  no,”  softly  pleaded  Mr. 
Waters.  “We  must  not  look  at  these 
things  too  romantically.  He  probably 
reasons  that  she  would  give  him  all  her 
money  if  they  were  married.” 

“But  he  has  no  right  to  reason  in  that 
way,”  retorted  Colville,  with  heat.  “They 
are  not  married ; it’s  ignoble  and  unman- 
ly for  him  to  couut  upon  it.  It’s  prepos- 
terous. She  must  be  ten  years  older  than 
he.” 

“Oh,  I don't  say  that  they’re  to  be 
married,”  Mr.  Waters  replied.  “But 
these  disparities  of  age  frequently  occur 
in  marriage.  I don’t  like  them,  though 
sometimes  I think  the  evil  is  less  when  it 
is  the  wife  who  is  the  elder.  We  look  at 
youth  and.  age  in  a gross,  material  way 
too  often.  Women  remaiu  young  longer 
than  men.  They  keep  their  youthful 
sympathies;  an  old  woman  understands  a 
young  girl.  Do  you — or  do  I — understand 
a young  man  ?” 

Colville  laughed  harshly.  “It  isn’t 
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quite  the  same  thing,  Mr.  Waters.  But 
yes,  I’ll  admit,  for  the  sake  of  argument, 
that  I don’t  understand  young  men.  I’ll 
go  farther,  and  say  that  I don’t  like  them ; 
I’m  afraid  of  them.  And  you  wouldn’t 
think,”  he  added,  abruptly,  “that  it  would 
be  well  for  me  to  marry  a girl  twenty 
years  younger  than  myself.” 

The  old  man  glanced  up  at  him  with 
innocent  slyness.  “I  prefer  always  to 
discuss  these  things  in  an  impersonal 
way.” 

“But  you  can’t  discuss  them  imperson- 
ally with  me:  I’m  engaged  to  Miss  Gra- 
ham. Ever  since  you  first  found  me 
here  after  I told  you  I was  going  away 
I have  wished  to  tell  you  this,  and  this 
seems  as  good  a time  as  any — or  as  bad.” 
The  defiance  faded  from  his  voice,  which 
dropped  to  a note  of  weary  sadness.  “Yes, 
we’re  engaged — or  shall  be,  as  soon  as  she 
can  hear  from  her  family.  I wanted  to 
tell  you  because  it  seemed  somehow  your 
due,  and  because  I fancied  you  had  a 
friendly  interest  in  us  both.” 

“Yes,  that  is  true,”  returned  Mr.  Wa- 
ters. 4 4 1 wish  you  joy.”  He  went  through 
the  form  of  offering  his  hand  to  Colville, 
who  pressed  it  with  anxious  fervor. 

“I  confess,”  he  said,  4 4 that  I feel  the 
risks  of  the  affair.  It’s  not  that  I have 
any  dread  for  my  own  part:  I have  lived 
my  life,  such  as  it  is.  But  the  child  is  full 
of  fancies  about  me  that  can’t  be  fulfilled. 
She  dreams  of  restoring  my  youth  some- 
how, of  retrieving  the  past  for  me,  of 
avenging  me  at  her  own  cost  for  an  un- 
lucky love  affair  that  I had  here  twenty 
years  ago.  It’s  pretty  of  her,  but  it’s  ter- 
ribly pathetic — it’s  tragic.  I know  very 
well  that  I’m  a middle-aged  man,  and  that 
there’s  no  more  youth  for  me.  I’m  get- 
ting gray,  and  I’m  getting  fat.  I wouldn’t 
be  young  if  I could ; it’s  a bore.  I sup- 
pose I could  keep  up  an  illusion  of  youth- 
fulness for  five  or  six  years  more;  and 
then  if  I could  be  quietly  chloroformed  out 
of  the  way,  perhaps  it  wouldn’t  have  been 
so  very  bad.” 

44 1 have  always  thought,”  said  Mr. 
Waters,  dreamily,  “that  a good  deal  might 
be  said  for  abbreviating  hopeless  suffer- 
ing. I have  known  some  very  good  peo- 
ple advocate  its  practice  by  science.” 

44 Yes,”  answered  Colville.  “Perhaps 
I’ve  presented  that  point  too  prominently. 
What  I wished  you  to  understand  was 
that  I don’t  care  for  myself;  that  I consid- 
er only  the  happiness  of  this  young  girl 


that’s  somehow — I hardly  know  how- 
been  put  in  my  keeping.  I haven’t  for- 
gotten the  talks  that  we’ve  had  heretofore 
on  this  subject,  and  it  would  be  affectation 
and  bad  taste  in  me  to  ignore  them.  Don’t 
be  troubled  «it  anything  you’ve  said;  it 
was  probably  true,  and  I’m  sure  it  was  sin- 
cere. Sometimes  I think  that  the  kindest 
— the  least  cruel — thing  I could  do  would 
be  to  break  with  her,  to  leave  her.  But  I 
know  that  I shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind; 
I shall  drift.  The  child  is  very  dear  to  me. 
She  has  great  and  noble  qualities;  she's 
supremely  unselfish ; she  loves  me  through 
her  mistaken  pity,  and  because  she  thinks 
she  can  sacrifice  herself  to  me.  But  she 
can’t.  Everything  is  against  that;  she 
doesn’t  know  how ; and  there  is  no  reason 
why.  I don’t  express  it  very  well.  I 
think  nobody  clearly  understands  it  but 
Mrs.  Bowen,  and  I’ve  somehow  alienated 
her.” 

He  became  aware  that  his  self-abne- 
gation was  taking  the  character  of  self- 
pity,  and  he  stopped. 

Mr.  Waters  seemed  to  be  giving  the 
subject  serious  attention  in  the  silence 
that  ensued.  44  There  is  this  to  be  remem- 
bered,” he  began,  44  which  we  don’t  con- 
sider in  our  mere  speculations  upon  any 
phase  of  human  affairs,  and  that  is  the 
wonderful  degree  of  amelioration  that  any 
given  difficulty  finds  in  the  realization.  It 
is  the  anticipation,  not  the  experience,  that 
is  the  trial.  In  a case  of  this  kind,  facts  of 
temperament, of  mere  association, of  union, 
work  unexpected  mitigations;  they  not 
only  alleviate,  they  allay.  You  say  that 
she  cherishes  an  illusion  concerning  you: 
well,  with  women,  nothing  is  so  indestruc- 
tible as  an  illusion.  Give  them  any  chance 
at  all,  and  all  the  forces  of  their  nature 
combine  to  preserve  it.  And  if,  as  you 
say,  she  is  so  dear  to  you,  that  in  itself  is 
almost  sufficient.  I can  well  understand 
your  misgivings,  springing  as  they  do 
from  a sensitive  conscience;  but  we  may 
reasonably  hope  that  they  are  exaggerated. 
Very  probably  there  will  not  be  the  rap- 
ture for  her  that  there  would  be  if— if 
you  were  younger ; but  the  chances  of  final 
happiness  are  great — yes,  very  consider- 
able. She  will  learn  to  appreciate  what  is 
really  best  in  you,  and  you  already  under- 
stand her.  Your  love  for  her  is  the  key 
to  the  future.  Without  that,  of  course — ” 
“Oh,  of  course,”  interrupted  Colville, 
hastily.  Every  touch  of  this  comforter  s 
hand  had  been  a sting;  and  he  parted  with 
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him  in  that  feeling  of  utter  friendlessness 
involving  a man  who  has  taken  counsel 
upon  the  confession  of  half  his  trouble. 

Something  in  Mrs.  Bowen’s  manner 
when  he  met  her  next  made  him  think 
that  perhaps  Imogene  had  been  telling 
her  of  the  sympathy  he  had  expressed  for 
her  ill  health.  It  was  in  the  evening,  and 
Imogene  and  Mr.  Morton  were  looking 
over  a copy  of  The  Marble  Faun , which 
he  had  illustrated  with  photographs  at 
Rome.  Imogene  asked  Colville  to  look 
at  it  too,  but  he  said  he  would  examine  it 
later;  he  had  his  opinion  of  people  who 
illustrated  The  Marble  Faun  with  photo- 
graphs; it  surprised  him  that  she  seemed 
to  find  something  novel  and  brilliant  in 
the  idea. 

Effie  Bowen  looked  round  where  she 
was  kneeling  on  a chair  beside  the  couple 
with  the  book,  and  seeing  Colville  wan- 
dering neglectedly  about  before  he  placed 
himself,  she  jumped  down  and  ran  and 
caught  his  hand. 

“ Well,  what  now  ?”  he  asked,  with  a 
dim  smile,  as  she  began  to  pull  him  to- 
ward the  sofa.  When  he  should  be  ex- 
pelled from  Palazzo  Pinti  he  would  really 
miss  the  worship  of  that  little  thing.  He 
knew  that  her  impulse  had  been  to  con- 
sole him  for  his  exclusion  from  the  plea- 
sures that  Imogene  and  Mr.  Morton  were 
enjoying. 

“Nothing.  Just  talk,”  she  said,  mak- 
ing him  fast  in  a corner  of  the  sofa  by 
crouching  tight  against  him. 

“What  about?.  About  which  is  the 
pleasantest  season  ?” 

“Oh  no;  we've  talked  about  that  so 
often.  Besides,  of  course  you'd  say  spring, 
now  that  it's  coming  on  so  nicely.” 

“Do  you  think  I’m  so  changeable  as 
that  ? Haven’t  I always  said  winter  when 
this  question  of  the  seasons  was  up  ? And 
I say  it  now.  Sha’n’t  you  be  awfully  sor- 
ry when  you  can’t  have  a pleasant  little 
fire  on  the  hearth  like  this  any  more  ?” 

“ Yes ; I know.  But  it’s  very  nice  hav- 
ing the  flowers,  too.  The  grass  was  all 
full  of  daisies  to-day — perfectly  powdered 
with  them.” 

‘ 1 To-day  ? Where  ?” 

“At  the  Cascine.  And  in  under  the 
trees  there  were  millions  of  violets  and 
crows-feet.  Mr.  Morton  helped  me  to  get 
them  for  mamma  and  Imogene.  And  we 
staid  so  long  that  when  we  drove  home  the 
daisies  had  all  shut  up,  and  the  little  pink 
leaves  outside  made  it  look  like  a field  of 


red  clover.  Are  you  never  going  there 
any  more  ?” 

Mrs.  Bowen  came  in.  From  the  fact 
that  there  was  no  greeting  between  her 
and  Mr.  Morton,  Colville  inferred  that  she 
was  returning  to  the  room  after  having 
already  been  there.  She  stood  a moment, 
with  a little  uncertainty,  when  she  had 
shaken  hands  with  him,  and  then  dropped 
upon  the  sofa  beyond  Effie.  The  little 
girl  ran  one  hand  through  Colville’s  arm, 
and  the  other  through  her  mother’s,  and 
gripped  them  fast.  “Now  I have  got 
you  both,”  she  triumphed,  and  smiled  first 
into  her  face,  and  then  into  his. 

“Be  quiet,  Effie,”  said  her  mother,  but 
she  submitted. 

“ I hope  you’re  better  for  your  drive  to- 
day, Mrs.  Bowen.  Effie  has  been  telling 
me  about  it.” 

“We  staid  out  a long  time.  Yes,  I 
think  the  air  did  me  good ; but  I’m  not  an 
invalid,  you  know.” 

“ Oh  no.” 

“ I’m  feeling  a little  fagged.  And  the 
weather  was  tempting.  I suppose  you’ve 
been  taking  one  of  your  long  walks.” 

“ No;  I’ve  scarcely  stirred  out.  I usu- 
ally feel  like  going  to  meet  the  spring  a 
little  more  than  half-way;  but  this  year  I 
don’t,  somehow.” 

“A  good  many  people  are  feeling  rath- 
er languid,  I believe,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen. 

“ I hope  you’ll  get  away  from  Florence,” 
said  Colville. 

“ Ob,”  she  returned,  with  a faint  flush, 
“I'm  afraid  Imogene  exaggerated  that  a 
little.”  She  added,  “ You  are  very  good.” 

She  was  treating  him  more  kindly  than 
she  had  ever  done  since  that  Sunday  aft- 
ernoon when  he  came  in  with  Imogene 
to  say  that  he  was  going  to  stay.  It  might 
be  merely  because  she  had  worn  out  her 
mood  of  severity,  as  people  do,  returning 
in  good  humor  to  those  with  whom  they 
were  offended,  merely  through  the  recon- 
ciling force  of  time.  She  did  not  look  at 
him,  but  this  was  better  than  meeting  his 
eye  with  that  interceptive  glance.  A 
strange  peace  touched  his  heart.  Imo- 
gene and  the  young  clergyman  at  the  ta- 
ble across  the  room  were  intent  on  the 
book  still ; he  was  explaining  and  expati- 
ating. and  she  listening.  Colville  saw 
that  he  had  a fine  head,  and  an  intelligent, 
handsome,  gentle  face.  When  he  turn- 
ed again  to  Mrs.  Bowen  it  was  with  the 
illusion  that  she  had  been  saying  some- 
thing; but  she  was,  in  fact,  sitting  mute, 
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and  her  face,  with  its  bright  color,  showed 
pathetically  thin. 

“I  should  imagine  that  Venice  would 
be  good  for  you,”  he  said. 

“It’s  still  very  harsh  there,  I hear. 
No ; when  we  leave  Florence,  I think  we 
will  go  to  Switzerland.” 

“Oh,  not  to  Madame  Schebres’s !”  plead- 
ed the  child,  turning  upon  her. 

“No,  not  to  Madame  Schebres’s,”  con- 
sented the  mother.  She  continued,  ad- 
dressing Colville : “ I was  thinking  of  Lau- 
sanne. Do  you  know  Lausanne  at  all  ?” 

“Only  from  Gibbon’s  report.  It’s 
hardly  up  to  date.” 

“I  thought  of  taking  a house  there  for 
the  summer,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  playing 
with  Effie’s  fingers.  “Its  pleasant  by 
the  lake,  I suppose.” 

“It's  lovely  by  the  lake!”  cried  the 
child.  “Oh,  do  go,  mamma!  I could  get 
a boat  and  learn  to  row.  Here  you  can’t 
row,  the  Arno’s  so  swift,” 

“The  air  would  bring  you  up,”  said 
Colville  to  Mrs.  Bowen.  “Switzerland’s 
the  only  country  where  you’re  perfectly 
sure  of  waking  new  every  morning.” 

This  idea  interested  the  child.  “Wak- 
ing new!”  she  repeated. 

‘ 4 Yes ; perfectly  made  over.  You  wake 
up  another  person.  Shouldn’t  you  think 
that  would  be  nice  ?” 

“No.” 

“Well,  I shouldn’t,  in  your  place.  But 
in  mine,  I much  prefer  to  wake  up  another 
person.  Only  it’s  pret,ty  hard  on  the  other 
person.” 

4 4 How  queer  you  are !”  The  child  set 
her  teeth  for  fondness  of  him,  and  seizing 
his  cheeks  between  her  hands,  squeezed 
them  hard,  admiring  the  effect  upon  his 
features,  which  in  some  respects  was  not 
advantageous. 

“ Eflie!”  cried  her  mother,  sternly;  and 
she  dropped  to  her  place  again,  and  laid 
hold  of  Colville’s  arm  for  protection. 
“ You  are  really  very  rude.  I shall  send 
you  to  bed.” 

“Oh  no, don’t,  Mrs.  Bowen,”  he  begged. 

4 4 I’m  responsible  for  these  violences.  Eflie 
used  to  be  a very  well  behaved  child  before 
she  begau  playing  with  me.  It’s  all  my 
fault.” 

They  remained  talking  on  the  sofa  to- 
gether, while  Imogen©  and  Mr.  Morton 
continued  to  interest  themselves  in  the 
book.  From  time  to  time  she  looked  over 
at  them,  and  then  turned  again  to  the 
young  clergyman,  who,  when  he  had 
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closed  the  book,  rested  his  hands  on  its  top 
and  began  to  give  an  animated  account  of 
something,  conjecturably  his  sojourn  in 
Rome. 

In  a low  voice,  and  with  pauses  adjusted 
to  the  occasional  silences  of  the  young 
people  across  the  room,  Mrs.  Bowen  told 
Colville  how  Mr.  Morton  was  introduced 
to  her  by  an  old  friend  who  was  greatly 
interested  in  him.  She  said,  frankly,  that 
she  had  been  able  to  be  of  use  to  him,  and 
that  he  was  now  going  back  to  America 
very  soon : it  was  as  if  she  were  privy  to 
the  conjecture  that  had  come  to  the  sur- 
face in  his  talk  with  Mr.  Waters,  and  wish- 
ed him  to  understand  exactly  how  matters 
stood  with  the  young  clergyman  and  her- 
self. Colville,  indeed,  began  to  be  more 
tolerant  of  him ; he  succeeded  in  praising 
the  sermon  he  had  heard  him  preach. 

“Oh,  he  has  talent,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen. 

They  fell  into  the  old,  almost  domestic 
strain,  from  which  she  broke  at  times  with 
an  effort,  but  returning  as  if  helplessly  to 
it.  He  had  the  gift  of  knowing  how  not 
to  take  an  advantage  with  women;  that 
sense  of  unconstraint  in  them  fought  in 
his  favor;  when  Eflie  dropped  her  head 
wearily  against  his  arm,  her  mother  even 
laughed  in  sending  her  off  to  bed ; she  had 
hitherto  been  serious.  Imogene  said  she 
would  go  to  see  her  tucked  in,  and  that 
sent  the  clergyman  to  say  good-night  to 
Mrs.  Bowen,  and  to  put  an  end  to  Colville’s 
audience. 

In  these  days,  when  Colville  came  every 
night  to  Palazzo  Pinti,  he  got  back  the 
tone  he  had  lost  in  the  past  fortnight.  He 
thought  that  it  was  the  complete  immu- 
nity from  his  late  pleasures,  and  the  reg- 
ular and  sufficient  sleep,  which  had  set 
him  firmly  on  his  feet  again,  but  he  did 
not  inquire  very  closely.  Imogene  went 
two  or  three  times,  after  she  had  declared 
she  would  go  no  more,  from  the  neces- 
sity women  feel  of  blunting  the  edge  of 
comment:  but  Colville  profited  instantly 
and  fully  by  the  release  from  the  par- 
ties which  she  offered  him.  He  did  not 
go  even  to  afternoon  tea-drinkings : the 
44  days”  of  the  different  ladies,  which  he 
had  been  so  diligent  to  observe,  knew  him 
no  more.  At  the  hours  when  society  as- 
sembled in  this  house  or  that  and  inquired 
for  him,  or  wondered  about  him,  he  was 
commonly  taking  a uap,  and  he  was  punc- 
tually in  bed  every  night  at  eleven,  after 
his  return  from  Mrs.  Bowen’s. 

He  believed,  of  course,  that  he  went 
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there  because  he  now  no  longer  met  Imo- 
gene  elsewhere,  and  he  found  the  house 
pleasanter  than  it  had  ever  been  since  the 
veglione.  Mrs.  Bowen’s  relenting  was  not 
continuous,  however.  There  were  times 
that  seemed  to  be  times  of  question  and 
of  struggle  with  her,  when  she  vacillated 
between  the  old  cordiality  and  the  later 
alienation;  when  she  went  beyond  the 
former,  or  lapsed  into  moods  colder  and 
more  repellent  than  the  latter.  It  would 
have  been  difficult  to  mark  the  moment 
when  these  struggles  ceased  altogether, 
and  an  evening  passed  in  unbroken  kind- 
ness between  them.  But  afterward  Col- 
ville could  remember  an  emotion  of  grate- 
ful surprise  at  a subtle  word  or  action  of 
hers  in  which  she  appeared  to  throw  all 
restraint— scruple  or  rancor,  whichever  it 
might  be — to  the  winds, and  become  perfect- 
ly his  friend  again.  It  must  have  been  by 
compliance  with  some  wish  or  assent  to 
some  opinion  of  his;  what  he  knew  was 
that  he  was  not  only  permitted,  he  was 
invited,  to  feel  himself  the  most  favored 
guest.  The  charming  smile,  so  small  and 
sweet,  so  very  near  to  bitterness,  came 
back  to  her  lips,  the  deeply  fringed  eyelids 
were  lifted  to  let  the  sunny  eyes  stream 
upon  him.  She  did,  now,  whatever  he 
asked  her.  She  consulted  his  taste  and 
judgment  on  many  points;  she  consented 
to  resume,  when  she  should  be  a little 
stronger,  their  visits  to  the  churches  and 
galleries:  it  would  be  a shame  to  go  away 
from  Florence  without  knowing  them 
thoroughly.  It  came  to  her  asking  him 
to  drive  with  her  and  Imogene  in  the  Cas- 
ciue;  and  when  Imogene  made  some  ex- 
cuse not  to  go,  Mrs.  Bowen  did  not  post- 
pone the  drive,  but  took  Colville  and  Effie. 

They  drove  quite  down  to  the  end  of 
the  Cascine,  and  got  out  there  to  admire 
the  gay  monument,  with  the  painted  bust, 
of  the  poor  young  Indian  prince  who  died 
in  Florence.  They  strolled  all  about, 
talking  of  the  old  times  in  the  Cascine, 
twenty  years  before;  and  walking  up  the 
road  beside  the  canal,  while  the  carriage 
slowly  followed,  they  stopped  to  enjoy  the 
peasants  lying  asleep  in  the  grass  on  the 
other  bank.  Colville  and  Effie  gathered 
wild  flowers,  and  piled  them  in  her  mo- 
ther's lap  when  she  remounted  to  the  car- 
riage and  drove  along,  while  they  made 
excursions  into  the  little  dingles  beside 
the  road.  Some  people  who  overtook 
them  in  these  sylvan  pleasures  reported 
the  fact  at  a reception  to  which  they  were 


going,  and  Mrs.  Amsden,  whose  mind  had 
been  gradually  clearing  under  the  simul- 
taneous withdrawal  of  Imogene  and  Col- 
ville from  society,  professed  herself  again 
as  thickly  clouded  as  a weather-glass  be- 
fore a storm.  She  appealed  to  the  sym- 
pathy of  others  against  this  hardship. 

Mrs.  Bowen  took  Colville  home  to  din- 
ner; Mr.  Morton  was  coming,  she  said, 
and  he  must  come  too.  At  table  the 
young  clergyman  made  her  his  compli- 
ment on  her  look  of  health ; and  she  said, 
Yes,  she  had  been  driving,  and  she  be- 
lieved that  she  needed  nothing  but  to  be 
in  the  air  a little  more,  as  she  very  well 
could,  now  the  spring  weather  was  real- 
ly coming.  She  said  that  they  had  been 
talking  all  winter  of  going  to  Fiesole, 
where  Imogene  had  never  been  yet;  and, 
upon  comparison,  it  appeared  that  none 
of  them  had  yet  been  to  Fiesole  except 
herself.  Then  they  must  all  go  together, 
she  said ; the  carriage  would  hold  four 
very  comfortably. 

“Ah!  that  leaves  me  out,”  said  Col- 
ville, who  had  caught  sight  of  Effie’s  fall- 
en countenance. 

“ Oh  no.  How  is  that  ? It  leaves  Effie 
out.” 

“It’s  the  same  thing.  But  I might  ride, 
and  Effie  might  give  me  her  hand  to  hold 
over  the  side  of  the  carriage ; that  would 
sustain  me.” 

“We  could  take  her  between  us,  Mrs. 
Bowen,”  suggested  Imogene.  “ The  back 
seat  is  wide.” 

“Then  the  party  is  made  up,” said  Col- 
ville, “and  Effie  hasn’t  ‘demeaned’  herself 
by  asking  to  go  where  she  wasn’t  invited.” 

The  child  turned  inquiringly  toward 
her  mother,  who  met  her  with  an  indul- 
gent smile,  which  became  a little  flush 
of  grateful  appreciation  when  it  reached 
Colville ; but  Mrs.  Bowen  ignored  Imo- 
gene in  the  matter  altogether. 

The  evening  passed  delightfully.  Mr. 
Morton  had  another  book  which  he  had 
brought  to  show  Imogene,  and  Mrs.  Bow- 
en sat  a long  time  at  the  piano,  striking 
this  air  and  that  of  the  songs  which  she 
used  to  sing  when  she  was  a girl : Colville 
was  trying  to  recall  them.  When  he  and 
Imogene  were  left  alone  for  their  adieux 
they  approached  each  other  in  an  estrange- 
ment through  which  each  tried  to  break. 

“ Why  don’t  you  scold  me  ?”  she  asked. 
“I  have  neglected  you  the  whole  even- 
ing.” 

“ How  have  you  neglected  me  ?” 
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“How  ? Ah ! if  you  don’t  know — ” 

“No.  I dare  say  I must  be  very  stu- 
pid. I saw  you  talking  with  Mr.  Morton, 
and  you  seemed  interested.  I thought  I’d 
better  not  intrude.” 

She  seemed  uncertain  of  his  intention, 
and  then  satisfied  of  its  simplicity. 

“Isn't  it  pleasant  to  have  Mrs.  Bowen 
in  the  old  mood  again  ?”  he  asked. 

“ Is  she  in  the  old  mood  ?” 

“ Why,  yes.  Haven’t  you  noticed  how 
cordial  she  is  ?” 

“ I thought  she  was  rather  colder  than 
usual.” 

“ Colder!”  The  chill  of  the  idea  pene- 
trated even  through  the  density  of  Col- 
ville's selfish  content.  A very  complex 
emotion,  which  took  itself  for  indignation, 
throbbed  from  his  heart.  “Is  she  cold 
with  you,  Imogene  ?” 

“ Oh,  if  you  saw  nothing—” 


“No;  and  I think  you  must  be  mis- 
taken. She  never  speaks  of  you  without 
praising  you.” 

4 4 Does  she  speak  of  me  ?”  asked  the 
girl,  with  her  honest  eyes  wide  open  upon 
him. 

44  Why,  no,”  Colville  acknowledged. 
“ Come  to  reflect,  it’s  I who  speak  of  you. 
But  how — how  is  she  cold  with  you  t” 

44  Oh,  I dare  say  it’s  a delusion  of  mine. 
Perhaps  I’m  cold  with  her.” 

“ Then  don't  be  so,  my  dear!  Be  sure 
that  she’s  your  friend — true  and  good. 
Good-night.  ” 

He  caught  the  girl  in  his  arms  and 
kissed  her  tenderly.  She  drew  away,  and 
stood  a moment  with  her  repellent  fingers 
on  his  breast. 

44  Is  it  all  for  me  ?”  she  asked. 

“For  the  whole  obliging  and  amiable 
world,”  he  answered,  gayly. 


AT  THE  GRAVE  OF  KEATS. 

TO  G.  W.  C. 

LONG,  long  ago,  in  the  sweet  Roman  spring, 

Through  the  bright  morning  air,  we  slowly  strolled, 
And  in  the  blue  heaven  heard  the  skylark  sing 
Above  the  ruins  old — 


Beyond  the  Forum’s  crumbling  grass-grown  piles, 

Through  liigli-walled  lanes  o'erliung  with  blossoms  white 
That  opened  on  the  far  Campagna's  miles 
Of  verdure  and  of  light; 

Till  by  the  grave  of  Keats  we  stood,  and  found 
A rose— a single  rose  left  blooming  there, 

Making  more  sacred  still  that  hallowed  ground 
And  that  enchanted  air. 

A single  rose,  whose  fading  petals  drooped, 

And  seemed  to  wait  for  us  to  gather  them. 

So,  kneeling  on  the  humble  mound,  we  stooped 
And  plucked  it  from  its  stem. 

One  rose,  and  nothing  more.  We  shared  its  leaves 
Between  us,  as  we  shared  the  thoughts  of  one 
Called  from  the  field  before  his  unripe  sheaves 
Could  feel  the  harvest  sun. 


That  rose’s  fragrance  is  forever  fled 

For  us,  dear  friend — but  not  the  Poet’s  lay. 

He  is  the  rose,  deathless  among  the  dead, 

Whose  perfume  lives  to-day. 

C.  P.  Cranch. 
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LEON  BOXVIN. 


IF  it  lut  true,  as  SakaLMuni  taught,  that 
the  soul  is  subjected  to  expiatory  in- 
carnations in  unworthy  environments, 
Ijeon  Bonvin  must  have  found  himself 
very  hear  to  supreme  rest  when  he  broke  a 
f orm  of  existence  which  had  imposed  upon 
him  nothing  but  disguises  and  vexations. 
By  his  instincts,  the  result  of  mysterious 
transmissions,  of  which  science  can  only 
note  the  effects,  he  was  a painter,  a mu- 
sician. an  artist  sensitive  to  harmonies 
of  all  kinds;  by  necessity  he  was  obliged 
to  expend  his  activity  over  the  pots  and 
I tans  of  a tavern  kitchen.  He  had  but  the 


cold  hours  of  Ihe  morning  or  the  heavy 
hours  of  the  night  in  which  to  draw  and 
paint  his  water-colors — marvels  of  obser- 
vation and  expression,  which  were  sold 
at  the  paltriest  prices,  and  that,  too,  with 
great  difficulty.  His  disposition  was  gen- 
tle and  loving,  and  his  fate  was  to  have 
to  turn  out  of  1» is  doors  rough  drunkards, 
and  to  endure  the  irony  and  railing  of  a 
wife  who  did  not  understand  him.  Of 
family  life  lie  knew  only  the  hardships, 
and  of  society  only  its  indifference  for  hi* 
original  and  exquisite  work.  “1  have 
suffered  too  much  !,v  was  the  lamentation 
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which  some  passers-by  heard,  a short  time 
before  he  abandoned  his  body  to  a stream 
in  the  woods  one  winter  evening,  just  as 
a vagabond  abandons  along  the  road  side 
the  heavy  shoes  whose  weight  lias  become 
intolerable  to  his  bruised  feet. 

L6on  Bonvin  was  born  at  Vaugirard, 
a suburb  of  Paris,  on  February  28,  1834. 
He  was  the  fourth  child,  by  a second  mar- 
riage, of  a man  already  advanced  in  years, 
who  came  from  Lille,  and  had  been  suc- 
cessively a domestic  servant,  a barber,  a 
farmer,  a soldier,  and  a gendarme.  Final- 
ly he  became  a rural  policeman  and  sold 
drink.  Endowed  with  a strength,  a bold- 
ness, and  a vigor  which  age  had  not  im- 
paired, lie  used  to  keep  watch,  before  day- 
break, over  the  roads  by  which  the  mar- 
ket-gardeners returned  from  Paris  with 
their  money-bags  full,  after  having  been 
to  market  with  their  cart-loads  of  vegeta- 
bles and  fruit.  M.  Jules  Vall6s,  in  relat- 
ing the  death  of  the  son,  remembers  old 
Bonvin,  “le  p&re  Bonvin,  honest  as  gold, 
hard  as  stone,  when  he  used  to  come  on 
to  the  Place  de  la  Mairie  to  warm  his 
worn-out  body  in  the  sun. . . . He  used  to 
tell  the  story  of  his  campaigns  in  a broken 
voice;  he  had  served  in  the  Spanish  war, 
was  present  at  the  execution  of  the  gener- 
als Mallet  and  Labedoyere. . . . He  had  no 
tenderness  to  spare,  this  old  gendarme, 
and  when  he  entered  his  house  every- 
thing was  silent;  the  sound  of  his  voice 
made  all  tremble.”  Old  Bon vin’s  occupa- 
tion was  mounting  rockers,  those  minia- 
ture rockeries  which  form  the  decoration 
of  the  windows  of  the  small  suburban  res- 
taurants, between  the  wild  rabbits,  the 
dishes  of  stewed  prunes,  and  the  blue- 
edged  coffee  services.  These  rockeries  are 
composed  of  small  pieces  of  gritstone  and 
sheets  of  gypsum,  which  represent  the  wa- 
ter. One  day,  while  looking  for  gypsum 
in  the  quarries  of  the  hill  of  Montmartre, 
he  found  a mammoth’s  tooth  and  some 
antediluvian  bones.  He  took  them  to  the 
Museum  of  Natural  History,  to  M.  Cuvier, 
who  complimented  him  and  sent  him  one 
hundred  francs. 

This  old  man,  though  virtuous  in  his 
way,  was  ferociously  selfish : lie  would 
not  allow  his  sons  to  learn  any  trade,  but 
kept  them  at  home  to  act  as  waiters.  One 
of  the  elder,  M.  Francois  Bonvin,  ran 
away  when  he  was  quite  young,  and, 
after  various  fortunes,  he  has  become 
one  of  the  most  esteemed  painters  in  the 
group  of  the  French  artists  who  have  not 
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been  enslaved  by  the  Academy.  L6on 
Bonvin,  the  youngest  of  the  four,  was 
knocked  about  and  buffeted  from  hischild- 
hood.  Laughed  at  for  his  awkwardness, 
timid,  and  embarrassed,  he  bowed  his 
head,  he  became  taciturn,  but  he  never  had 
the  idea  of  running  away.  His  brother 
Frangois,  who  returned  from  time  to 
time,  alone  divined  how  much  delicacy 
lay  concealed  in  his  heavy  frame,  how 
much  skill  in  his  clumsy  hands,  how 
much  acuteness  in  his  gentle  look.  He 
gave  him  some  pencils,  and  recommended 
him  “to  copy  what  he  saw  as  he  saw  it.” 
Later  on  he  took  him  to  the  school  in  the 
Rue  de  l’Ecole  de  Medecine,  which  was 
founded  in  the  eighteenth  century  by  the 
painter  Bachelier,  and  which  was  directed 
in  our  own  time  by  the  most  eminent  of 
our  art- professors,  M.  Lecocq  de  Boisbau- 
dran.  It  was  the  constant  endeavor  of 
M.  Francois  Bonvin  to  preserve  his  brother 
from  all  critical  influences,  for  he  felt  how 
much  true  originality*  might  be  developed 
by  that  reserved  nature  in  conditions  of 
rigorous  isolation.  He  had  given  him, 
like  the  sincere  master  he  himself  is,  the 
advice  which  resumes  all  teachings,  “Do 
everything  directly  from  nature.”  He 
pointed  out  to  him,  as  excellent  practice 
borrowed  from  the  Dutch  and  Flemish  • 
masters,  “pen  and  ink  outline  under  the 
water-color  washes.” 

I have  in  my  possession  one  of  L6on 
Bonvin’s  first  water-colors.  It  is  dated 
1857.  He  was  then  only  twenty-three 
years  of  age.  It  is  as  complete  in  the  sen- 
timent and  the  rendering  as  any  of  his 
future  work  will  be.  A periwinkle  with 
its  leaves  elongated  like  a Greek  buckler, 
a daisy  tipped  with  rose,  some  grass  with 
brush-like  seeds,  dip  their  stalks  in  a pea- 
sant’s drinking  glass,  short,  thick,  and 
round.  The  pale  blue  of  the  wood  flower, 
the  fresh  white  of  the  field  flower,  the 
healthy  green  of  the  meadow  grass,  stand 
out  with  harmonious  and  vibrating  gay- 
ety  against  the  background  of  the  wall, 
brown  with  the  smoke  of  pipes  and  the 
rubbing  of  toil-stained  clothes.  Certain 
studies  of  Albert  Diirer,  washed  in  color 
over  vigorous  indications  of  pen  and  ink 
or  of  black  pencil,  give  an  idea  of  the  con- 
scientiousness and  relief  of  this  composi- 
tion, which  occupies  very  little  space,  but 
whose  charm  is  very  considerable.* 

* The  water-colors  of  Leon  Bonvin  with  which  I 
am  acquainted  are  generally  20  to  24  centimeters 
long,  by  16  to  20  wide. 
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artists  and  poets  into  a state  of  juvenile 
elation.  It  is  a branch  of  an  apple-tree 
in  full  bloom;  the  brown  bark  and  the 
leaves  without  elegance  set  off  with  all  the 
more  vivacity  the  buds  still  enfolded  and 
the  open  petals  with  the  roseate  virginal 
brightness.  Starting  from  a trunk  which 
we  do  not  see,  the  branch  spreads  its  lu- 
minous or  softly  shaded  mass  against  the 
background  of  a wooded  iuclosure  form- 
ing a wall  of  leaves  fretting  the  azure  of 
the  sky  into  a thousand  blue  lozenges 
and  diamonds.  This  humble  rustic  sub- 
ject is  impressed  with  serious  passion. 
The  delicacy  of  the  tissue  of  the  petals  as- 
sumes the  charms  of  a beloved  visage  in 
an  April  morning;  the  limpidity  of  the 
light,  the  caress  of  the  wind,  the  perfume 
of  the  blossom,  the  reflections,  soft  as  souve- 
nirs, are  reproduced  with  striking  force. 

I do  not  know  of  any  exact  portrait  of 
the  wife  of  L6on  Bonvin,  or  of  Bonvin 
himself.  He  was  evidently  too  timid  to 
venture  to  paint  faces,  but  he  made  her 
pose  to  animate  some  of  his  composi- 
tions. M.  Eudoxe  Marcille,  now  curator 
of  the  Museum  of  Orleans,  has  called 
my  attention  to  a view  of  the  wine-shop 
kept  by  this  ill-matched  couple;  the  wife, 
seen  in  profile,  is  sweeping  the  door  step 
of  the  house,  whose  dark  silhouette  stands 
out  against  the  orange  and  greenish  glow 
of  a sunset. 

I bought  this  branch  of  apple  blossom, 
which  recently  provoked  surprise  and  ad- 
miration at  the  exhibition  of  the  “ Dessins 
du  Si6cle”  in  the  galleries  of  the  flcoledes 
Beaux  Arts,  of  a well-known  publisher  of 
etchings  and  dealer  in  pictures.  I was 
surprised  at  the  moderateness  of  the  price, 
some  thirty  francs.  He  told  me  that  he 
had  the  portfolio,  in  which  I had  chosen  the 
water-color,  on  deposit  only,  the  amateurs 
not  appreciating  these  little  lavis  suffi- 
ciently to  enable  him  to  risk  buying  them 
out  and  out.  Certain  obstacles  prevented 
me  from  going  to  Vaugirard,  and  when  I 
was  on  the  point  of  being  able  to  go,  a let- 
ter published  in  the  newspapers  revealed 
the  misery  of  the  last  weeks  of  the  artist's 
life  and  his  suicide.  I did  not  therefore 
have  the  honor  of  personal  relations  with 
him.  But  his  works  are  the  complete  con- 
fession of  the  whole  mail,  and  his  life  is 
open  as  the  day.  Both  the  one  and  the 
other  have  left  profound  memories  in  the 
mind  of  those  who  have  studied  them.  I 
have  collected  notes  which  enable  me  to 
reconstitute  the  narrative.  I shall  not 


abuse  these  confidences.  I shall  simply 
give  sufficient  of  them  to  explain  the  sin- 
gularity of  the  genius  of  this  almost  un- 
known master,  his  preference  for  certain 
motifs  of  nature,  and  the  reason  of  his 
limited  production  and  his  small  notoriety. 

“My  dear  friend”  (an  artist  wrote  to  me 
in  1879),  44 1 am  not  astonished  at  the  effect 
which  the  water-colors  of  Fran£ois  Bon- 
vin’s  brother  have  produced  upon  you.  I 
remember  them  as  perfect  things.  I have 
o^ten  regretted  not  to  possess  one.  It  would 
have  been  so  easy  at  the  time  when  he  used 
to  sell  them  at  ten  or  fifteen  francs  each. 
Leon  Bonvin  was  a tall,  blonde  man  who 
said  little.  He  looked  rather  as  if  he  were 
disguised  as  a tavern-keeper.  He  lived  in 
a house  built  by  himself  on  some  land 
which  the  commune  of  Vaugirard  had 
gi  ven  to  his  father  as  a recompense  for  his 
services.  Pere  Bonvin,  the  rural  police- 
man, had  been  the  terror  of  the  bad  char- 
acters and  marauders  of  the  neigh borhood ; 
he  used  to  go  down  alone  into  the  quar- 
ries and  arrest  a dozen  of  them  at  a time. 
I knew  him  by  accident.  I used  often  to 
dine  atRagache’s.at  the  Barri^rede  Sevres, 
where  they  used  to  make  a certain  dish  of 
rabbit  8Ciut&  en  cinq  minutes ; that  is  to 
say,  the  cook  used  to  take  a rabbit  out  of 
the  liutch,  somebody  took  out  his  watch, 
and  the  cook  managed  to  kill,  skin,  cook, 
and  serve  the  rabbit  ill  five  minutes.  It 
was  a wager  we  often  made. 

“One  day  a person  who  had  been 
shown  the  exhibition  of  the  rabbit  killed 
and  cooked  in  five  minutes  said  to  us: 
‘Your  rabbit  is  amusing,  but  I know  a 
place  where  you  eat  a really  good  rabbit 
stewed  to  perfection.’  The  next  day  we 
went  with  this  person,  who  did  not  know 
that  the  tavern-keeper  in  question  was  a 
painter.  However,  he  had  told  us,  4 You 
will  see  a queer  little  house,  and  the  host 
plays  the  piano.’  This  was  true.  L4on 
Bonvin  was  also  a musician.  After  dinner 
he  used  to  play  on  his  organ  airs  by  Bee- 
thoven, Gretry,  Mozart,  etc. 

4 4 Th is  first  visi  t was  made  about  1858.  I 
returned  many  times  afterward,  up  to  the 
time  when  he  killed  himself,  out  of  fright 
and  also  out  of  weariness.  He  was  mar- 
ried. I do  not  remember  his  children. 
He  painted  not  only  flowers;  I have  seen 
also  landscapes  and  interiors,  always  taken 
in  his  house  or  in  his  garden.  His  horizon 
was  the  fortifications.  I remember  well  a 
large  water  color:  it  was  his  pewter  coun- 
ter, with  the  bottles,  the  jugs,  the  brass- 
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water  cistern,  such  as  you  see  in  Chardin’s 
pictures.  It  was  at  this  counter  that  I saw 
him  for  the  first  time,  and  his  wife  serving 
out  drink.  This  water-color  was  extreme- 
ly fine.  A few  years  ago,  after  the  war,  I 
wished  to  see  the  house  again,  but  I was 
unable  to  find  it.  In  the  old  days  the 
country  there  was  a vast  plain,  with  the 
house  in  the  middle;  now  there  are  streets 
and  six-story  houses.” 

L6on  Bon vin  contrived  to  build  himself 
a house  with  materials  given  to  him  by 
contractors  whose  accounts  he  kept  on  the 
days  when  they  came  to  eat  at  his  tavern 
and  to  settle  with  their  foremen.  The 
quarrymen,  the  masons,  and  the  navvies 
occupied  the  rooms  down-stairs.  We  find 
the  portrait  of  the  rooms  in  an  interi- 
or, robust  as  a Pieter  de  Hoogh,  in  the 
possession  of  M.  Boussaton;  in  the  fore- 
ground a woman,  seen  from  the  back,  in 
a brown  dress,  with  white  cap  and  apron, 
is  standing  in  front  of  the  pewter  counter 
and  emptying  a bottle;  the  light  strikes 
upon  her,  and  lights  up  the  rest  of  the 
room  through  a window;  the  rafters  of 
the  ceiling  are  unplastered;  over  the  top 
of  an  oak  cupboard  which  occupies  the 
background  rises,  as  the  full  moon  rises 
on  the  horizon,  a round  plate  in  faience 
of  Rouen.  Through  the  open  door  we 
see  three  persons  talking,  wearing  on  their 
heads  caps  or  cotton  caftans.  There  was 
a room  upstairs,  and  in  one  corner  of  it 
stood  the  harmonium  which  Leon  Bonvin 
had  managed  to  buy  with  the  proceeds  of 
his  pourboires  patiently  amassed  in  a 
save-all.  “He  had  learned  music  from 
an  old  German  of  the  neighborhood,” 
writes  to  me  a lady  whom  we  may  believe, 
for  she  is  herself  a distinguished  singer; 
“he  played  Beethoven  with  sentiment 
and  method  as  an  artist;  for  he  was  an 
artist  in  the  full  acceptation  of  the  term.” 
He  used  to  sit  at  the  harmonium  and  re- 
lieve his  long  silences  by  conversing 
with  Weber  or  with  Gluck.  But  soon 
his  wife, an  ignorant  and  scoffing  creature, 
would  come  and  tap  him  on  the  shoulder: 
“L4on,  you  are  boring  the  people  down- 
stairs with  your  gloomy  church  music. 
Play  them  something  gay.”  The  en- 
chantment was  broken.  The  listeners 
remained  mute  to  avoid  coarse  scenes. 
Bonvin  swallowed  his  draught  of  bitter- 
ness, and  struck  up  the  polka  or  romance 
which  the  street  organs  had  brought  into 
fashion. 

Adjoining  the  house  was  a little  gar- 


den with  some  arbors  of  meagre  lilac- 
trees  and  scraggy  alders.  It  was  there 
that  the  table  used  to  be  laid,  on  fine 
days  that  are  so  delicious  in  the  envi- 
rons of  Paris,  for  the  artists  and  rare  ama- 
teurs who  appreciated  the  master  and  his 
drawings,  the  man  and  his  equable  char- 
acter, the  tavern-keeper  and  his  stewed 
rabbits,  his  plates  of  mushrooms,  and  his 
cool  wine  at  thirty  sous  the  bottle.  It 
was  there  that  he  used  to  open  his  portfo- 
lios of  water-colors  before  his  brother,  be- 
fore Bracquemond,wlio  was  beginning  to 
produce  his  masterly  etchings,  before  the 
printer  Jules  Claye  and  his  friend  the 
caricaturist  Henri  Monnier,  the  tragedi- 
enne Agar,  in  the  prime  of  her  beauty, 
the  actors  Bressant,  Gil -Perez,  Thiron, 
the  wood-engravers  Drunaire  and  Yon, 
Mr.  Lucas,  the  painters  Villain  and  Yan 
d* Argent,  and  others  too,  who  came  to  air 
their  hopes  and  their  youth  in  the  neigh- 
boring coppices  of  Meudon  woods. 

I never  met  with  a direct  view  of  this 
house.  Mr.  W.  T.  Walters,  of  Baltimore, 
has  kindly  lent  me  one  which  reproduces 
the  side  facing  the  road  which  led  there 
across  some  land,  the  level  of  which  had 
been  raised  by  rubbish  deposits.  It  was 
sheltered  by  three  trees,  and  along  the 
fence  passed  a narrow  patli  which  went 
on  disappearing  and  re -appearing  right 
away  to  the  foot  of  a wooded  slope. 

Bonvin  often  used  to  draw  in  his  gar- 
den, very  early  in  the  morning,  before  the 
customers  came  to  take  their  draught  of 
white  wine,  “qui  tue  le  ver.”  Often,  too, 
he  would  venture  outside  and  stop  at  the 
first  large  motif  of  plants  which  happen- 
ed to  arrange  well  against  the  horizon. 
These  ingeniously  chosen  subjects  are  per- 
haps the  most  essentially  personal  part  of 
his  work.  Those  who  have  tried  with 
sincerity  to  paint  flowers  in  the  open  air 
have  felt  how  difficult  it  is  to  combine  ac- 
cessories with  them ; either  their  brilliancy 
must  be  subordinated  to  the  landscape,  or 
the  landscape  must  be  sacrificed.  Leon 
Bonvin  has  succeeded  in  accomplishing 
the  alliance  with  a talent  all  the  more 
sure  because  it  is  simple  and  without  ar- 
tifice. Here  we  have  a family  of  gold- 
finches that  have  alighted  on  the  dry 
branches  of  some  thistles  and  wild  aniseed ; 
the  vermilion  of  their  beaks,  the  black  of 
their  cowls,  the  chrome  of  their  wings,  an- 
imate with  sparks  of  brightness  the  opal 
gray  of  the  fog  through  which  the  sun  is 
penetrating.  There  we  have  a chrysan- 
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themum  which  has  grown  up  vigorously 
on  a heap  of  rubbish,  and  glories  in  its 
starry  flowers  with  their  sulphur-yellow 
centres,  while  in  the  successive  planes  of 
the  morning  mist  one  sees  a man  digging, 
the  profiles  of  the  edge  of  a village  and  of 
the  church  steeples.  [See  the  aquarelle  en- 
titled 4 4 The  Market-Garden.  ”]  Here, again, 
is  a fuller’s  thistle  with  its  silhouette  of 
threatening  prickles,  some  wild  carrots, and 
grasses  shooting  up  in  slender  tubes;  their 
outlines  strike  across  a sky  of  light  drift- 
ing vapors;  the  line  of  the  horizon  is  bro- 
ken by  the  glacis  of  the  fort  of  Issy,  and 
by  the  outstretched  arms  of  a windmill. 
Another  water-color  is  an  evening  effect 
of  boundless  melancholy.  We  might  be- 
lieve ourselves  in  a cemetery  assisting  at 
some  tragic  and  distant  conflagration 
which  is  flinging  its  sad  smoke  in  the  air; 
through  the  gnarled  branches,  which  are 
losing  their  leaves,  a woman  is  seen  pass- 
ing, bent  beneath  a burden,  and  hastening 
toward  a cold -looking  and  cheerless  dwell- 
ing-house.* 

I have  before  me  a landscape  which  ren- 
ders excellently  the  diffused  intensity  of 
full  summer  in  the  environs  of  Paris;  the 
sky  is  like  milk  just  foaming  on  the  fire; 
a plant  of  mullein  or  high-taper  lifts  its 
pyramid  of  felted  leaves  and  of  little  but- 
ter-colored flowers ; near  it  some  wild  sor- 
rel with  its  metallic-looking  leaves;  at  the 
base  of  the  undulating  hills  a gamekeep- 
er s house;  a stony  path  passes  at  the  foot 
of  a sturdy  oak,  which  is  known  as  the 
“big  oak-tree  of  the  pond  of  Chaville.” 

L6on  Bonvin  used  often  to  paint  at 
night  by  the  light  of  a lamp  inclosed  in  a 
box  which  cast  a strong  ray  on  the  flow- 
ers placed  on  the  table.  These  studies 
may  be  recognized  by  a certain  harshness 
in  the  green  of  the  leaves,  and  a certain 
hardness  in  the  denticulation,  for  instance, 
of  the  extremity  of  the  petals  of  the  red 
and  white  carnations  plunged  in  the  elon- 
gated tube  of  a champagne  glass.  His 
ideas  of  luxury  did  not  go  beyond  this 
champagne  glass.  Having  been  lent  one 

* These  four  superb  water-colors  belong,  as  well 
as  others  that  I describe,  to  Mr.  W.  T.  Walters,*. of 
Baltimore — one  of  the  most  serious  and  intelligent 
of  American  amateurs  and  collectors — who  bought 
them  one  by  one  of  Leon  Bonvin.  This  gentle- 
man possesses  more  than  fifty  of  the  aquarelles  of 
the  artist,  being  many  times  the  number  existing  in 
the  collection  of  any  other  one  person  : some  twenty 
of  these  arc  landscapes  combined  with  flowers,  fif- 
teen are  subjects  of  flowers,  ten  are  landscapes,  and 
there  are  ten  studies  of  fruits  and  vegetables. 


day  by  a friend  some  ancient  glasses,  Bon- 
vin thanked  him,  put  them  away,  but  nev- 
er made  use  of  them.  Neither  would  he 
ever  paint  greenhouse  plants  or  flowers. 
To  the  inquiry  of  Mr.  Walters  if  he  had 
not  the  desire  to  paint  camellias  or  other 
cultivated  flowers,  he  replied,  44 Do  not  ask 
me  to  do  these;  my  heart  is  not  in  them.” 
In  the  same  way  J.  F.  Millet  was  sensitive 
only  to  the  beauty  of  peasant  men  and 
women,  and  felt  no  enthusiasm  in  presence 
of  figures  moulded  by  the  corset,  of  folds- 
fixed  by  the  dress  maker,  and  complexions 
sophisticated  with  poudre  de  riz. 

On  the  contrary,  when  L4on  Bonvin 
could  paint  at  his  ease  during  the  autumn 
days,  when  customers  became  rarer,  he 
carried  the  scrupulousness  of  his  pencil 
and  brush  so  far  as  to  paint  the  reflection 
of  the  frame  of  the  window  through 
which  the  light  was  shed  into  the  room. 
We  find  similar  trifling  minuteness  in  the 
pictures  of  Van  Eyck,  particularly  in  the 
“Betrothal  of  Maximilian,”  in  the  Na- 
tional Gallery  of  London. 

We  must  not  look  for  L6on  Bonvin’s 
most  persoual  work  in  the  still-life  sub- 
jects he  used  to  group  on  the  corner  of  a 
table  in  the  winter,  when  there  were  abso- 
lutely no  more  wild  flowers.  These  com- 
positions betray  the  emptiness  of  sterile 
hours,  the  necessity  of  fulfilling  some 
order,  the  vague  preoccupation  of  trying 
the  kind  of  work  which  makes  the  fortune 
of  mediocrities.  He  seems,  however,  to- 
have  taken  some  interest  in  them  merely 
as  studies  of  color.  Here,  on  the  thick 
top  of  his  kitchen  table,  is  a bottle,  a de- 
canter, a loaf  with  a piece  cut  out,  a cut- 
glass  goblet,  a basket  of  pommes  d'api 
packed  in  moss.  These  pommes  d'api  are 
sound,  bright-colored,  and  shiny;  it  makes 
your  mouth  water  to  look  at  them.  Here, 
again,  is  a tuft  of  bleached  dandelions, 
some  chervil  and  chives,  some  beet  root 
already  pared,  an  oil  cruet,  a blue-edged 
salad  bowl  ready  to  receive  the  salad. 

Evidently,  in  spite  of  the  severe  guard 
which  his  brother  kept  over  him,  some 
oue  had  given  advice  to  this  candid  crea- 
ture, and  had  troubled  him ; had  reproach- 
ed him  for  not  giving  nobility  to  his  ma- 
terials ; had  perhaps  treated  him  as  a 44  real- 
ist”— a term  which  was  then  the  height  of 
contempt.  I have  had  this  scene  narrated 
to  me.  A pupil  of  Ingres  has  been  the 
Mephistopheles  of  this  tranquil  Faust. 
The  fact  is  betrayed  in  a still-life  subject 
of  masterly  execution,  in  which  the  taste- 
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of  Leon  Bonvin  is  less  distinctly  conspic- 
uous than  usual.  It  is  evident  that  he 
did  not  like  exotic  fruits  any  more  than 
the  hot  house  flowers.  On  a napkin  with 
red  stripes  is  a dessert  ready  to  be  ar- 
ranged, a bottle  of  Alicante  wine,  a decan- 
ter, a plate  of  raisins,  almonds,  and  nuts, 
some  mandarin  oranges,  a pomegranate. 
One  orange  has  been  cut  by  a table-knife, 
and  its  quarters  are  still  held  together  by 
the  end  of  the  core. 

L4on  Bonvin  must  have  painted  this 
water-color  after  a visit  to  an  original  by 
J.  B.  Chardin.  I do  not  mean  to  say  that 
he  was  wrong  to  ask  information  under 
the  guidance  of  this  great  predecessor;  I 
simply  state  the  fact  that  he  came  away 
thoroughly  impregnated  with  the  method 
of  that  learned  master,  who  impressed  so 
vigorous  and  simple  a stamp  on  the  school 
of  painting  of  the  eighteenth  century.  The 
frequentation  of  masters  of  this  order  can 
not  but  be  fruitful  to  unbiassed  natures. 
In  such  society  they  acquire  the  confirma- 
tion of  their  own  instinctive  sentiments, 
and  practical  advice  on  points  which  they 
have  hitherto  only  half  seen.  The  only 
thing  to  be  desired  is  that  the  interview 
leave  merely  general  souvenirs,  and  that 
in  listening  to  the  words  of  the  master  the 
pupil  do  not  catch  the  accent. 

Certainly  Leon  Bonvin  never  better 
rendered  the  white  lights  and  the  gray 
folds  of  a napkin  of  linen  spun  by  a spindle 
and  woven  by  the  weaver's  shuttle  than 
on  the  day  when  he  painted  this  picture; 
never  did  he  give  to  the  roundness  of  his 
fruits  a more  ample  curve.  But  it  is  no 
longer  familiar  nature ; it  gives  no  longer 
the  impression  of  intimate,  of  that  pro- 
found expressiveness,  of  that  seal  on  a 
man’s  work  of  what  is  most  inward  and 
peculiar  in  his  moods  and  manners  of  ap- 
prehension. I imagine  some  middle-class 
family  must  have  given  an  order  for  these 
mandarins  and  that  pomegranate, and  that 
Bonvin  must  have  put  on  his  Sunday 
frock-coat  to  do  honor  to  them.  How 
much  less  ceremony  he  made  with  the  wild 
pansies,  so  delicate  and  nervous,  with  the 
sweet-smelling  wood-violets  1 These  are 
the  flowers  which  he  really  and  heartily 
loved. 

But  the  fatal  moment  was  approaching. 
I have  seen  in  the  collection  of  Mr.  Lucas 
a landscape  which  answers  to  the  impres- 
sions of  his  aching  soul;  beyond  a fore- 
ground of  buttercups,  daisies,  wild  roses, 
and  brambles  stretches  a landscape  dark- 


ened by  the  approach  of  a storm ; some 
fields  where  a few  stunted  trees  are  grow- 
ing; a pool  of  water  in  which  is  reflected 
a bit  of  dim  blue  sky;  some  hills  quite 
close  that  give  one  the  sensation  of  a 
closed  life.  Generally,  and  even  nearly 
always,  the  signature  of  Leon  Bonvin 
is  traced  neatly  in  black ; in  this  case  it  is 
written  in  sombre  red.  This  signature  is 
followed  by  the  date,  1865. 

The  winter  of  1865  was  terrible  for 
L6on  Bonvin.  Other  taverns  had  been 
opened  in  the  neighborhood  as  the  new 
houses  advanced  over  the  plain.  The 
workmen  had  perhaps  felt  embarrassed  at 
coming  into  contact  with  artists  and  bour- 
geois, and  they  no  longer  came.  L6on 
Bonvin,  having  nothing  to  do  at  home, 
had  even  worked  as  a carter  with  the  stone 
wagons.  Debts  were  accumulating.  He 
had  a bill  of  thirteen  hundred  francs  to 
meet.  He  was  tortured  by  jealousy.  His 
heart  and  his  hands  were  torn  by  every 
thorn. 

On  January  29, 1866,  he  went  to  return 
some  ancient  glass  which  had  been  obli- 
gingly lent  to  him ; thence  he  went  to  see  a 
dealer  in  water-colors,  who  did  not  deign 
to  choose  anything  out  of  his  portfolio. 
He  found  all  the  water-colors  “too  dark, 
not  gay  enough.” 

A week  afterward  M.  Frangois  Bonvin 
addressed  the  following  letter  to  M.  Albert 
de  la  Fizeli&re,  who,  a few  weeks  before, 
had  called  attention  to  the  misery  of  the 
artist. 

“My  dear  Sir, — Here  is  a very  sad 
conclusion  for  your  article  in  the  Evtne- 
ment  of  the  13th  November  last.  My 
poor  brother,  in  spite  of  all  his  efforts, 
has  been  overcome  by  evil  fortune.  The 
attempts  which  he  made  a week  ago  to 
sell  the  last  drawings  he  had  executed 

were  vain ; the  picture-dealer offered 

him  ten  francs  for  drawings  for  which 
the  others  ordinarily  paid  him  sixty 
francs. 

“The  future  seemed  to  him  more  gloomy 
than  the  past.  Instead  of  confiding  to 
me  the  full  extent  of  his  needs,  he  deter- 
mined to  have  done  with  everything,  and 
he  went  and  hung  himself  on  a tree  in  the 
wood  of  Meudon  on  the  evening  of  Janu- 
ary 31.  You  knew  him,  and  you  know 
that  fraternity  does  not  blind  me  when  I 
proclaim  that  he  was  indeed  the  best  and 
purest  of  the  best.  As  an  artist,  one  has 
only  to  look  at  his  drawings  to  recognize 
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his  worth.  His  musical  aptitudes  were 
unknown. 

4 4 All  this  is  dead ! 

“Now  there  remain  three  children  and 
a weakly  wife,  and  I myself,  who  am  al- 
most in  as  great  misery,  for  at  the  present 
moment  all  the  fruit  that  I have  gathered 
of  my  labors  is  to  have  but  few  debts  rela- 
tively to  what  I should  have  had  if  I had 
allowed  myself  all  the  necessaries  of  life. 
We  need,  then,  dear  sir,  your  kind  aid  to 
endeavor  to  organize  a sale.  For  my  part, 
I have  never  failed  to  respond  to  the  ap- 
peals that  have  been  made  to  me  by  others 
in  similar  circumstances,  and  I hope  I 
shall  find  amongst  our  colleagues  enough 
sympathy  to  help  me  in  the  sad  mission 
which  has  fallen  to  my  lot. 

“ F.  Bonvin. 

“6th  of  January,  1S66. 

“P.S. — His  body  was  not  found  until 
Saturday,  at  Meudon,  at  the  foot  of  a tree, 
near  the  pond  of  Villebois.  The  branch 
had  broken.  This  is  the  only  damage  he 
ever  did  in  his  life.  He  was  just  thirty- 
two  years  of  age.” 

The  press,  the  studios  of  artists  of  talent 
and  heart,  answered  this  appeal.  The  sale 
took  place  at  the  Hotel  Drouot  on  the  24th 
of  the  following  May,  under  the  direction 
of  an  auctioneer,  M.  Boussaton,  who  after 
having  taken  a very  active  part  in  its  or- 
ganization refused  to  accept  any  honora- 
rium. The  prices  of  modern  pictures  were 
then  nothing  like  what  they  were  to  be- 
come less  than  ten  years  later.  Let  us 
mention  some  of  the  figures  as  a curiosity, 
adding  that  the  fine  society  folks  affected 
not  to  appear  at  this  auction.  The  sale 
was  for  the  benefit  of  the  family  of  a “ re- 
alist” who  had  not  exhibited  in  the  annu- 
al Salons,  and  of  whom  the  rich  collectors, 
the  fashionable  dealers,  and  the  adminis- 
tration of  the  Department  of  Fine  Arts 
had  never  bought  anything.  The  total 
of  686  items  produced  8394  francs  50  cen- 
times, deduction  made  of  the  ten  per  cent, 
for  expenses.  Twelve  water  colors  found 
in  the  portfolio  which  Leon  Bonvin  had 
in  vain  offered  for  sale  were  knocked 
down  at  from  50  to  88  francs.  A view  of 
the  bridge  of  Grez  by  Corot  was  sold  for 
350  francs  to  Cadart.  at  the  liquidation  of 
whose  business  I myself  bought  it  for 
double  that  sum.  This  study,  entirely 
painted  from  nature,  and  judged  to  be  one 
of  the  most  perfect  of  the  master  at  the 


posthumous  exhibition  of  his  works,  shows 
me,  in  the  soft  atmosphere  of  the  environs 
of  Fontainebleau,  the  trees  of  a park  very 
dear  to  my  heart,  the  boat  from  which  my 
father  used  to  throw  me  into  the  river 
Loing  to  teach  me  to  swim,  and  the  church 
in  the  grave -yard  of  which  my  mother 
rests.  A view  of  Douarnenez,  on  the  coast 
of  Brittany,  by  M.  Jules  Breton,  fetched 
245  francs;  and  the  “Ecole  des  Petites 
Soeurs  des  Pauvres,”  by  M.  Francois  Bon- 
vin, a reduction  of  a larger  composition, 
equalling,  in  the  observation  of  popular 
sentiment,  in  the  rendering  of  the  tran- 
quil light  of  a room  with  bare  walls,  the 
most  touching  and  most  natural  master- 
pieces of  the  Flemish  school.  A Courbet, 
340  francs;  a landscape  by  Daubigny,  185 
francs;  a still-life  by  M.Roybet,102  francs; 
a sketch  and  three  etchings  by  M.  Meisso- 
nier,  101  francs.  Luckily  a bit  of  a pic- 
ture by  M.  Edouard  Frere,  representing  a 
boy  looking  at  a portfolio  of  engravings 
in  a painter  s studio,  was  run  up  on  be- 
half of  a famous  English  dealer,  Mr.  Gam- 
bart,  who  monopolized  Edouard  Fibre’s 
works,  and  reached  the  figure  of  1400 
francs. 

Such  was  the  life  and  such  was  the  end 
of  one  of  the  most  singular  natures  and 
one  of  the  best  gifted  for  art  that  we  could 
find  in  our  times,  which  are  every  day 
more  and  more  threatened  by  the  laws  of 
civilization  with  the  obliteration  of  sincere 
and  tenacious  originality. 

Leon  Bonvin  took  as  his  theme  the 
flowers  and  plants  of  his  garden,  the  land- 
scape around  his  house,  the  details  of  his 
interior.  Such,  four  centuries  before,  at 
the  time  of  the  truly  French  Renaissance, 
had  been  the  theme  of  the  illustrious  min- 
iaturists of  lie  de  France  and  Touraine,  on 
the  margins  of  the  vellum  hour-books. 

Like  them,  penetrated  with  the  artist's 
simple  faith,  Leon  Bonvin  has  expressed 
all  the  varied  beauty,  all  the  profound  poet- 
ry, that  is  contained  in  these  humble  mod- 
els. “ Solomon  in  all  his  glory,”  says  the 
gospel,  “was  not  arrayed”  like  the  lily  of 
the  field. 

He  lies  in  the  unconsecrated  corner  of 
a suburban  cemetery,  in  the  accursed  bury- 
ing-plaee  of  those  who  have  died  of  their 
own  hand.  His  remains  ought  rather  to 
have  been  laid  in  a thicket  of  the  Meudon 
woods,  where  every  spring  the  branches 
grow  green  and  the  violets  bloom,  igno- 
rant of  human  wretchedness. 
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ESTHER  FEVEREL. 


ABOUT  a mile  beyond  the  straggling 
. outskirts  of  a New  England  village 
once  as  young  and  energetic  as  any  in  the 
land,  but  to-day  so  old  and  exhausted  that 
it  seems  to  have  sunk  into  restful  sleep, 
there  stands  a house  built  of  dull  gray 
stone,  and  bearing  bravely  still  the  on- 
slaught of  the  New  England  winters 
it  has  withstood  for  now  nearly  two  cen- 
turies. This  house,  beginning  at  last  to 
bear  witness  to  the  wear  of  time,  is  one  of 
the  oldest  in  America;  it  is  one  of  the  few 
buildings  of  the  seventeenth  century 
which  survive  to  this  last  quarter  of  the 
nineteenth.  To  us  who  live  in  an  age 
of  rush  and  glitter  the  appearance  of  the 
house  is  in  no  wise  remarkable  except  for 
its  evident  antiquity;  nor  should  we  turn 
aside  now  to  consider  what  the  contempo- 
raries of  the  first  owner  were  wont  to  call 
the  stately  nobility  of  its  proportions.  But 
our  eyes  are  not  the  eyes  of  the  early  colo- 
nists of  New  England,  and  the  stone  house 
which  Judge  Feverel  built  was  long  a 
wonder  for  miles  around.  More  than  one 
fast-day  sermon  had  been  directed  against 
its  magnificence,  which  seemed  out  of 
place  amid  the  humble  beginnings  of  the 
growing  colony.  There  yet  lingered  a 
tradition  that  the  house  had  once  been 
called  “The  Judges  Folly.”  But  the 
nickname  had  died  away  long  ago  as  the 
magn  i fieence  of  the  house  had  faded.  And 
as  time,  unhasting  and  unresting,  sped 
slowly,  the  house  of  the  stern  and  fiery 
Roger  Feverel  had  fallen  from  grace,  and 
the  fortunes  of  the  elder  branch  of  the 
Feverels  were  fallen  with  it. 

As  the  late  November  sun  sent  its  de- 
clining rays  across  the  low  western  hills, 
and  gilded  the  substantial  chimney  which 
rose  above  the  slant  roof  of  the  house 
which  Judge  Feverel  had  built,  a man  on 
horseback  drew  rein  before  the  door.  He 
looked  at  the  house  like  one  who  had  nev- 
er seen  it  before;  but  his  face  lighted  up 
at  once  with  a glance  of  recognition  and  a 
smile  of  satisfaction  that  he  had  come  to 
the  end  of  his  travels  at  last,  and  reached 
a haven  of  rest.  He  sprang  from  his  horse, 
which  he  tethered  to  a post  at  the  edge  of 
the  path.  He  was  a handsome  young 
fellow — for  young  he  was  yet,  in  spite  of 
his  having  already  accomplished  half  of  a 
man's  allotted  span  of  life.  He  had  dark 
wavy  hair,  quick  black  eyes,  and  a frank 
face,  on  which  there  might  be  seen  at 


times  a dreamy  look.  His  walk  indicated 
a resolute  self-reliance,  and  he  passed  up 
the  unfamiliar  path  as  though  he  had  a 
right  to  be  there. 

As  he  stood  on  the  low  step  before  the 
door  of  the  house,  after  ringing  the  bell, 
he  turned  to  look  at  the  little  garden  which 
surrounded  the  house,  and  at  the  few 
scant  fields  which  were  attached  to  it; 
then  he  raised  his  head  with  a little  touch 
of  pride  as  he  recalled  the  time  when  the 
owner  of  the  house  was  the  owner  also  of 
the  land  for  a mile  or  more  on  every  side 
of  it.  One  by  one  these  broad  acres  had 
slipped  from  the  loose  hands  of  the  Fever- 
els, and  generation  after  generation  the 
Feverels  had  become  poorer  and  poorer, 
as  though  there  had  been  a curse  on  them 
and  on  their  house. 

“On  this  house  there  may  be  a curse, 
and  there  is  reason  for  it,”  thought  John 
Feverel,  as  he  stood  for  the  first  time  at 
the  door  of  the  home  of  the  Feverels;  “but 
the  curse,  if  curs#  there  be,  is  on  this  house 
only,  and  not  on  the  Feverels  at  large.  It 
is  on  them,  perhaps,  who  remain  here  and 
keep  up  the  flame  of  hatred,  but  it  is  not  on 
those  who  have  gone  forth  into  the  world. 
There  was  no  curse  on  my  grandfather 
when  he,  the  younger  son,  went  out  from 
here  and  prospered,  while  the  elder  sou 
remained  here  and  saw  his  substance 
shrivel  up.  There  was  no  curse  on  my  fa- 
ther, who  made  his  way  in  the  world  with- 
out hinderance  from  ill  fortune.  There  is 
no  curse  on  me  as  yet.  Standing  here  on 
the  threshold  of  the  house  of  the  Feverels, 
I can  look  back  over  my  past  witli  pleasure, 
for  I have  been  happier  than  most  men, 
and  I can  look  forward  to  the  future  with 
hope.” 

Receiving  no  answer  to  his  repeated 
ring,  John  Feverel  rapped  sharply  on  the 
panel  of  the  door.  Under  the  force  of 
the  blow,  the  door  opened  silently,  and 
disclosed  a broad  hall,  at  the  farther  end  of 
which,  facing  the  entrance,  there  was  a 
large  fire-place,  where  a few  sticks  of  wood 
were  burning  brightly.  The  visitor  stood 
for  a moment  on  the  door  step,  as  though 
awaiting  an  invitation  to  enter.  Then  lie 
walked  into  the  house  and  looked  about 
him.  The  hall  was  spacious,  old-fashion- 
ed, quaint.  The  wood -work  had  reached 
a stage  of  decay  when  care  could  no  long- 
er conceal  the  marks  of  age  and  use.  Ev- 
erything was  clean  and  worn-out.  The 
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tidiness  and  neatness,  the  nosegay  of  fresh 
flowers  in  a vase  by  a window,  the  little 
touches  of  color  elsewhere,  revealed  a wo- 
man’s hand.  Yet  the  house  seemed  to  be 
empty.  There  was  no  one  to  welcome 
John  Feverel  to  the  home  of  his  ances- 


tors. 


“ Uncle  Timothy !”  he  called.  44  Cousin 
Esther!”  But  there  came  no  answer. 
The  house  was  as  deserted  as  it  was  deso- 
late. From  its  stillness  it  might  be  a habi- 
tation of  the  dead,  where  no  one  dwelt  but 
the  ghosts  of  the  past. 

He  called  again,  and  again  he  received 
no  reply. 

Neither  of  his  kinsfolk  was  at  home  to 
greet  him.  And  yet  it  was  to  see  them 
almost  as  much  as  to  take  possession  of 
the  property  that  he  had  cut  short  his 
travels  and  crossed  the  ocean  in  haste. 

John  Feverel  was  the  grandson  of  a 
John  Feverel  who  left  this  Eastern  home 
of  the  family  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the 
West.  In  this  undertaking  he  had  pros- 
pered as  no  Feverel  before  him  had  pros- 
pered since  the  fire  had  first  smoked  on 
the  hearth  of  “The  Judge’s  Folly.”  He 
worked  and  made  money ; he  married  and 
saw  his  children  grow  up  about  him;  and 
in  his  old  age  he  rested  in  peace  before 
he  died  happily.  His  son,  John  Feverel 
again,  made  yet  another  move  to  the 
West,  and  he  prospered  as  his  father 
had  prospered.  When  he  died  he  left  to 
his  only  son,  the  John  Feverel  who  now 
stood  in  the  hall  of  the  house  built  by 
Roger  Feverel  nearly  two  hundred  years 
ago,  three  good  things:  a brave  heart,  a 
keen  head,  and  a modest  fortune.  To 
these  John  Feverel  added  a quality  of 
his  own,  an  inquiring  mind  ever  athirst 
for  knowledge.  He  put  his  wits  to  work 
and  did  not  cease  from  labor  until  he 
had  doubled  the  fortune  left  him  by  his 
father.  Although  he  was  then  harely 
thirty-live  years  of  age,  and  although  he 
saw  before  him  the  prospect  of  great 
riches,  he  gave  up  his  business  and  rest- 
ed satisfied  witli  the  comfortable  compe- 
tence he  had  attained.  He  felt  that  he 
had  a more  important  work  in  life  than 
the  mere  making  of  money.  Just  what 
this  future  work  might  be  he  did  not 
know,  but  he  was  ready  to  undertake 
whatever  seemed  to  him  fit  and  worthy. 
In  the  mean  while  he  set  about  improv- 
ing himself  by  travel.  He  had  more  than 
his  share  of  that  mysticism  of  the  West 
which  matches  so  curiously  with  the  oc- 
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cult  temperament  of  the  Orient.  Even  as 
a boy  he  had  become  an  adept  in  the  cab- 
alistic secrets  of  the  Rosicrucians.  As  a 
man  he  travelled  throughout  the  East, 
seeking  to  sate  his  desire  to  gaze  on 
strange  things,  and  to  penetrate  the  ob- 
scure mysteries  of  strange  people.  He 
had  sought  to  discover  the  means  whereby 
the  wonder-workers  of  the  East  wrought 
their  miracles.  He  was  learned  in  the  lore 
of  the  alchemists,  and  he  had  traversed 
Arabia  in  search  of  the  surviving  reposi- 
tories of  their  recondite  wisdom.  To  all 
that  he  saw  he  applied  his  shrewd  com- 
mon-sense. The  results  of  his  experiment 
and  investigation  he  kept  to  himself  ; but 
he  walked  among  men  as  one  who  has 
peered  deep  into  the  enigmas  of  life  and 
pondered  upon  them  long  and  earnestly. 

It  may  be  that,  for  a little  space,  he 
stood  in  danger  of  sinking  into  the  leth- 
argy  of  Buddhistic  contemplation.  He 
was  far  up  in  the  Himalayas  when  he  re- 
ceived a letter  which  suddenly  recalled 
him  to  a sharp  self-consciousness.  It  was 
from  Esther  Feverel,  the  only  daughter 
of  Timothy  Feverel,  the  last  survivor  of 
the  elder  branch  of  the  old  Judge’s  fam- 
ily. It  told  him  in  few  and  simple  words 
that  her  father’s  affairs  were  hopelessly 
involved,  and  that  a mortgage  on  the  old 
house  was  about  to  be  foreclosed;  and  it 
suggested  that  perhaps  he  might  like  to 
buy  it,  so  that  the  house  should  still  be 
owned  by  a Feverel.  John  Feverel  had 
never  seen  any  of  his  New  England  rela- 
tives, and  he  had  given  them  little  thought; 
but  with  the  old  house,  with  the  strange 
story  of  its  building,  and  with  the  legends 
which  clustered  about  its  hearth,  he  was 
perfectly  familiar.  He  had  sat  by  his 
grandfather’s  knee, night  after  night— dur- 
ing the  festival  reunions  which  brought 
together  the  various  members  of  the  West- 
ern branch  of  the  family — and  he  had 
treasured  up  every  word  which  fell  from 
his  grandfather’s  lips,  when  he  told  of 
“The  Judge’s  Folly,” and  of  the  fire  on 
its  hearth,  and  of  the  ill  fortune  which 
followed  the  house  and  its  inmates.  To 
have  the  house  pass  into  his  po»ssession 
was  a boon  he  had  not  dared  to  hope  for. 
The  letter  which  informed  him  that  its 
purchase  was  possible  was  written  in  the 
name  of  Timothy  Feverel,  but  the  hand 
wasthehand  of  his  daughter.  John  Fever- 
el had  studied  ehirograpliy  as  he  had  stud- 
ied whatever  else  might  serve  to  increase 
his  knowledge  of  men.  He  was  wont  to 
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to  be  weary  of  liis  years  of  wandering  in 
search  of  the  unknowable,  he  had  received 
another  letter  from  Esther,  letting  him 
know  that  the  sale  had  taken  place,  and 
that  the  house  was  his,  and  thanking  him 
for  the  kindness  extended  to  her  father 
and  herself — a kindness  of  which  they 
would  gladly  avail  themselves  until  his 
return.  So  gentle  was  this  letter,  so  sweet 
in  its  maidenly  modesty,  so  frank  and  wo- 
manly was  it,  so  charming  was  the  char- 
acter revealed  by  its  chirography,  that  it 
wrought  a change  in  John  Feverel’s  views 
of  life.  He  abandoned  a daring  trip  to 
the  chief  temples  of  China,  and  made  his 
way  back  to  America. 

Now,  as  he  stood  for  the  first  time  in  the 
home  of  the  Feverels,  he  had  a sharp  feel- 
ing of  disappointment  that  Esther  was  not 
there  to  bid  him  welcome.  Before  he  had 
paced  the  hall  half  a dozen  times,  this  feel- 
ing gave  way,  and  he  began  even  to  be 
glad  that  he  was  alone,  and  that  his  first 
impressions  of  the  old  house  might  be 
pure  of  all  admixture  of  the  opinions  of 
another,  even  were  that  other  his  cousin 
Esther.  So  accurate  had  been  his  grand- 
father’s description,  and  so  retentive  had 
been  his  own  memory, that  he  felt  at  home 
in  the  house  as  soon  as  he  entered  the 
door.  He  gazed  from  the  windows,  and 
the  view  was  to  him  as  though  he  had 
seen  it  before  in  some  former  existence. 
The  tall  clock  on  the  stairs  looked  down 
on  him  as  benignantly  as  it  had  looked 
down  on  the  other  children  of  the  family 
in  the  two  centuries  since  it  first  began  to 
measure  eternity  into  time.  The  mirror 
over  the  mantel  piece  at  the  end  of  the 
hall  reflected  his  image  as  it  had  reflected 
the  image  of  eight  generationsof  Feverels 
since  the  old  Judge  set  it  against  the  chim- 
ney. The  ancient  chair  before  the  fire  ex- 
tended its  arms  as  hospitably  to  him  as  it 
had  to  his  great-grandfather,  the  last  of 
his  line  who  had  sat  in  it.  On  John  Fev- 
erei  these  things  had  a strange  effect;  he 
felt  as  though  he  had  couie  home  at  last — 
and  for  the  first  time. 

As  he  sat  himself  down  in  the  chair  be- 
fore the  fire  and  glanced  up  at  the  mirror, 
lie  saw  an  expression  on  his  face  lie  had 
never  known  there  before.  He  had  a 
strange  presentiment  that  he  was  at  the 
turning-point  of  his  career.  It  was  as 
though  he  were  halting  at  the  threshold 
of  a new  life,  pausing  for  a moment  to 
look  back  across  the  past,  and  yet  regard- 
ing the  future  hopefully.  He  lowered  his 


eves,  and  they  fell  on  the  date  carven  deep 
into  the  heavy  timbers  of  the  mantel-piece 
-1692.  For  nearly  two  hundred  years 
had  the  fire  been  alight  on  that  hearth 
day  and  night,  winter  and  summer,  year 
after  year.  There  the  flame  had  burned 
and  smouldered  and  blazed  since  the  Judge, 
in  his  fanaticism  and  wrath,  had  brought 
home  a brand  from  the  burning  of  a poor 
wretch  whom  he  had  sentenced  to  death 
for  dealings  with  the  devil.  On  that 
hearth,  beneath  the  faded  tiles,  whereon 
were  depicted  Cain  and  Abel,  David  and 
Goliath,  Sisera  and  Jael,  and  other  char- 
acters in  Biblical  scenes  of  bloodshed,  the 
fire  had  never  ceased  rising  ^nd  falling 
since  Roger  Feverel  had  kindled  it  for  the 
first  time  with  a brand  from  the  burning, 
that  it  might  be  an  enduring  witness  to 
his  righteousness,  and  that  it  should  be 
ready  at  all  times  in  the  future  to  fire  the 
101X511  whenever  the  same  awful  vengeance 
might  need  to  be  taken  once  again.  Roger 
Feverel  was  dead  and  buried,  and  the  ha- 
treds and  the  beliefs  and  the  heresies  of 
his  time  were  dead  and  buried  also,  but 
the  fire  he  kindled  was  still  smoking 
on  his  hearth.  Roger  Feverel’s  son  and 
his  grandson  and  his  great-grandson  had 
passed  away,  one  after  another;  but  the 
fire  that  the  founder  of  the  family  had 
lighted  when  he  built  the  house  lived  on, 
and  was  as  young  as  ever.  Generation 
followed  generation  to  the  grave,  but  the 
fire  of  intolerance  still  burned  on  its  altar 
as  though  Roger  Feverel  had  made  a cov- 
enant with  his  descendants  that  they 
should  feed  the  flame  forever.  So  strong- 
ly had  the  traditions  of  the  family  seized 
John  Feverel  that  he  bent  forward  and 
laid  across  the  embers  two  pieces  from  the 
piles  of  cut  wood  ready  to  his  hand  on 
either  side  of  the  fire-place. 

As  he  lay  back  again  in  the  chair  he 
saw  in  the  mirror  the  reflection  of  his 
smile,  for  he  was  half  conscious  that  his 
humorous  skepticism  mated  ill  with  the 
fanatic  intolerance  of  the  old  Judge  who 
had  set  light  to  that  fire.  He  wondered 
whether  Roger  Feverel  had  also  looked 
into  the  mirror  as  he  heaped  fuel  upon  the 
flame.  No  doubt  the  Judge  had  seen  the 
look  on  his  own  dark  face,  though  he 
knew  not  how  to  read  its  meaning.  The 
glass  had  hung  there  since  the  lire  first 
flamed.  In  it  had  been  reflected  the  life 
history  of  the  Feverels.  Across  the  sur- 
face of  that  frail  glass  had  passed  the 
image  of  the  pride  and  the  joys  and  the 
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sorrows  of  Roger  Feverel  and  of  his  de- 
scendants. It  had  seen  their  youth  and 
their  old  age;  it  had  seen  their  sufferings, 
and  it  may  be  their  death.  It  had  been  a 
silent  witness  to  their  prosperity,  and,  aft- 
er many  years,  to  their  poverty,  but  nev- 
er to  their  disgrace  or  their  shame,  for 
they  always  held  their  heads  high,  and 
their  poverty  was  never  tarnished  with 
dishonor. 

As  John  Feverel  sat  in  the  chair  before 
the  fire  and  gazed  up  into  the  mirror  he 
thought  of  these  things,  and  he  wished 
that  these  scenes  might  be  evoked  from 
the  past,  and  shown  again  in  the  glass 
wherein  they  had  been  reflected  as  they 
happened.  He  wondered  what  the  J udge 
would  have  thought  of  the  magic  mirrors 
of  Japan,  in  which  a vanished  scene  may 
be  made  to  re-appear.  Surely  the  Judge 
would  have  seen  nothing  strange  in  the 
tale,  but  he  would  have  been  prompt  to 
punish  any  man  who  should  make  use  of 
such  a device  of  the  devil. 

John  Feverel  recalled  the  temple  on 
the  flanks  of  Fusiyama  wherein  the  Jap- 
anese priests  preserved  jealously  the  most 
potent  of  these  magic  mirrors.  It  was  in 
this  temple  that — by  one  of  those  curious 
reproductions  in  strange  countries  of  the 
rites  and  mysteriesof  ancient  civilization — 
a perpetual  fire  was  cherished  on  the  altar, 
guarded  night  and  day,  as  the  virgins  of 
Roma  kept  up  the  sacred  flame  of  Vesta. 
When  a certain  mysteriously  compound- 
ed preparation  was  thrown  upon  this  fire, 
a dense  smoke  arose  and  veiled  the  magic 
mirror,  which  hung  just  above  the  altar, 
and  it  was  through  the  dim  haze  of  this 
smoke  that  the  pictures  of  the  past  became 
visible  in  the  glass. 

Suddenly  John  Feverel  sprang  to  his 
feet.  It  had  struck  him  that  here  in  “The 
Judge's  Folly'’  in  New  England  there  was 
an  ever-burning  fire  beneath  a mirror,  just 
as  there  was  in  the  Japanese  temple  on 
the  side  of  Fusiyama.  And  at  the  same 
time  he  remembered  that  he  had  begged 
and  bribed  a priest  of  the  temple  to  give 
him  a portion  of  the  preparation  thrown 
upon  the  fire  beneath  the  magic  minor. 
With  infinite  precaution  the  priest  had 
confided  it  to  him,  incased  in  a tiny  silver 
ball,  the  surface  of  which  was  curiously 
wrought  with  a mystic  device.  This  ball, 
the  contents  of  which  he  had  intended  to 
submit  to  chemical  analysis  whenever  oc- 
casion served,  he  had  worn  ever  since  at- 
tached to  his  watch  chain  as  a charm.  As 


he  thought  of  it  his  fingers  closed  upon 
it,  and  the  worn  links  of  the  chain  parted 
and  left  the  ball  in  his  hand.  It  was  as 
though  the  inanimate  thing  had  whisper- 
ed to  him  that  the  time  had  come  when  it 
could  be  of  use. 

Obeying  an  impulse  which  he  felt  to  be 
well-nigh  irresistible,  John  Feverel  drew 
forward  the  scattered  fragments  of  the 
fire  which  had  burned  on  that  hearth  for 
nearly  twice  a hundred  years.  Then, 
with  a single  turn  of  his  wrist,  he  twisted 
apart  the  silver  hemispheres  which  con- 
tained the  magical  compound  of  the  Jap- 
anese temple.  A white  powder  fell  from 
them  upon  the  glowing  embers,  a pungent 
aroma  filled  the  air,  and  a thick  smoke 
arose,  veiling  the  mirror  from  view.  As 
the  cool  evening  breeze,  playing  through 
the  open  door,  caused  the  cloud  of  smoke 
to  waver  and  shift  from  side  to  side,  John 
Feverel,  reclining  in  the  chair  before  the 
fire,  felt  as  one  looking  through  a glass 
darkly.  Figures,  dim  and  indistinct, 
seemed  to  be  visible  in  the  mirror,  into 
which  he  peered  resolutely,  calling  up  the 
past  with  the  whole  force  of  his  will.  He 
sat  motionless,  and  gave  himself  up  to  the 
spell.  His  whole  being  was  attuned  in 
harmony  with  the  moment.  Whether  it 
was  memory,  or  imagination  aided  by 
memory,  or  whether  the  charm  had  veri- 
tably some  occult  potency,  mattered  little. 

As  he  gazed  into  the  mirror  through  the 
circling  smoke  which  rose  steadily  from 
the  fire  beneath  lie  saw  visions,  and  in 
time  they  took  form  and  color.  Some 
scenes  stood  out  more  vividly  than  others, 
to  John  Feverel's  delight,  for  he  soon 
found  that  he  saw  more  clearly  what  he 
was  most  familiar  with,  and  what  he  most 
wished  to  see,  as  though  the  mirror  re- 
sponded to  some  secret  sympathy  of  his 
soul.  He  beheld  the  three  sons  of  the 
house  of  Feverel,  the  brothers  of  Esther, 
dead  before  she  was  born,  boys  all  three 
of  them,  but  manly  and  full  of  spirit;  he 
saw  them  come  to  bid  farewell  to  their 
mother,  as  they  went  forth,  clad  in  dark 
blue,  musket  on  shoulder,  on  the  long 
march  which  should  end  only  with  their 
death,  one  on  the  plains  of  Virginia,  and 
one  in  the  bayous  of  Louisiana,  and  one 
on  the  hill  at  Gettysburg;  and  the  shot 
which  killed  this  last,  reached  the  heart  of 
the  mother,  and  was  fatal,  though  she  lin- 
gered longenough  to  clasp  her  little  daugh- 
ter in  her  arms  before  she  followed  her 
boys  across  the  dark  threshold  of  death. 
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Then  a thick  cloud  of  smoke  rolled 
across  the  mirror,  as  though  a volley  had 
been  fired  over  their  graves,  and  as  this 
drifted  away,  John  Feverel,  looking  fixed- 
ly in  the  glass,  saw  the  open  door  of  the 
house,  and  a little  maid  went  forth  and 
gave  a glass  of  water  to  a courtly  old  gen- 
tleman, who  remained  uncovered  before 
her  while  he  quenched  his  thirst.  He 
knew  that  the  little  maid  was  his  grand- 
father’s sister,  and  he  recognized  the  court- 
ly old  gentleman  as  one  who  had  come  to 
bring  us  help  in  time  of  direst  need,  and 
who  was,  many  years  later,  on  a visit  to 
America  as  the  guest  of  the  nation. 

As  this  pleasant  vision  faded  away  soft- 
ly and  was  resolved  into  nothing,  there 
fell  upon  the  ear  of  the  man  who  was 
peering  into  the  mirror,  with  all  his  facul- 
ties at  their  utmost  tension — there  fell  upon 
his  ear  as  it  had  been  a rattle  of  drums, 
and  he  saw  a company  of  redcoats  drawn 
up  before  the  house,  and  on  the  door-step, 
confronting  them  sturdily,  while  she  pat- 
ted the  babe  at  her  breast,  stood  the  beau- 
tiful Rachel  Feverel,  wife  of  Colonel 
Francis  Feverel,  parleying  with  the  cap- 
tain of  the  British  troops,  and  bandying 
words  with  him  pertly,  that  he  might  de- 
lay, all  to  give  the  Continentals  time  to 
rally  and  return  and  cut  them  off. 

While  he  looked  the  scene  changed, 
and  the  rattle  of  drums  was  drowned  by 
shrieks  and  shrill  yells  like  the  cries  of 
wild  beasts.  The  door  was  closed  and 
barred,  and  defended  by  half  a score  of 
strong  men.  The  stanch  shutters  of  the 
windows  were  firmly  fastened,  and  men 
were  firing  through  the  loop-holes.  Fiery- 
headed  arrows  fell  against  the  door  now 
and  again,  and  were  extinguished  just  as 
they  were  about  to  fire  the  house.  But 
though  the  painted  Indians  encompassed 
them  on  every  side,  and  escape  was  im- 
possible, and  death  was  waiting  for  them, 
and  a fate  worse  than  death,  the  women 
of  the  family  were  not  craven  ; some  of 
them  were  loading  the  muskets,  every  shot 
from  which  hit  the  living  mark  it  was  aim- 
ed at;  and  some  were  gathered  in  a group 
about  the  fire,  melting  lead  from  the  roof 
and  running  it  into  bullet-moulds.  A lit- 
tle of  the  water  into  which  the  hot  bullets 
were  dropped  fell  upon  the  roaring  logs 
on  the  hearth,  and  the  white  steam  rushed 
up  and  bedimmed  the  mirror  so  that  John 
Feverel  could  see  nothing  more  for  a long 
while. 

At  last  the  steam  and  the  smoke  parted 


again  and  left  the  glass  clear.  The  hall 
was  silent  and  deserted ; and  Roger  Fever- 
el paced  slowly  and  thoughtfully  up  and 
down,  from  the  hearth  he  had  lighted 
with  a brand  from  the  burning  he  had  de- 
creed, to  the  door  which  shut  out  the  glo- 
ry of  the  summer  sun.  Judge  Feverel 
was  not  an  old  man  even  then,  though  he 
had  aged  since  the  day  when  he  had  done 
his  duty  at  Hadley  fight,  by  the  side  and 
under  the  orders  of  the  gray  warrior  who 
came  forth  mysteriously  to  lead  the  colo- 
nists to  victory,  and  who  was  recognized 
as  Goffe,  the  regicide.  As  he  strode  up 
and  down  the  hall  of  “The  Judge’s  Fol- 
ly” he  did  not  note  a light  footstep  upon 
the  stair,  and  he  did  not  see  a slight  and 
graceful  girlish  figure,  until  his  daughter 
stole  her  arm  in  his  as  he  turned  on  his  heel 
near  the  door.  When  Roger  Feverel  felt 
her  gentle  touch  his  hard  face  softened, 
and  he  gave  her  a look  of  deep  affection 
mingled  with  solicitude.  John  Feverel 
recalled  the  family  tradition  of  the  Judge’s 
daughter,  who  began  to  sicken  and  fade 
as  soon  as  she  set  foot  in  the  house  her 
father  had  built;  she  was  his  favorite  of 
all  his  children,  in  so  far  at  least  as  his 
stern  justice  allowed  liim  to  make  any  dis- 
tinction between  them.  As  she  leaned  on 
her  father’s  arm  she  seemed  so  fragile  that 
a puff  of  the  winter  breeze  would  blow 
her  away,  and  it  was  true  that  she  did 
not  live  out  the  first  December  in  the  new 
house.  She  turned  with  her  father  and 
drew  near  the  fire,  and  for  the  first  time 
her  face  became  visible  to  John  Feverel. 
He  looked  at  her  with  surprise,  for  he 
recognized  her — at  least  lie  had  a vague 
feeling  that  he  had  beheld  her  face  be- 
fore. The  beautiful  mouth,  the  tender 
eyes,  the  delicate  wave  of  the  hair  drawn 
tightly  back,  were  familiar  to  him,  like  a 
face  seen  in  a dream.  There  came  a sud- 
den thickening  of  the  misty  vapor  which 
enwrapped  the  mirror,  and  for  a moment 
lie  seemed  to  see  her  image  upon  this  un- 
substantial curtain;  and  then  he  remem- 
bered where  it  was  that  he  had  first  be- 
held the  face  of  the  Judge’s  daughter,  and 
he  knew  it  was  the  face  of  his  promised 
bride. 

A year  before,  John  Feverel  had  been 
in  Egypt,  and  one  day  he  had  joined  a lit- 
tle party  who  wished  to  view  the  Sphinx 
by  night.  After  the  pale  green  sunset 
had  died  away,  and  the  ruddy  after-glow 
had  followed  it  swiftly,  and  the  short  twi- 
light had  given  place  to  the  darkness  of 
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night,  the  party  sat  around  a fire  before  parentlya  Hindoo,  and  a man  of  unusual 
the  frcntae  where  they  were  to  sleep,  skill  and  presence,  performed  the  custom- 
Wliile  John  Feverel  was  lying  on  the  ary  wonders  of  Urn  itinerant  magician. 
«uid.  under  the  shadow  of  the  Sphinx,  A dragoman  hinted  to  one  of  the  party 
musing  on  the  riddle  of  life.  he.  was  sud - that  this  Hindoo  had  great  powers,  and 
denlv  awakened  to  the  emptiness  of  ex-  t hat  lie  had  been  known  to  reveal  to  a man 
tstence  bv  the  arrival  of  a little  band  of  the  portrait  of  bis  future  bride.  John, 
strolling  "per formers,  one  of  whom.  a.p-  Feverel,  who  had  drawn  on  one  side,  took 
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no  part  in  the  clamorous  outcry  of  his  fel- 
low-travellers for  an  immediate  exhibi- 
tion of  his  peculiar  power,  and  he  was 
much  surprised  when  the  Hindoo  turned 
to  him  gravely  and  offered  to  work  the 
wonder  for  him,  and  for  him  alone.  With 
his  keen  interest  in  thaumaturgy,  Feverel 
accepted  the  offer.  The  Hindoo  made 
two  smaller  fires  equidistant  from  that 
around  which  the  travellers  sat,  and  at 
each  he  stationed  one  of  the  two  boys 
who  served  as  his  assistants.  Then  the 
Hindoo  looked  into  John  Feverel’s  hand 
and  studied  its  lines  for  a moment.  Pro- 
ducing a package  of  some  strange  Orient- 
al incense,  he  bade  Feverel  cast  a handful 
of  it  on  the  fire.  As  he  obeyed,  a thick 
column  of  smoke  shot  into  the  air,  and  in 
the  centre  of  this  column  he  saw  a wo- 
man's face.  It  was  the  same  face  he  was 
to  see  again  in  the  mirror. 

It  was  a face  he  could  now  nevermore 
forget.  It  had  been  revealed  to  him  twice 
in  a vision,  once  in  a column  of  smoke  in 
Egypt,  and  once  again  in  a mirror  here  in 
New  England.  He  wondered  if  he  was 
never  to  behold  her  in  more  tangible  real- 
ity, and  to  meet  her  face  to  face  in  actual 
life,  where  he  might  take  her  by  the  hand 
and  bid  her  mark  the  beatings  of  his 
heart,  and  ask  her  to  share  his  life  through 
good  fortune  and  ill. 

He  sat  silently  and  long,  dreaming  and 
musing.  When  he  aroused  himself  at 
last,  the  rising  smoke  was  now  only  a thin 
thread,  and  the  fire  had  shrivelled  to  a 
few  scant  embers.  He  had  a suspicion 
that  there  was  some  ingredient  in  the 
Japanese  preparation  he  had  sprinkled 
over  the  flames  which  had  sufficed  to 
quench  them  finally.  For  the  first  time 
in  the  two  centuries  since  Roger  Feverel 
had  lighted  the  fire  on  that  hearth  it  burn- 
ed low,  and  although  it  yet  lingered  and 
might  be  resuscitated  by  effort,  it  was  well- 
nigh  dead.  Through  the  open  door  the 
slant  rays  of  the  setting  sun  entered  the 
hall  and  bathed  it  in  an  immaterial  glory. 

John  Feverel  raised  his  eyes  again  to  the 
mirror  to  see  if  haply  he  might  gain  another 
glimpse  of  the  face  which  had  moved  him  so 
strangely.  The  glass  was  no  longer  wreath- 
ed in  vapor,  and  yet  again  it  reflected  the 
same  face,  not  dimly  now,  nor  indistinct, 
not  as  a phantom,  intangible  and  tantaliz- 
ing, but  alive,  and  with  the  smile  of  life 
and  health  and  youth.  Then  he  heard  a 
light  footfall,  and  lie  sprang  to  his  feet 
and  stood  before  the  woman  of  his  vision. 


And  she  stood  before  him  in  flesh  and 
blood,  this  woman  whom  he  had  seen  only 
in  the  mirror  of  the  past.  Mouth  and 
eyes  and  hair  and  the  beauty  of  which 
these  were  symbols  were  to  him  unmistak- 
able. Even  her  dress  in  its  simplicity  re- 
called that  of  Roger  Feverel's  daughter. 
The  beauty  which  in  the  evanescent  vi- 
sions had  been  vague  and  fleeting  was  in 
life  beyond  all  question.  It  was  the  beau- 
ty of  New  England,  and  it  dwelt  as  much 
in  delicacy  of  color  as  in  the  regularity 
of  outline.  It  was  beauty  not  only  of 
face,  but  also  of  figure,  as  firm  in  fact  as 
it  seemed  fragile.  But  perhaps  the  chief 
charm  lay  in  the  eyes,  dreamy  yet  noble, 
full  of  frankness  and  candor.  John  Fev- 
erel stood  before  her  entranced,  or  rather 
as  one  awakened  from  reverie  to  a delight- 
ful reality. 

As  she  came  toward  him,  with  a brill- 
iant smile  of  welcome,  she  held  out  her 
hand. 

44  It  is  Cousin  John, I am  sure,”  she  said. 
“Though  we  did  not  expect  you  until  to- 
morrow, I know  you.  The  Feverels  are 
a marked  race,  with  our  dark  eyes  and 
light  hair.” 

“And  you  are  Esther?”  he  said. 

“ Yes,  I am  Esther,”  was  her  answer. 

The  voice  was  the  voice  of  an  angel  in 
its  sweetness  and  purity.  John  Feverel 
almost  hesitated  to  believe  that  he  was 
not  dreaming  still,  that  he  was  no  louger 
peering  into  the  mirror  in  which  he  had 
beheld  her  only  a few  minutes  before. 

“I  am  sorry  that  we  were  not  here  to 
welcome  you  this  afternoon,  but  my  fa- 
ther went  into  town,  and  I was  away  in 
the  orchard,  and  I did  not  know  you  were 
here  until  I saw  your  horse.” 

He  took  the  baud  she  extended  to  him, 
and  murmured  inarticulate  acknowledg- 
ment. He  found  few  words,  though  he 
was  wont  to  be  ready.  His  tongue  re- 
fused its  office,  but  his  love  spake  from 
liis  eyes.  Her  glance  fell,  under  his 
steady  gaze,  and  a slight  blush  crimsoned 
her  cheek.  It  was  as  though,  having  seen 
her  once,  he  did  not  wish  ever  again  to 
lose  sight  of  her,  and  to  be  compelled  to 
roly  on  incantation  for  her  re-appearance. 
She  hesitated  for  a little  space,  and  then 
she  continued:  44 1 hope  you  will  be  hap- 
py here,  as  I have  been.  It  is  a dear  old 
house,  and  I have  spent  my  life  here,  and 
I love  it.  But  I fear  you  will  not  be  con- 
tent with  what  pleased  an  ignorant  girl, 
after  your  wanderings  all  over  the  world.*’ 
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“ What  I have  seen  of  the  house  seems 
like  a glimpse  of  paradise/’  he  said,  when 
at  last  he  found  his  voice.  4 4 And  I should 
be  hard  to  please  if  I were  to  wish  to  leave 
it.  I am  sure  that  I shall  not  want  to 
roam  again.  I shall  be  content  here 
now,”  and  to  these  last  words  he  gave  a 
deep  meaning,  so  that  the  blush  mantled 
her  cheek  again.  “I  have  come  home  to 
rest  by  my  own  fireside.” 

As  he  said  this  she  cast  an  involuntary 
glance  upou  the  hearth.  Then  she  sprang 
forward  with  feverish  haste:  “You  have 
let  the  fire  go  out,”  she  said,  reproachful- 
ly, “and  it  has  been  burning  here  day 
and  night,  summer  and  winter,  ever  since 
the  house  was  built.” 

John  Feverel  said  nothing,  but  watch- 
ed her  as  she  heaped  the  wood  over  the 
scant  embers  and  sought  to  fan  them  into 
a flame.  Perhaps  it  was  the  fixity  of  his 
glance  which  disturbed  her,  for  she  arose 
sharply  and  turned  to  seek  a match.  The 
skirt  of  her  dress  rested  for  a second  on 
one  of  the  dying  embers,  and  as  she  stooped 
again  the  flames  sprang  up  and  enveloped 
her. 

With  the  prompt  decision  of  a man  used 


to  the  facing  of  emergencies,  John  Fev- 
erel seized  the  heavy  Oriental  rug  which 
lay  before  the  hearth.  He  flung  it  in- 
stantly around  the  girl,  and  rolled  it 
tightly,  extinguishing  the  slight  flame  be- 
fore it  had  force  even  to  scorch  her  fair 
skin.  For  a minute  he  kept  her  wrapped 
closely  in  his  arms. 

Then,  as  he  relaxed  his  hold  a little,  she 
released  herself. 

“ But  you  must  not  let  the  fire  go  out,” 
she  said,  gently,  “even  if  it  did  try  to 
burn  me.” 

He  placed  her  in  the  chair  before  the 
hearth,  and  he  stepped  forward  and  stamp- 
ed out  the  last  lingering  ember,  powerless 
thereafter  for  good  or  evil.  She  watched 
him  with  a woman's  acquiescence  in  the 
force  of  a man’s  will.  When  the  last 
spark  was  quenched,  he  came  to  her  and 
took  her  hand. 

“ Let  the  old  fire  of  intolerance  and  ha- 
tred go  out.”  he  said.  “For  nearly  two 
hundred  years  its  smoke  has  cast  a shadow 
over  the  Feverels.  I hope  for  a new  light 
and  a purer  flame  on  our  hearth and  he 
knelt  beside  her,  and  her  hand  rested  in 
his. 
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BY  KALIDASA. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  SANSKRIT  BY  EDWIN  ARNOLD,  C.S.I. 


THE  first  book  ever  printed  in  Sanskrit 
type  was  the  Ritu  Sanhdra , or 
Round  of  the  Seasons , from  a portion  of 
which  the  following  translation  has  been 
made.  Sir  William  Jones  superintended 
its  publication  in  the  year  1792  a.d.,  and 
styled  the  volume,  The  Seasons : A De- 
scriptive Poem  by  Calidds,  in  the  origi- 
nal Sanskrit , adding  by  way  of  preface: 
“This  book  is  the  first  ever  printed  in 
Sanskrit,  and  it  is  by  the  press  alone  that 
the  ancient  literature  of  India  can  be  pre- 
served. A learner  of  that  most  interest- 
ing language,  who  had  carefully  perused 
one  of  the  popular  grammars,  could  hard- 
ly begin  his  course  of  study  witli  an  easier 
or  more  elegant  work  than  the  4 Ritu  San- 
hara,’ an  ‘Assemblage  of  the  Seasons.’ 
Every  line  composed  by  Calidas  is  exqui- 
sitely polished,  and  every  couplet  in  the 
following  poem  exhibits  an  Indian  land- 
scape, always  beautiful,  sometimes  highly 
colored,  but  never  beyond  nature."  In 


these  sentences  the  illustrious  editor  did 
no  more  than  justice  to  the  richness  and 
beauty  of  the  “Ritu  Sanhara,”  and  also 
upheld  the  universal  Indian  tradition 
which  ascribes  the  poem  to  the  ever-fa- 
mous  Kalidasa,  the  greatest  poet  and 
dramatist  of  India,  if  we  except  the  half- 
mythical  compilers  of  her  chief  epics.  He 
was  the  brightest  of  “the  nine  gems”  who 
adorned  the  court  of  King  Vikramaditya 
at  Ujjayini;  and  supposing  this  monarch 
— as  Wilson  thought— to  he  the  same  that 
reigned  in  B.c.  56,  the  “Ritu  Sanhara"  is 
older  than  the  Odes  of  Horace,  so  that  even 
as  a specimen  of  ancient  Hindoo  lyrical 
poetry  it  would  well  deserve  translation 
into  English.  But  as  Lassen  has  said  in 
the  Indische  Alterth  umskunde: 44  Kalidasa 
may  be  considered  as  the  brightest  star  in 
the  firmament  of  Hindoo  poetry.  He  de- 
serves this  praise  on  account  of  the  mas- 
tery with  which  he  wields  the  language, 
and  on  account  of  the  consummate  tact 
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with  which  he  imparts  to  it  a more  sim-  etical  ends,  the  beauty  of  his  narrative,  the 
pie  or  more  artificial  form,  according  to  delicacy  of  his  sentiments,  and  the  fertili- 
the  requirements  of  the  subjects  treated  ty  of  his  imagination.”  If  that  portion  of 
by  him,  without  falling  into  the  pedantic  the  work  here  presented  fails  to  justify  this 
diction  of  later  poets  or  overstepping  the  high  eulogy,  the  fault  is  the  translator’s,  for 
limits  of  good  taste;  on  account,  also,  of  the  “Ritu  Sanhara”  is  certainly  a remark- 
the  variety  of  his  creations,  his  ingenious  ably  melodious  poem,  which  ought  not  to 
conceptions,  and  his  happy  choice  of  sub-  remain  unknown  to  those  who  speak  the 
jects;  and  not  less  on  account  of  the  com-  tongue  of  her  Imperial  Majesty  the  Era- 
plete  manner  in  which  he  attains  his  po-  press  of  India.  Edwin  Arnold. 

GRISHMA,  OR  THE  SEASON  OF  HEAT. 

[From  the  Ritu  Sanh&ra , by  K&lid&sa.] 

With  fierce  noons  beaming,  moons  of  glory  gleaming, 

Full  conduits  streaming,  where  fair  bathers  lie; 

With  sunsets  splendid,  when  the  strong  day,  ended, 

Melts  into  peace,  like  a tired  lover's  sigh — 

So  cometh  summer  nigh. 

And  nights  of  ebon  blackness,  laced  with  lustres 
From  starry  clusters;  courts  of  calm  retreat, 

Where  wan  rills  warble  over  glistening  marble; 

Cold  jewels,  and  the  sandal,  moist  and  sweet — 

These  for  the  time  are  meet 

Of  “Suchi,”  dear  one  of  the  bright  days,  bringing 
Love  songs  for  singing  which  all  hearts  enthrall, 

Wine  cups  that  sparkle  at  the  lips  of  lovers, 

Odors  and  pleasures  in  the  palace  hall: 

In  “Suchi”  these  befall. 

For  then,  with  wide  hips  richly  girt,  and  bosoms 
Fragrant  with  blossoms,  and  with  pearl  strings  gay, 

Their  new-laved  hair  unbound,  and  spreading  round 
Faint  scents,  the  palace  maids  in  tender  play 
The  ardent  heats  allay 

Of  princely  playmates.  Through  the  gates  their  feet, 

With  lac-dye  rosy  and  neat,  and  anklets  ringing, 

In  music  trip  along,  echoing  the  song 

Of  wild  swans,  all  men's  hearts  by  subtle  singing 
To  Kama's  service  bringing; 

For  who,  their  sandal-scented  breasts  perceiving, 

Their  white  pearls — weaving  with  the  saffron  stars 
Girdles  and  diadems — their  gold  and  gems 

Linked  upon  waist  and  thigh,  in  Love's  soft  snares 
Is  not  caught  unawares  ? 

Then  lay  they  by  their  robes — no  longer  light 
For  the  warm  midnight — and  their  beauty  cover 
With  woven  veil  too  airy  to  conceal 

Its  dew-pearled  softness;  so,  with  youth  clad  over, 

Each  seeks  her  eager  lover. 

And  sweet  airs  winnowed  from  the  sandal  fans, 

Faint  balm  that  nests  between  those  gem-bound  breasts, 

Voices  of  stream  and  bird,  and  clear  notes  heard 
From  vina  strings  amid  the  songs’  unrests. 

Wake  passion.  With  light  jests, 
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And  sidelong*  glances,  and  coy  smiles  and  dances, 
Each  maid  enhances  nearly  sprung  delight ; 
Quick  leaps  the  fire  of  Love1*  divine  desire. 

So  kindled  in  the  season  when  l Vie  Night 
With  broadest  moons 


is  bright 


Digitized  by  Go,  ole 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


64 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Till,  on  the  silvered  terraces,  sleep-sunken, 

With  Love’s  draughts  drunken,  those  close  lovers  lie; 
And— all  for  sorrow  there  shall  come  To  morrow — 

The  Moon,  who  watched  them,  pales  in  the  gray  sky, 
While  the  still  Night  doth  die. 


Then  breaks  fierce  Day!  The  whirling  dust  is  driven 
O’er  earth  and  heaven,  until  the  sun-scorched  plain 

Its  road  scarce  shows  for  dazzling  heat  to  those 
Who,  far  from  home  and  love,  journey  in  pain, 
Longing  to  rest  again. 

Panting  and  parched,  with  muzzles  dry  and  burning, 

For  cool  streams  yearning,  herds  of  antelope 
. Haste  where  the  brassy  sky,  banked  black  and  high, 

Hath  clouded  promise.  “There  will  be” — they  hope — 
“Water  beyond  the  tope!” 

Sick  with  the  glare,  his  hooded  terrors  failing,  * 

His  slow  coils  trailing  o'er  the  fiery  dust,  , 

The  cobra  glides  to  nighest  shade,  and  hides 
His  head  beneath  the  peacock’s  train:  he  must 
His  ancient  foeman  trust! 

The  purple  pea-fowl,  wholly  overmastered 
By  the  red  morning,  droop  with  weary  cries; 

No  stroke  they  make  to  slay  that  gliding  snake 
Who  creeps  for  shelter  underneath  the  eyes 
Of  their  spread  jewelries! 

The  jungle  lord,  the  kingly  tiger,  prowling. 

For  fierce  thirst  howling,  orbs  a-stare  and  red, 

Sees  without  heed  the  elephants  pass  by  him, 

Lolls  his  lank  tongue,  and  hangs  his  bloody  head, 

His  mighty  forces  fled. 

Nor  heed  the  elephants  that  tiger,  plucking 

Green  leaves,  and  sucking  with  a dry  trunk  dew; 

Tormented  by  the  blazing  Day,  they  wander, 

And,  nowhere  finding  water,  still  renew 
Their  search — a woful  crew ! 

With  restless  snout  rooting  the  dank  morasses, 

Where  reeds  and  grasses  on  the  salt  slime  grow, 

The  wild-boars,  grunting  ill-content  and  anger, 

Dig  lairs  to  shield  them  from  the  torturing  glow. 

Deep,  deep  as  they  can  go. 

The  frog,  for  misery  of  his  pool  departing — 

’Neath  that  flame-darting  ball — and  waters  drained 

Down  to  their  mud,  crawls  croaking  forth,  to  cower 
Under  the  black-snake’s  coils,  where  there  is  gained 
A little  shade;  and,  strained 

To  patience  by  such  heat,  scorching  the  jewel 
Gleaming  so  cruel  on  his  venomous  head, 

That  worm,  whose  tongue,  as  the  blast  burns  along, 

Licks  it  for  coolness — all  discomfited — 

Strikes  not  his  strange  friend  dead! 

The  pool,  with  tender-growing  cups  of  lotus 

Once  brightly  blowing,  hath  no  blossoms  more! 

Its  fish  are  dead,  its  fearful  cranes  are  fled, 


Digitized  by  Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


wMmmm 


<<  THKOt'GH  THE  GATES  THKIU  FRET,  WITH  LAC-Mt;  ROSY  AM*  N K. A T 


And  crowding  elephants  its  flowery  shore 
Tramp  to  a miry  fl60r. 

With  foam-strings  roping  front  his  jowls,  ami  dropping 
Front  dried  drawn  lips,  horns  laid  aback,  and  eyes 
Mad  with  the  drouth,  and  thirst-tormented  mouth. 
Down-thundering  from  his  mountain  cavern  flies 
The  bison,  in  wild  wise, 
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The  pleasant  grass.  The  forest’s  leafy  mass 

Wiltered;  its  waters  waned : its  grace  exhausted 
Its  creatures  was  red. 


Then  leaps  to  view— hhxxl  red  ami  bright  of  hue— 

As  blooms  sprung  new  on  the  kusuuibha-tree— 

The  wild  tire's  tongue,  fanned  by  the  wind,  and  flung 
Furiously  forth  : the  palms,  canes,  brakes,  you  see 
Wrapped  in  one  agony 

Of  lurid  death I The  conflagration,  driven 
In  fiery  levin,  roars  from  jungle  eaves; 
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Into  the  r.ver  waves 
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Old  Winter  has  besieged  us  unawares,  and 
in  playful  taunt  has  left  traces  of  his  white 
and  silent  moccasin  upon  the  earth-car- 
pet beneath  our  window. 

At  break  of  dawn,  behold!  the  earth  is 
transfigured.  The  bleak  hills  and  mea- 
dows of  yesterday  have  vanished,  lost,  it 
would  almost  seem,  beyond  recovery.  Our 
own  possessions  seem  strange  and  unfa- 
miliar to  us,  and  we  can  scarce  locate  the 
familiar  boundaries  of  the  home  lot. 

“ We  look  upon  a world  unknown, 

On  nothing  we  can  call  our  own. . . . 

No  cloud  above,  no  earth  below, 

A universe  of  sky  aud  snow.” 

The  gentle  rain  falling  from  heaven 
alike  upon  the  just  and  the  unjust  is  the 
accepted  figure  of  mercy;  but  the  celes- 
tial snow,  the  white- winged  rain,  is  it  not 
even  a more  fitting  symbol  ? It  falls  like 
a universal  benison  upon  the  desolated 
landscape.  It  comes  like  the  welcome 
kiss  of  motherhood  to  the  numb,  cold 
face  of  nature,  and  its  tender  touch  is  the 
caress  of  kindness  and  beneficence.  The 
deepest  root  gives  thanks;  the  dormant 
dwellers  in  nest  or  burrow  are  dimly  con- 
scious, perhaps,  of  the  soft  down-like  cov- 
ering ; and  the  quickened  earth  sends  up  its 
grateful  emblems  beneath  the  snow-flakes 
— their  mimic  starry  flower,  the  chick- 
weed,  fuller  and  more  perfect  now  than 
summer  sun  has  ever  seen.  Yonder  in 
the  woods  the  drooping  hemlocks,  with  out- 
stretched arms,  and  clad  in  their  celestial 
vestments,  seem  to  muster  like  venerable 
priests  at  some  baptismal  ceremony. 

How  this  clear,  purged  atmosphere 
sharpens  the  sight  and  opens  up  the  hori- 
zon, as  the  merciful  mantle  of  the  snow 
smooths  away  all  former  invidious  dis- 
tinctions, and  confounds  our  arbitrary 
judgments!  In  these  white  fields  you 
shall  not  know  poverty  from  affluence, 
worldly  distinction  from  obscure  humil- 
ity. The  princely  park  and  the  plebeian 
potato  patch  are  one ; their  artificial  bar- 
rier is  blotted  out  in  this  universal  bap- 
tism of  beneficent  whiteness. 

Let  us  walk  out  into  the  inviting  woods. 
The  trees  can  never  be  so  fully  seen  as 
now.  Their  painted  trunks,  relieved 
against  this  neutral  foil  of  snow,  disclose 
a surprising  wealth  of  color,  and  the  ex- 
quisite tracery  of  branch  and  twig,  the 
essential  elements  of  the  tree's  beauty  and 
character,  heretofore  largely  concealed 
by  the  perishable  garniture  of  foliage,  is 
now  revealed.  The  true  tree,  freed  from 


all  disguise,  stands  forth  like  an  athlete 
stripped  for  the  contest.  Observe  the  soft, 
blending  tones  on  the  bole  of  this  smooth, 
dappled  beech.  See  the  infinity  of  refined 
grays,  browns,  and  greens  which  every- 
where spread  and  intermelt  upon  its  sur- 
face. “The  painted  beech,”  it  has  been 
happily  called.  Yes,  it  is  the  palette  of  the 
sylvan  studio.  It  is  Dame  Nature’s  sam- 
pler. Upon  its  gray  surface  she  mixes 
and  tests  her  sober  and  subtler  tints,  to  be 
afterward  disposed  in  those  artfully  art- 
less contrasts  throughout  the  landscape. 
You  shall  find  this  silvery  sample  on  yon- 
der rock -maple,  disposed  in  one  telling 
splash,  divided  vertically  by  the  brown 
fissures  of  the  bark.  This  bright  ochery 
remnant  re-appears  on  the  hickory  beyond, 
in  strong  brilliant  touches  here  and  there 
upon  the  shingly  shales;  and  the  broad 
rock  hard  by  has  received  lavish  decora- 
tion in  mottled  circles  of  this  pale  sage 
green.  Here  is  the  array  of  tints  with 
which  she  paints  the  antiquated  stone 
walls,  and  here  the  sheeny  gray  by  which 
she  has  reclaimed  the  rambling  miles  of 
splintered  rails.  The  virescent  drab  of 
poplar,  the  rosy  ash  of  young  maple,  and 
the  varied  mosaic  of  the  mossy  bowlder, 
all  find  their  complement  here. 

With  its  clean,  trim  contour  and  bright, 
smooth  complexion,  we  may  readily  ap- 
preciate the  estimate  of  Thoreau.  “No 
tree  has  so  fair  a bole  or  so  handsome  an 
instep  as  the  beech.”  This  latter  feature, 
however,  is  often  lost  in  the  vrinter  woods, 
as  the  trees  stand  knee-deep  in  snow,  and 
the  comely  slope  of  their  feet,  clad  in  vel- 
vety moss,  is  concealed  from  view. 

It  is  a common  error  to  suppose  that 
winter  effaces  the  distinctions  of  individ- 
uality among  the  various  trees.  Nothing 
can  be  further  from  the  truth.  1 1 Are  you 
the  friend  of  your  friend’s  thoughts,  or  of 
his  buttons  ?”  asks  Emerson,  as  though 
we  should  know  our  companion  only  by 
his  dress.  Many  of  our  trees  announce 
themselves  even  more  distinctly  in  Feb- 
ruary than  in  June.  The  shagbark  was 
never  barked  as  now.  The  white  birch 
reveals'  many  more  of  her  distinctive 
pallid  features;  and  in  this  unseason- 
able weather  the  tattooed  buff  * satin 
dress  of  her  cousin,  the  yellow  birch, 
seems  more  than  ever  conspicuous.  The 
tupelo  never  more  effectually  asserted  its 
precious  whimsicality.  The  white  oak 
audibly  rustles  its  identity;  and  the  mar- 
bled buttonwood-tree  hangs  out  a tell-tale 
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Who  the  hint  of  ffye 

brown  frozen  zfiph*  lodged  vmWrg 
the  twigs  U>  tiiiU  it#  Dziw  ? Is  it  not 
writimt  in  every.  AjrVgfe  of  its  cccen 
trie  spray,  or  *?veu  in  its  sh  mlow  i n 
I ho  snow  y LiUew&e  fjre  elm  with 
pcinlerd.  ttosk  the  spiral  fluted  bmvu 
he&nv  ami  *ugnr  vnap)?*  too  Who  would 
not  know  umdt  from  f*  fragment  of  its  bark  1 
Scarcely  m a less  decree  do  tlie  linden,  the 
ash,  the  various  wil lows,  oaks,  and  maples, 
the  chestnut  ami  the  tulip  tree,  assert  their 
individuality  and  claim  recognition.  To  the 
curious  observer  they  soon  become  familiar, 
and  be  can  nanie  them,  all  at  a glance. 

The  pendulous  button-balls  already  alluded  to,  together  with  the  clinging  leaves  of 
some  *n  the  white  ami  red  oaks,  are,  perhaps,  among  our  deciduous  trees  the  most 
conspicuous  objects  which  conmionly  meet  the  eye  in  a winter  walk.  It  is  not  easy 
to  compn -bend  why  these  oak  leaves  persist  in  clinging  so  tenaciously  to  the  parent 
stem.  The  wind  actually  twists  them  off,  The  fibrous  stubs  of  their  stems  may  be 
seen  well  into  spring  still  retaining  their  hold,  yielding  only  to  the  swelling  buds  of 
May  growing  from  their  axils,  and  which  literally  crowd  them  from  the  t wig. 

Though  less  mysterious,  the  button -ball  is  stili  more  remarkable  in  its  tenacity. 
It  is  in  vulnerable.  For  indomitable  pluck  and  dogged  pertinacity  I know  of  no  bet- 
ter type,  for  while  the  oak  leaves  one  by  one,  torn  and  demoralized,  have  given  up 


THE  UICCHAIJP  IN  WINTER. 


Digitized  by 


Go  gle 


Original  froi 


A WINTER  WALK 


the  fight,  and  flown  headlong  to  the  white  truce  below,  the  legions  aloft  in  the  button- 
wood tree  have  defied  the  wildest  elements,  they  have  scarcely  suffered  a bruise. 

The  nettle  tree,  with  its  sugar-coated  pellets,  and  the  hawthorn,  holly,  locust,  and 
mountain  ash.  often  bear 
their  fruits  far  into  the 
winter,  as  the  birds  well 
know;  and  among  the 
shrubs  the  sumacs,  wild 
roses,  sweet  viburnum, 
bar  berry,  black  alder,  wax 
myrtle,  and  climbing  bit- 
ter sweet  are  similarly 
conspicuous ; also  the 
clambering  wild  grape 
and  its  allied  Woodbine; 
but  most  of  these  are  evi- 
dently baited  for  the  birds, 
and  thus  are  naturally  dis- 
sem  i n a led  d u r i n g th  e w i n - 
ter  season. 

* These  white  months  are 
the  triumphal  epoch  of  the 
evergreens.  When  has 
their  varied  beauty  and 
character  been  so  accent- 
uate I and  set  off  as  now 
in  our  winter  walk ! The 
compact  pyramids  of  the 
rich  olive  cedars  ! the 
stately  symmetry  of  the 
pines:  Here  we  are  con- 
fronted with  a low  hang 
mg  branch  ; how  intricate 
the  spi  ciliated  tracery  of 
its  silhouette  etched  with 
its  own  needles  against 
the  snow!  Would  you 
know  a treasure  of  our 
woodlands  not  half  appre* 
rioted  ? Look,  then,  at 
our  beautiful  drooping 
hemlock,  peerless  in  grace 
among  the  evergreens  of 
the  world.  Not  the  boast- 
ed Himalayan  cedar  { Ce- 
dru&  deodar),  Chinese  cy- 
press. nor  the  several  ex- 
amples of  retin isponi,  so 
priced  by  connoisseurs, 
can  compare  with  it  in  the 
constituents  of  true  beau- 
ty, It  carries  itself  like 
a queen  among  them  all. 

The  formal  arbitrary  type 
of  the  conifers  so  conspic- 
uously adhered  to  in  the 
well-known  examples  of 
while  pine  and  Norway 
spruce,  and  which  more  or 
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less  regulates  the  growth 
of  most  of  our  evergreens, 
is  disregarded  or  artfully 
disguised  in  our  hemlock. 
There  is  a careless  freedom 
in  its  drapery  and  a wild, 
free,  independent  swing 
about  its  spray  which  are 
racy  of  the  native  soil,  and 
should  win  our  sympathetic 
admiration. 

Leaving  the  snow  fields  to  walk 
beneath  the  canopy  of  the  pines  is  al- 
most like  passing  from  January  to  June. 
One  may  readily  forget  in  these  “cathedral 
woods,  with  soft  brown  silence  carpeted,”  the 
complexion  of  the  outside  world.  The  common 
summer  features  of  the  pines  seem  to  have  under- 
gone little  apparent  change.  The  arbutus,  the 
partridge-vine,  and  the  snowberry  show  their  ac- 
customed thrift.  Likewise  the  pipsissewa  and 
pyrola , whose  slender  spires  of  seed-pods  suggest 
the  flowers. 

The  creeping  lycopodiums  are  the  same  as  al- 
ways; the  winter-green  is  in  its  element;  and  the 
brilliant  ternate  leaves  of  the  coptis  never  more 
invitingly  displayed  their  “ harmless  gold.”  The 
scantiness  of  vegetation  beneath  the  pines  and 
among  dense  evergreens  generally  is  well  known, 
and  while  the  pine  wood  has  a limited  flora  pe- 
culiar to  itself,  equipped  to  force  a passage  through 
the  meshes  of  matted  needles,  the  common  plants 
habitually  to  be  met  with  in  equally  shaded  nooks 
are  absent.  One  might  naturally  infer  that  the 
mischief  lies  in  the  dense  barren  screen  of  needles, 
were  it  not  that  the  matter  was  set  at  rest  long 
ago  by  the  discovery  of  Pliny,  who  had  an  inter- 
esting theory  which  shows  at  least  that  conifer 
woods  have  remained  the  same  through  the  ages. 
This  antique  philosopher  lets  a little  characteristic 
light  into  their  umbrage.  Discoursing  upon  trees, 
he  affirms,  through  the  quaint  “early  English”  of 
his  translator,  that  “there  is  not  the  shadow  of 

any  one  tree  but  either  is  a kind  of  nource  or  a curst  step-dame for  without  all 

question  the  shade  of  pine-trees,  pitch-trees,  & firs  is  no  better  than  poison  to  all  that 
is  within  the  coinpasse  of  it,  and  kils  whatsoever  it  toueheth.” 

Here  we  bid  the  pines  adieu,  to  walk  out  again  upon  the  crunching  snow,  following 
along  the  corn  field's  edge,  where  the  zigzag  fence  is  besieged  with  fantastic  peaked 
drifts,  overtopping  all  but  the  highest  rails.  How  alpen-like  their  overhanging 
peaks!  how  blue  and  vast  and  limitless  their  shadows!  Lie  down  upon  the  snow 
and  shut  out  the  distant  trees,  divest  yourself  of  your  physical  identity,  and  look  up 
at  this  beetling  range  as  an  ant  might  do.  What  need  of  Switzerland,  of  Jungfrau  or 
Matterhorn!  At  this  focal  range  the  mastodon  is  but  a midge,  and  man  learns  his 
true  status  as  a constituent  of  the  universe.  I have  now  only  to  will,  and  “I  become 
a transparent  eyeball;  I am  nothing:  I see  all.”  An  inch  of  this  white  slope  of  drift 
becomes  a mile,  each  separate  wavelet  which  rises  to  an  abrupt  edge  here  and  there 
upon  its  surface  becomes  a bold  crag  with  a deep  gulf  at  its  base,  and  every  interpos- 
ing furrow  a yawning  caflon.  Here  a delicate  spine  of  some  weed,  no  larger  than  a 
pin,  rises  above  the  surface.  I break  it  into  a half-dozen  short  pieces,  and  arrange 
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beyond  by  a glittering  wall  of  mountain, 
which  receives  the  phantom  shadow  of 
their  own  and  neighboring  alps  upon  its 
perpendicular  face!  Below  in  the  depths 
of  the  abyss,  too  distant  for  the  ear  to  de- 
tect, almost  too  remote  for  sight,  the  un- 
dermining torrent  roars  beneath  vast  gla- 
cial fields,  and  crystal  caverns  more  won- 
drous than  any  realm  of  fairy  lore,  miles 
in  height,  set  with  scintillating  diamonds, 
conceal  the  rushing  flood.  Here  are  di- 
aphanous prisons  where  the  encaged  sun- 
beam seems  to  flutter  beneath  the  filmy 
pellicle,  and  every  partition,  nook,  and 
corner  is  rimmed  with  brilliants  or  fringed 
with  crystal  feathers.  Here  are  prismatic 
pinnacles  and  stalagmites  and — 

But  what  is  this  ? Some  enormous  ob- 
ject falls  precipitately  upon  the  slope,  and 
threatens  to  annihilate  my  alpine  party  at 
one  fell  swoop.  It  bounds  and  plunges 
and  rolls  to  the  bottom  of  the  alp,  incas- 
ing itself  in  snow,  and  leaving  a long  and 
continually  widening  valley  in  its  wake. 
A meteorite ! Forgetting  that  this  snowy 
ball  is  at  least  five  hundred  feet  in  diam- 
eter, I reach  out  and  grasp  it  in  my  giant 
hand,  break  it  open,  and  disclose  the  nu- 
cleus at  its  centre.  No,  it  is  not  an  aero- 
lite. It  is  only  a prosaic  hickory-nut, 
which  has  thus  broken  in  upon  and  dis- 
pelled my  pretty  fancy,  and  thus  brought 
me  back  from  alp-land. 

Looking  aloft  upon  the  jutting  rail,  two 
shining  black  eyes  look  down  at  me,  and  a 
rollicking  snicker  wakes  the  echoes  from 
the  old  rail-fence.  The  squirrels  in  these 
winter  days  are  mostly  buried  snugly  in 
their  dens,  and  wrapped  up  in  their  furry 
tails,  but  some  enterprising  individuals  are 
always  abroad  save  in  the  very  severest 
weather.  Be  off,  you  rascal ! and  at  a 
clap  of  my  hands  Bun  scampers  away 
along  the  rider  with  a saucy  flirt  of  his 
tail  at  every  angle. 

These  tiny  furrows,  each  with  its  snow- 
ball at  its  lower  terminus,  may  frequently 
be  seen  after  a fresh  snow-fall  on  steep 
slopes  or  drifts,  and  usually  at  the  centre 
there  will  be  found  a seed,  berry,  nut,  or 
what  not  which  was  the  original  cause  of 
the  phenomenon,  and  whose  progress  may 
easily  be  detected  in  the  evidences  at  the 
uppermost  end  of  the  trail.  I remember 
once  in  one  of  my  winter  walks  coming 
upon  a drift  directly  under  a projecting 
fence  beam,  where  the  snow  was  striated 
as  if  with  a comb  from  summit  to  base. 
There  had  been  a light  fall  of  snow  over  a 
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hard  crust,  and  the  beginning  of  each  trail 
appeared  as  a succession  of  dots  indicating 
as  many  bounds  of  the  falling  objects,  each 
at  length  forming  a clean-cut  furrow  to 
the  base  of  the  drift.  In  this  case  the 
descent  had  been  so  easy  and  precipitous 
thM  the  impetus  of  the  original  revolution 
of  the  nut  had  been  maintained  through- 
out, resulting  in  a disk-like  form  of  snow 
two  inches  or  more  in  diameter,  with  the 
nut  perfectly  visible  at  its  centre. 

In  the  low  fallows  among  the  wiry 
sedges  you  may  observe  the  fresh-fallen 
snow  decorated  here  and,  there  with  dainty 
rings,  as  true  as  if  marked  with  a compass, 
each  like  a fairy  circle  surrounding  some 
isolated  stem.  I have  seen  them  by  the 
hundreds  upon  the  snow  as  well  as  upon 
the  sand  dunes  at  the  sea  shore,  and  they 
were  pretty  mysteries  until  the  analytic 
eye  detected  the  revolving  wind-blown 
stylus  inscribing  with  its  wiry  tip.  Here 
is  the  complement  of  the  pendulums  that 
hang  aloft  in  the  buttonwood-tree.  There 
the  seconds  are  recorded.  Here  is  the  dial 
whose  shadow  marks  the  hour. 

The  snow  covers  and  buries  a multitude 
of  earth’s  features,  but,  at  the  same  time,  of 
secrets  it  is  a great  revealer.  This  white 
page  is  full  of  interest  if  one  cares  to  read. 
It  is  alive  with  furry  news  not  to  be  gath- 
ered at  any  other  season.  What  a nerv- 
ous, eccentric,  racy  vernacular  have  these 
hardy  little  Arabs  of  the  snow — the  mice, 
the  squirrels,  and  the  birds!  Their  place 
in  the  wild  country  never  seemed  so  spirit- 
edly manifest  as  now.  How  telling  are 
their  touches!  A terse  and  graphic  art 
indeed! — a canto  in  a single  couplet,  a 
chapter  at  a touch  of  quill.  Verily  this 
esteemed  contemporary  has  a busy  lot  of 
reporters.  It  is  mostly,  to  be  sure,  a noc- 
turnal chronicle,  but  publishes  a fresh  post- 
script by  sunrise  every  morning,  and  you 
will,  find  that  nothing  has  escaped  that 
wide-awake  night  editor.  The  most  trivial 
event  of  the  hour,  whether  in  park  or 
swamp,  or  along  back  fence  or  corn  crib, 
has  been  jotted  down.  Has  the  chipmunk 
sniffed  the  moonlight  from  her  doorway 
— that  sniff  is  here.  Have  two  deer-mice 
touched  noses  between  the  pickets  of  the 
fence — you  may  confront  them  with  their 
tell-tales  to-morrow.  Here  are  the  records 
of  the  doings  of  bird  and  furry  folk,  who 
until  now  have  followed  their  pleasure  in 
the  shadows  without  a witness.  Now  we 
can  see  what  company  they  keep.  Here 
are  paths  of  innocence  and  peace — some 
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and  recent  that  you  can  almost  catch  the 
last  whisk  of  a retreating  tail. 

Here  are  blurred  beaten  tracks  to  a pile 
of  rails  hard  by,  trails  from  every  side, 
in  single  file,  by  twos,  by  threes,  and 
whole  families  together.  A favorite  win- 
ter resort  of  our  little  seamstresses,  with 
the  door-yard  all  about  scalloped  and 
embroidered  with  their  dainty  filigrees. 
What  a scene  of  squeaky  gossip  in  the 
moonlight ! What  pretty  testimonies 
have  we  here!  Cotillions!  feathery  qua- 
drilles! What  were  the  little  creatures 
doing  to  have  left  such  witness  in  the 
snow,  trotting  about  in  circles,  forward 
and  backward,  two  rows  together,  balance 

^ corners,  and  all  hands  round!  What  a 
frolic  in  the  snow ! I have  seen  the  snow- 
birds at  some  such  play  as  this,  finishing 
with  a summer  bath  in  the  feathered  rain. 

A lake  has  been  likened  by  some  poet 
to  a mirrored  world,  “where  strong  on 
weak,  cunning  on  simple,  prey.”  The 
snowy  field  affords  a common  no  less  sug- 
gestive. There  are  paths  of  innocence 
and  peace,  it  is  true,  on  every  hand,  but 
here  also,  alas ! is  the  mark  of  Cain. 
Perhaps  those  squeaky  voices  beneath  the 
wood -pile  last  night  meant  more  than 
idle  gossip,  after  all.  Look!  Following 
along  here  upon  one  of  these  more  isola- 
ted trails  we  discover  a large  fluffy  hol- 
low in  the  snow,  with  a red  stain  in  its 
midst.  A graphic  picture  this  of  one  of 
winter’s  nocturnal  tragedies!  The  force- 
ful imprint,  the  drop  of  blood,  the  ab- 
sence of  any  returning  line  of  foot  prints, 
and  the  suggestive  interval  between  the 
abrupt  end  of  the  trail  and  the  deep  hol- 
low in  the  snow — how  plainly  do  they  tell 
the  story  of  the  surprise  at  the  petrifying 
glare  of  eyes  from  the  shadows,  the  star- 
tled, hopeless  leap  for  life,  and  the  deadly 
swoop  of  wings  from  the  neighboring  tree, 
the  vantage-ground  of  the  owl! 

But  even  owls  must  live,  and  with  such 
a festive  board  as  this  spread  out  inces- 
santly before  them,  it  is  not  difficult  to  see 
how  they,  at  least,  bridge  over  the  winter, 
and  keep  their  phosphorescent  fires  aglow. 

But  with  the  frozen  earth  as  hard  as 
rock  and  buried  deep  in  snow,  and  its  gar- 
ners locked  in  ice,  one  may  naturally  won- 
der where  the  other  multitudinous  little 
mouths  of  the  wilderness  find  their  food. 
White  buntings  and  snow-birds  are  driv- 
en to  farm-yards,  the  jays  and  even  the 
quail  are  glad  of  the  sweepings  from  the 
barn  floor,  and  are  grateful  for  crumbs 
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from  barracks  and  corn-crib.  All  beto- 
kens a season  of  dearth  in  the  foodless 
wilds.  To  be  sure,  many  of  the  mice  and 
squirrels  have  anticipated  this  white  fam- 
ine, and  in  a measure  provided  against  it, 
as  the  chipmunk  with  his  hoard  of  hazel- 
nuts and  shell-barks,  the  deer-mouse  with 
his  bin  of  beech-nuts  nicely  shelled.  But 
even  these,  and  many  of  the  winter  birds 
especially,  would  often  fare  hard  indeed 
were  it  not  for  the  numerous  weeds  and 
other  plants  which,  though  dried  and 
withered,  have  remembered  their  needy 
friends,  and  still  hold  their  provender  of 
seeds  above  the  snow. 

A weed  has  been  described  as  “a  plant 
whose  virtues  have  not  been  discovered.” 
Many  of  our  commonest  pests  in  the  wray 
of  w'eeds  now  redeem  themselves,  and 
seem  to  show  an  adequate  reason  for  their 
being.  The  rag- weed  is  a conspicuous  ex- 
ample. See  yonder  eager  troop  of  gold- 
finches and  snow-birds — how  they  revel 
in  the  feast  among  the  withered  stems! 
Rag-weed,  hog-weed,  bitter-weed,  it  shall 
be  called  no  more,  but  by  its  rightful  and 
less  ignominious  title,  ambrosia — ambro- 
sia, food  for  the  gods.  “It  must  be  the 
food  of  the  gods,  if  anything,”  says  Bur- 
roughs, “for,  as  far  as  I have  observed, 
nothing  terrestrial  eats  it,  not  even  billy- 
goats.”  Of  course  he  wTas  alluding  to  the 
plant  proper,  and  wras  not  thinking  of  its 
winter  provender. 

With  the  insectivorous  birds,  such  as  the 
nut-hatch,  the  brown  creeper,  golden-crest- 
ed wren,  and  woodpecker,  the  food  supply 
is  not  so  materially  affected  by  the  deep 
snows.  Their  tables  are  spread  above- 
ground, and  nothing  but  a freezing  rain- 
storm which  incases  the  brandies  in  ice 
can  lock  them  out  from  their  larder.  In 
the  loose  scales  of  bark  of  various  trees, 
with  their  numerous  tidbits  of  tufted 
spiders’  eggs,  beetles,  chrysalids,  and  va- 
rious larvae,  there  is  alone  an  abundant 
harvest.  Every  dried  leaf  among  the 
branches  is  explored  for  the  possible  and 
probable  cocoon;  the  cluster  of  eggs  of 
the  apple-tree  moth  are  eagerly  sought 
among  the  orchard  twigs  ; and  every  hang- 
ing cone  upon  pine  or  spruce  is  probed  for 
spiders  by  hundreds  of  hungry  bills. 

I once  observed  a chickadee  thus  engaged 
among  some  hemlock  cones,  and  in  the  act 
he  dislodged  a number  of  their  remnant 
winged  seeds,  which,  though  an  insect 
feeder,  he  eagerly  pursued  and  picked  up 
on  the  snow.  Following  up  the  hint,  he 
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old  bowling-green  and  a lily- padded  fount- 
ain. Do  you  happen  to  know  of  such  a 
place  ?” 

The  old  lady  smiled  an  indulgent  smile. 
She  did  not  exactly  say  with  the  modern 
slangist,  4 4 That’s  rather  an  extensive  or- 
der,’’ but  she  quietly  remarked  its  equiva- 
lent, 44  You  are  not  at  all  exacting,  I see,” 
with  a very  merry  laugh  ; and  then,  after 
a moment's  thought,  she  asked,  “Do  you 
know  Wy  vern  Moat  ?”  I shook  my  head. 
She  went  on:  44  No,  I fancy  not.  I find 
few  people  do  know  it;  it  is  rather  se- 
cluded ; but  when  you  do  find  it,  if  you 
do,  I think  you  will  find  many  things  in 
and  about  it  that  will  interest  you.” 

She  then  gave  me  its  bearings;  how  to 
get  to  it  by  rail — some  ten  miles;  then  a 
four-mile  walk  or  drive  would  bring  me 
to  it. 

“ Don’t  blame  me,  now,  if  you  don’t  hap- 
pen to  like  it.  I know  of  nothing  more 
queer;  perhaps  a little  too  queer  for  some; 
but  you  must  take  your  chance;  and  should 
you  go,  I should  like,  if  we  meet  again,  to 
bear  what  you  think  of  it.”. 

I was  writing  down  the  brief  directions 
I had  received  from  her  on  that  handy 
tablet,  a goodly  wristband,  when  the  la- 
dies rose  from  the  table.  I held  aside  the 
heavy  portieres  while  they  passed  into  the 
drawing-room.  The  old  lady  came  last, 
and  as  she  went  by  me  she  said,  from  be- 
hind her  black  fan,  and  with  rather  a 
weight  of  impressiveness  I did  not  quite 
understand,  “You  won’t  forget,  Wyvern 
Moat — ” 

“No,  indeed;  I won’t  forget  it.” 

I could  have  sworn  I heard  her  mumble 
to  herself,  into  the  depths  of  her  shadowy 
fan,  “ Aro,  indeed , you  won't,  if  ever  you 
go.” 

Next  day  was  gray,  sad,  and  autumnal, 
with  a damp  shudder  in  the  wind  that 
promised  or  threatened  rain.  However, 
when  on  thoughts  of  sketching  bent,  I 
seldom  wait  for  wind  or  weather  to  make 
up  its  mind.  One  gets  into  sad  habits  of 
uncertainty  and  fickleness. 

The  convenient  railway  soon  landed  me 
at  the  little  sleepy  way-side  station  indi- 
cated as  nearest  to  the  Moat.  I asked  the 
station-master  the  way,  to  make  quite  sure 
before  I started  oil  my  walk,  and  I thought 
at  the  time  that  my  simple  question  seem- 
ed to  awaken  in  him  more  than  a passing 
degree  of  interest.  He  seemed  to  run  over 
my  points  with  a critical  eye,  as  if  deter- 
mined to  know  me  again  if  called  upon  to 
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point  me  out.  “Wyvern  Moat,”  he  re- 
peated, after  me.  “ Master  Craye,  ’e  live 
there— tha’s  to  say,  ’e  did  live  there.  ’E’s 
dead,  I s’pose  you  know.  His  widow 
keeps  it  on  yet;  but  she  wants  to  let  it,  I 
hear.  I shouldn’t  care  to  live  there  my- 
self ; but  then  that  ain’t  likely.  Parties  do 
go  there  now  and  then  to  look  at  the  place ; 
some  on  ’em  sketches  it,  as  you  may  be  go- 
in’  to  do;  but  there  ain’t  much  stirrin’  there 
sence  ’e  died;  and  there  ain’t  likely  to  be, 
’less  somebody  else  takes  it.” 

Before  proceeding  further  I ought  to 
mention  my  travelling  companion  — a 
pink  eved,  satin-skinned,  sinewy  bull-ter- 
rier, Tulip,  by  name  proper,  but  nick- 
named so  variously  and  recklessly,  accord- 
ing to  the  taste  of  her  many  friends  and 
admirers,  that  the  poor  animal  scarcely 
ever  knew  when  she  was  called;  but  as 
she  seldom  or  never  did  come  when  call- 
ed, unless  it  was  for  a visible  bone,  this 
peculiarity  did  not  much  matter.  Next 
to  a bone  she  dearly  loved  a good  long 
country  ramble.  She  knew  very  well 
what  a sketch-book  and  white  umbrella 
meant;  she  would  respond  to  that  when 
a French  novel  and  a thin  walking-stick 
would  have  no  motive  power  over  her. 

She  was  a sad  fraud  altogether;  her  prize- 
fighter head,  with  its  vast  jowl  and  pro- 
jecting under  lip,  its  fine  dental  display 
when  she  smiled  her  summer  smile,  all 
meant  no  real  harm — she  was  the  lamb  of 
little  Mary  for  gentleness.  Nothing  seem- 
ed to  pain  her  so  much  as  the  wild  terror 
that  her  most  amiable  grin  would  inspire 
among  a group  of  happy  children  play- 
ing by  the  way-side.  She  gladly  would 
have  licked  their  candied  lips  if  only  per- 
mitted so  to  do.  She  went  about  always 
with  that  aggrieved  and  hurt  air  of  those 
who  fancy  themselves  “misunderstood.” 
Even  her  sudden  and  erratic  gambols 
among  the  barn-yard  fowls  were  only  to 
encourage  them  to  play  with  her.  The 
only  beings  she  did  not  try  to  show  her 
pretty  side  to  were  tramps  and  loafers. 

The  satin-back  coat  would  ruffle  up  om- 
inously and  the  little  shark -like  teeth 
would  be  displayed  to  an  uncomfortable 
extent  whenever  any  of  these  victims  of 
“ ’ard  lines”  came  too  near.  More  than 
once  I have  heard  the  growled-at  tramp 
mutter  to  himself  as  we  strode  past,  “I 
don’t  think  a bloke  ’as  got  a right  to  go 
about  with  a dorg  like  o’  that  ’ere.” 

Our  walk  was  cheery  enough.  It  was 
along  one  of  those  hard,  broad,  well-kept 
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high-roads — an  old  coach  road— that  one 
sees  to  such  perfection  still  in  England. 
Now  and  then  distant  glimpses  of  the  sea 
would  shimmer  between  the  openings  of 
the  billowy  downs.  So  fair  and  enticing 
were  the  far  stretches  of  upland  and  low- 
land pastures,  laced  with  silvery  bands  of 
rush  - marged  waterways,  dotted  about 
with  sheep  and  kine,  wreathed  here  and 
there  with  soft  gray  smoke  from  stubble- 
burners1  fires,  that  I almost  forgot  my  quest, 
and  allowed  myself  to  be  given  away  to 
the  ever-lovely  things  about  me  that  were 
wooing  me  to  enjoy  them. 

Plodding  steadily  along,  we  soon  came 
to  the  top  of  a gentle  hill,  from  which, 
down  the  long  decline  on  the  other 
side,  I could  see  unfolded,  as  it  were,  a 
map  of  the  region  I was  in  search  of. 
There  among  the  trees,  with  its  creaky 
sign  near  to  a sloppy  horse-trough,  was 
the  Packhorse  Inn.  Further  on  I could 
trace  the  lane  that  was  the  near  way  to 
the  Moat.  And  there,  among  a belt  of 
ragged,  wind-blown  pines,  were  the  broken 
lines  of  roofs  and  gables  and  turrets,  was 
the  Moat  itself.  It  looked  quite  home- 
like through  the  little  field-glass  I brought 
to  bear  upon  it.  It  must  be  a good  two 
miles  away  down  there  among  the  trees. 
So  we  would  take  a little  refreshment  by 
the  way-side  spring,  and  enjoy  the  pros- 
pect fair  through  the  curly  smoke  of  a 
cigarette,  and  then  race  down  the  hill, 
the  seraph  and  I,  to  make  up  for  dawd- 
ling on  the  road.  The  near  way  was 
along  a deeply  rutted  lane,  bringing  up 
finally  at  a padlocked  farm  gate.  This 
was  easily  got  over,  but  it  led  through 
back  kitchen-gardens,  past  a couple  of  for- 
lorn tumble  down  cottages,  then  in  course 
either  of  restoration  or  destruction  one 
could  not  tell— active  operations  were  evi- 
dently suspended — and  they  were  taking 
their  own  road  to  decay.  I could  see  an- 
other wicket-gate  leading  into  a broad 
path  that  seemed  to  lead  to  a stream  or 
pond  that  led  to  the  Moat  itself.  I could 
hear  growlings  and  yappings  of  various 
watcli-dogs;  one  deep- voiced  bark  seemed 
to  come  from  the  kind  of  animal  one 
would  rather  keep  clear  of.  Tulip  had 
raised  a deep  canine  interest  by  lifting  up 
her  own  melodious  but  uncalled-for  howl. 
It  was  too  tedious  and  undignified  to  go 
back  and  round  by  the  front  approach,  so 
we  pursued  our  way  over  the  other  gate, 
along  a path  with  a high  brick  wall  on 
one  side  and  a weedy  stream  on  the  other 


— neither  practicable,  in  case  of  necessity, 
for  sudden  retreat.  Further  on  I could 
see  a quaintly  carven  gateway  of  brick 
and  stone.  Moving  toward  it  to  get  a 
better  view,  the  small  door  that  had  been 
cut  in  the  larger  one  suddenly  opened, 
and  there  issued  forth  with  more  speed 
than  elegance  an  overgrown,  half-fran- 
tic mastiff,  with  a tall,  powerful-looking 
young  lady  clinging  firmly  to  his  mass- 
ive collar.  Luckily  Tulip  and  I were 
both  of  a mind.  We  walked  straight  on 
our  way  toward  the  baying  brute  and  his 
athletic  young  mistress,  and  that  seemed 
to  restore  quiet  and  establish  more  con- 
fidence. 

4<  Keep  quiet , Shan. — I am  so  glad  you 
didn’t  try  to  go  back,  or  I could  not  have 
held  him  in.”  I smiled  in  response  to  the 
very  cheery  tone  with  which  she  said  this, 
as  if  she  saw  me  with  Tulip  in  futile  re- 
treat, and  that  howling  brute  takingsnaps 
at  our  flying  forms.  In  fact,  at  that  mo- 
ment we  were  all  smiling,  as  if  the  whole 
incident  was  a well-planned  surprise.  The 
greathulking  mastiff  was  positively  beam- 
ing on  Tulip,  and  that  cherub  was  simper- 
ing in  return  as  if  she  had  found  a long- 
lost  sweetheart.  I hastened  to  assure  the 
young  lady  that  long  knowledge  of  the 
subtle  ways  of  big  dogs  led  me  to  the 
course  of  action  she  was  good  enough  to 
commend  in  me,  and  I then  proceeded 
briefly  to  explain  my  quest  of  a sketch- 
able  old  garden.  Before  I had  quite  made 
it  all  clear  to  her  we  were  joined  by  an- 
other inmate  of  the  house,  who  had  prob- 
ably come  to  see  how  Shan  was  getting 
on  with  what  remained  of  the  casual 
stranger. 

It  was  a very  aged,  impish  looking  young 
man  who  joined  us,  not  exactly  a dwarf, 
for  he  was  too  well  proportioned,  nor  a 
growing  lad,  as  he  seemed  to  have  done 
with  all  further  development  of  body,  at 
least.  The  young  part  of  him  seemed  his 
face  and  expression,  when  it  lighted  up 
with  a kindly,  childish  smile,  and  the 
next  instant  the  look  faded  out  and  gave 
place  to  one  of  sadness  and  gravity,  and 
then  the  face  and  look  seemed  aged  with 
inward  care.  The  young  lady  seemed  to 
defer  somewhat  to  what  he  might  have  to 
say  to  my  sketching  proposal.  He  took 
to  it  kindly  enough,  personally,  and  said 
to  the  young  lady,  “Oh,  that  will  be  all 
right;  but  to  make  sure,  I will  run  in  and 
ask  Mums.”  I gave  him  my  card  and 
wrote  my  address  on  it,  and  a line  to  ex- 
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plain  what  I was  in  search  of.  “Won’t 
you  come  in  meanwhile  and  see  if  the 
garden  is  what  you  want?  It  is  in  a sad 
condition  just  now,  as  we  began  altering 
and  improving  it,  and  for  the  moment  it 
has  to  be  left  as  it  is.” 

We  passed  through  the  little  door  in 
the  great  one,  and  I soon  found  myself 
walking  about  in  what  seemed  a series  of 
garden  scenes  from  some  Elizabethan 
play.  The  garden  was  on  various  levels, 
with  stone  terraces  and  broad  steps  leading 
thereto,  with  lichen-splashed  balustrades 
on  either  side;  a broad  upper  walk  shaded 
with  an  avenue  of  fantastically  clipped 
yew-trees,  a massy  fountain  with  crum- 
bling gray  stone  seats  about  it,  a bowling- 
green  with  more  clipped  trees  and  fruit 
trees  in  espalier  about  it.  It  w*as  mad- 
deningly perfect  even  in  its  ruin  and  decay 
(to  the  artistic  eye  more  probably  than  in 
the  practical  sense).  I broke  out  in  lav- 
ish praise  of  its  many  charms  to  me;  but 
the  young  lady  took  a very  different  view 
of  the  matter.  “ The  only  thing  I see  is 
a sad  state  of  ruin  and  neglect.  If  poor 
Mr.  Craye  had  lived,  he  intended  to  re- 
pair and  improve  all  that  you  admire  so 
much.” 

44  Indeed !”  I said,  with  some  dismay  at 
the  prospect.  44  Would  he  have  scraped 
off  all  the  stains  and  moss  from  that  fount- 
ain, and  the  pale  green  lichens  from  the 
sun  dial  ?” 

“I  think  so,”  she  said,  calmly ; “but he 
was  a very  variable  man,  and  one  day  he 
would  fancy  the  idea  of  restoring  and 
scraping  everything  thoroughly,  and  an- 
other day  he  would  talk  of  the  beauty  of 
all  this  decay,  just  as  you  do,  just  as  if  he 
only  wanted  to  sketch  it,  and  not  to  live 
with  it  and  have  it  tidy.” 

It  was  a wide,  vexed  question,  and  she 
was  a young  person  of  very  decided  views. 
I felt  that  discussion  was  not  the  better 
part  of  valor,  and  I also  felt  a certain  re- 
lief when  the  aged  youth  returned  with  a 
kindly  message  from  his  mother  that  I 
might  sketch  where  and  as  much  as  I 
pleased,  and  that  she  herself  would  join  us 
in  a few  minutes.  We  had  walked  toward 
the  house,  and  were  inspecting  a carved 
window  in  one  of  the  turrets,  when  the 
door  opened,  and  a sad,  prematurely  whit- 
ened, but  kindly  smiling  lady  came  for- 
ward, and  in  a few  pleasant  words  made 
us  welcome.  She  even  patted  the  bullet 
head  of  Tulip,  to  the  seeming  delight  of 
that  smiling  seraph. 
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The  lady  of  the  Moat  was  holding  my 
card  still  in  her  hand  to  refer  to  the  name 
again.  It  transpired  that  she  knew  some 
one  w hom  I also  knew,  and  she  had  heard 
them  mention  my  name  in  some  kindly 
w?ay;  thus  my  card  turned  out  to  be  a 
sort  of  letter  of  introduction,  and  we  wrere 
no  longer  absolute  strangers.  “Now  that 
we  know  each  other  so  ire/Z,”  she  said,  with 
a smile,  “let  me  introduce  you  to  Miss 
Lisle;  and  this  is  my  son  Howard.”  I 
bowed  ceremoniously,  and  Miss  Lisle  rath- 
er stiffly,  as  if  she  did  not  quite  see  the 
good  of  it  all.  I praised  the  old  garden 
and  the  house  from  the  outside, which  led 
to  an  immediate  invitation  to  see  the  in- 
terior. We  all  went  in,  followed  by  Shan 
and  Tulip,  who  seemed  to  have  by  this 
time  sworn  eternal  friendship.  The  house 
inside  was  a curious  mixture  of  surprises, 
of  delights  and  disappointments.  The  re- 
storer had  not  quite  done  his  w'orst,  but  he 
had  had  a good  try  for  it.  There  had  been 
extensive  restorations  of  trivial  things, 
while  good  old  work  of  importance  had 
been  played  the  fool  with. 

“Much  of  this  restoration  that  bad  been 
so  carefully  thought  out  and  controlled 
by  my  poor  husband  has  been  done  any- 
how since  his  death.  I have  no  heart  or 
wish  to  look  after  it.  My  only  hope  is  to 
sell  or  let  it  and  go  back  to  town.”  There 
was  a sad,  wan  smile  of  anticipation  on 
the  widow's  face  as  she  spoke  the  last 
words,  and  her  son  caught  also  a gleam 
from  the  same  source. 

“ When — when  do  you  think  it  will  be, 
Mums  ? Soon , I hope.” 

4 4 Do  try  to  look  more  cheerful  over  it, 
Howard,  or  no  one  will  care  to  take  the 
place  if  they  see  your  face,”  said  Miss  Lisle, 
grimly. 

“ I think  I could  be  perfectly  happy 
here,”  said  I,  with  all  the  rash,  airy  as- 
surance of  the  new-comer. 

There  was  a decided  smile  of  incredu- 
lity on  the  face  of  each,  and  the  youth 
made  it  a cheery  laugh  of  derision  even. 

As  we  passed  slowly  from  room  to  room — 
and  there  were  many  of  them — I gathered 
from  the  gentle  ripple  of  sad  conversation 
of  the  w’idow  that  her  husband  had  been 
dead  about  a year,  that  he  had  spent  a 
deal  more  money  on  the  estate  than  he  in- 
tended, and  that  he  was  in  many  ways 
disappointed  and  saddened  with  his  ex- 
perience of  the  place;  that  after  his  death 
many  of  his  choice  works  of  art  had  gone 
to  a sale  in  town,  the  proceeds  to  fill  up 
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gaps  in  Ins  withering  fortune.  The  re- 
maining portion  of  the  furniture  and  deco- 
rative things  was  kept  back  to  give  an 
air  of  cheerfulness  to  the  house  in  case  a 
new  tenant  should  offer  himself.  We 
wandered  slowly  about  the  house,  admir- 
ing the  various  views  from  the  windows, 
especially  one  looking  seaward. 

44  It  is  all  very  pretty  now  as  you  see  it,” 
remarked  the  plain-spoken  youth,  “but 
you  ought  to  look  at  it  in  March,  when  the 
wind  blows  from  the  east.  Ugh !” 

“Howard,  you  are  too  dreadful,”  said 
the  fond  mother,  patting  him  on  the  shoul- 
der. 

“Why,  you  have  always  said  so  your- 
self, mother.  There ! I don't  think  I could 
have  the  face  to  stand  by  quietly  and  see 
any  one  buying  this  place  without  betray- 
ing myself  in  some  way.” 

“There  will  be  but  small  chance  of  our 
going  to  town  soon,  my  dear  boy,  unless 
I dispose  of  it.  So  don't  talk  nonsense.” 

I,  for  my  part,  still  kept  praising  its  va- 
rious beauties,  but  I could  easily  imagine 
how  deadly  it  would  pall  on  anybody  when 
once  it  began. 

“Well,  then,”  said  the  utterly  frank 
Howard,  “why  don't  you  take  it,  if  you 
like  it  so  much  ? We  will  let  it  go  cheap, 
ghosts  and  all — won’t  we,  mother?'’ 

“My  dear  boy,  I really  will  be  vexed 
with  you  if  you  can't  contrive  to  show  a 
little  more  sense,  not  to  say  discretion.” 
And  the  patient,  long-suffering  widow 
looked  at  him  with  a fixed,  pained  expres- 
sion that  seemed  to  have  a hidden  depth 
of  meaning,  more  than  I could  hope  to 
fathom  at  the  time. 

Just  at  the  last  words  of  his  too  frank 
speech,  the  severe  Miss  Lisle  joined  us 
again,  and  she  added  the  gray  glare  from 
her  cold,  clear  eyes  to  the  widow's  pained 
glance,  to  such  a degree  that  the  poor 
youth  seemed  to  chill  and  get  restless  un- 
der it.  For  myself,  I fear  I betrayed  the 
inward  amusement  I felt  for  the  moment 
at  the  curious  manifestations  of  embarrass- 
ment of  the  little  group  at  seeing  one  of 
the  family  secrets  unwittingly  exposed  to 
the  first  careless  comer. 

“Do  you  believe  at  all  in  such  things ?” 
said  the  widow,  addressing  me. 

In  reply,  I told  the  anecdote  of  Charles 
Lamb— I think  it  was — who,  when  asked 
if  he  believed  in  ghosts,  said,  “ No, madam, 
not  I;  I have  seen  too  many  to  believe  in 
them !” 

They  did  not  offer  to  smile  at  the  wit  of 
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the  genial  “ Elia.”  They  seemed  even  sad- 
der than  before. 

“Don’t  talk  about  them,”  said  Miss 
Lisle,  with  chill  shiver  of  indrawn  breath. 

“ You  ought  to  have  a very  choice  so- 
ciety of  them  in  a fine  old  house  of  this 
kind.  If  I lived  here,  I think  I should 
make  friends  with  them,  and  ‘ learn  to  love 
them,’  just  for  the  sake  of  company.” 

The  gray,  searching  eyes  were  bent  on 
me  for  a moment,  and  then,  with  cold  se- 
riousness, the  young  lady  replied  to  my 
airy  tone:  “If  you  lived  here,  you  might 
get  to  talk  in  a different  strain  some  day.” 

I tried  to  impart  a little  cheerfulness 
into  the  subject,  but  all  in  vain.  I came 
to  a bad  end.  “ May  I ask.  without  seem- 
ing overcurious — in  case  I wished  ever  to 
take  the  place — has  it  any  regular  haunt, 
or  does  it  roam  about  at  large  ? Has  it  a 
kind  of  anniversary  appearance,  or  does 
it  wauder  on  any  odd  night  it  likes  ?” 

Miss  Lisle  sat  down  wearily  on  the  win- 
dow-seat, and  stared  at  me  so  hard  and 
icily  that  it  seemed  like  a rain  of  hail- 
stones in  one’s  eyes.  Mrs.  Craye  looked 
for  a moment  pained  and  puzzled  at  me, 
and  said,  somewhat  sadly,  “I  should  be 
sorry  to  think  that  you  consider  this  a 
subject  to  joke  lightly  about;  it  may  be 
nothing  but  idle  gossip  to  others,  but  to 
me  it  is  all  very  painful  and  serious.”  I 
need  not  say  how  fully  and  sincerely  I 
sought  to  apologize  for  intruding  on  such 
delicate  ground  as  to  ask  about  the  per- 
sonal habits  of  the  family  spectre;  and  I 
even  went  to  the  extent  of  regretting,  with 
some  show  of  contrition,  that  I had  been 
so  rude  as  to  seem  to  doubt  its  existence. 

It  had  now  become  time  to  think  of  my 
sketch,  and  I hinted  as  much,  but  just  then 
a pale,  scared-looking  little  maid  came  in, 
and  announced  tea.  I was  most  kindly 
pressed  to  join  them  over  the  cheering 
cup,  and  there  was  such  a tone  of  forgive- 
ness and  heartiness  in  the  invitation  that 
I gladly  accepted. 

I am  afraid  I lost  all  thought  of  my 
sketch  again,  talking  about  the  delightful 
old  tea  set  of  Chelsea  ware,  and  the  queer 
little  bits  of  Queen  Anne  silver  that  dur- 
ing our  tea  chatter  the  now  thawed-out 
and  almost  genial  Miss  Lisle  brought  out 
of  the  tall  Chippendale  china  closets  for 
my  inspection.  The  widow  said,  seeing 
my  deep  interest  in  these  things,  “Of 
course  I tried  to  understand  and  like  ev- 
erything that  my  poor  husband  collected, 
but  I don’t  think  I succeeded  so  well  with 
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anything  as  his  china  and  silver:  we  U8ed 
to  be  thoroughly  in  sympathy  on  that 
score.” 

The  china  topic  soon  merged  into  the 
subject  of  enamels  and  old  miniatures, 
and  then  another  cabinet  was  unlocked 
and  a small  drawer  full  of  early  French 
and  English  examples  was  displayed  and 
admired  and  discussed. 

I lost  all  sense  of  the  quick-fleeting  mo- 
ments. I forgot  the  sketch,  and  even  for- 
got that  the  only  train  that  was  left  me 
to  catch  would  be  at  that  somewhat  dis- 
tant railway  station  in  a lamentably  short 
space  of  time.  When,  however,  this  con- 
dition of  things  dawned  upon  me  at  last, 
I hastily  rose  to  make  my  adieux  with 
the  best  grace  that  a marked  desire  for  a 
speedy  departure  would  permit.  Alas!  I 
had  lingered  just  too  long.  Master  How- 
ard turned  to  me  from  the  window,  out  of 
which  he  had  been  watching  something 
very  quietly,  and  with  a tone  of  half  en- 
joyment in  what  he  had  to  impart,  re- 
marked, 44  You  can't  sketch  now,  and  you 
can't  go  either,  for  it  has  come  on  to  rain, 
and  in  a few  minutes  it  will  just  pour. 
Look  at  the  black  clouds  coming  toward 
us  over  the  hills !” 

44  A little  rain  won’t  hurt.  I think  I 
must  run  for  it,  too,”  I urged,  “or  miss 
the  last  train.” 

The  kind  lady  of  the  “Moat”  here  inter- 
posed, and  urged  me  to  stay  until  the  mor- 
row, saying,  44  You  have  made  no  sketch, 
and  you  will  return  empty-handed.” 

She  looked,  too,  so  sincerely  in  earnest 
that  I hesitated,  and  began  to  think  it 
prudent  and  even  polite  to  remain.  The 
rain  was  then  driving  in  wild  gusts  against 
the  window-panes. 


“The  air  was  filled  with  a sudden  dark; 
The  rain  and  wind  came  on  together.” 


Even  Howard  took  my  hand  in  both  of 
his,  and  said,  earnestly,  “Do  stay— do/” 
There  was  really  no  special  need  to  get 
back  on  my  part.  I had  often  staid  away 
overnight  when  I went  any  distance,  and 
I had  even  come  prepared  in  this  instance 
to  do  so  if  necessity  required.  I listened 
to  the  rumble  and  roar  of  the  driving 
storm,  and  I listened  also  to  the  voice  of 
hospitality. 

Oh.  my  word!”  shouted  Howard,  as  a 
flash  of  vivid  lightning  tore  across  the 
sky,  followed  by  a far  too  neighborly  roar 
of  booming  thunder,  “you  must  be  glad 
you  are  not  out  in  that!” 
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It  was  one  of  those  wild,  drenching 
storms  that  prove  to  us  how  futile  are  um- 
brellas, and  how  dangerous  are  trees  and 
hay -stacks  as  shelter.  I returned  the  friend- 
ly pressure  of  the  boy's  hand,  and  thanked 
him  for  urging  me  to  stay,  as  it  was  his 
look  and  tone  as  much  as  anything  that 
decided  me.  Now  that  the  gale  had  made 
me  a temporary  guest,  the  manner  of  my 
young  host  became  entirely  genial  and 
unrestrained.  I was  no  longer  the  casual 
wayfarer,  but  the  guest  of  the  house.  He 
said,  with  an  air  of  camaraderie : 

“Do  you  mind  coming  with  me?  I 
don't  know  where  the  ladies  have  gone — 
down  in  the  wine-cellar  probably,  they 
are  so  afraid  of  lightning.  Come  with  me 
and  I will  show  you  your  room.  I wish 
you'd  show  me  how  you  draw.  You  will 
to-morrow, won't  you  ? I am  so  glad  you 
staid  over,  it  is  so  jolly  dull  and  miserable 
here  sometimes.  Oh,  it's  awful!  I wish 
you  were  going  to  stay  longer,  or  else  com- 
ing back  to  us  again.” 

He  seemed  perfectly  sincere  with  all 
his  apparent  gush  of  sudden  friendship. 
Where  had  gone  all  his  former  look  of 
shy,  uncanny  sensitiveness?  Something 
had  come  over  him  to  show  out  the  trust- 
ful and  sympathetic  side  of  his  nature  so 
suddenly.  W e went  through  dim  passages 
and  up  a winding  stair  to  a little  snug  room 
in  one  of  the  turrets.  The  window  looked 
toward  the  sea  and  the  morning  sun.  There 
was  a bright  air  of  modernity  in  the  vari- 
ous concessions  to  comfort  shown  in  many 
ways  about  the  tidy  little  apartment.  Ev- 
erything, too,  was  in  excellent  keeping  with 
the  surroundings. 

“This  is  not  one  of  its  rooms,  is  it?'' 
said  I,  smiling. 

He  looked  askance  a moment,  and  then, 
with  a half-apologetic  laugh:  “Oh,  the— 
No.  Now  I say,  you  really  need  not  mind 
what  we  were  talking  about — you  know. 
Do  you  really  care  about  sucli  things — 
yourself  ?” 

“ Well,”  said  I,“  the  fact  is, I notice  that 
though  there  is  room  enough  here  and  to 
spare  for  me,  yet  if  I should  have  such  a 
visitor  it  might  be  crowded,  unless  it  sat 
on  the  bed.” 

The  poor  fellow  looked  hurt.  It  was 
evidently  not  thought  to  be  good  form  in 
that  house  to  44  frivol”  when  alluding  to 
the  family  spectre. 

44 Would  you  like  a larger  room?”  lie 
said;  “because  there  is  one;  but  if  I were 
you  I should  prefer  this.” 
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“No,  thank  you ; I like  the  look  of  this 
one  immensely.” 

“Now  if  they  should  offer  you  the  big 
panelled  room,  mind  you  say  you  much 
prefer  this,”  said  Howard,  with  a solemn 
air,  and  in  a low  whisper  too  tragical  to 
trifle  with. 

We  made  our  way  back  to  the  sitting- 
room.  The  evening  had  turned  cold  and 
drear  outside,  and  the  hearth  fire  of  odor- 
ous logs  was  cheering  and  home  like. 

There  were  many  apologies  from  the 
ladies  for  the  short  comings  of  the  inform- 
al little  dinner,  but  there  was  that  pretty 
air  of  grace  and  welcome  over  it  all  that 
would  make  a red  herring  and  a glass  of 
water  seem  a banquet.  The  conversation 
was  fluent  and  pleasant  enough.  I was 
sadly  conscious  of  much  effort  on  my  part 
to  avoid  any  further  allusion  to  the  dear 
old  family  skeleton.  The  younger  lady 
seemed  mostly  withdrawn  within  herself. 
The  only  kind  of  smile  she  had  to  offer  was 
of  cool  indulgence  or  of  chilly  cynicism, 
and  sometimes  I noticed  that  her  features 
would  let  their  fine  classic  curves  play 
about  with  expressions  that  were  almost 
too  hard  and  cruel  for  beauty  to  be  asso- 
ciated with  at  any  price.  Her  eyes  had 
the  effect  at  times  of  sparks  playing  under 
half-dead  ashes.  The  lights  would  dim 
over  and  chill,  and  almost  fade  to  extinc- 
tion; and  then,  at  some  word  or  inward 
thought,  some  power  would  breathe  upon 
them  from  within,  and  they  would  flame 
and  flare  again  into  a cold  blaze.  Cu- 
riously enough,  too,  when  this  bale-fire 
seemed  to  be  glowing  the  deepest,  she 
would  be  trying  to  say  or  do  some  kindly 
thing.  Then,  again,  as  the  fire  died  out 
to  a rose-ash  gray,  and  she  would  look 
dreamily  out  from  under  her  long  shad- 
owy lashes,  the  thin,  cruel  curve  of  her 
set  lips,  like  the  meaning  smile  of  the  co- 
bra, would  be  her  only  sign  of  animation. 

I noticed  that  Mrs.  Craye,  in  address- 
ing her  now  and  again,  called  her  Bar- 
bara. At  once  the  sound  of  the  name  set 
the  lines  of  Aldrich  running  in  my  head: 

“ Barbara  lias  a falcon’s  eje, 

And  a soft  white  hand  has  Barbara. 

Beware ! for  to  make  you  wish  to  die, 

To  make  you  as  pale  as  the  moon  or  I, 

Is  a pet  trick  with  Barbara.” 

It  was  still  going  on  as  I watched  her — 

“ Merrily  bloweth  the  summer  wind, 

But  cold  and  cruel  is  Barbara” — 

when  Mrs.  Craye  interrupted  my  reverie 
with,  “Did  you  like  the  old  tapestry  in 


your  room  ?”  It  then  transpired  that  I 
had  not  been  shown  the  tapestry  or  the 
room.  “What  room  did  you  have  shown 
you,  then  ?” 

“The  little  room  in  the  turret,  which  I 
found  most  charming  and  snug  and  invit- 
ing,” I answered,  with  much  enthusiasm. 

“No,  no ; not  at  all ; the  turret  room  was 
not  made  ready,  and  Howard  should  not 
have  shown  it and  a deal  more  was  urged 
by  both  ladies.  Besides,  it  was  explained 
that  there  was  a fire  in  the  tapestry  room, 
and  all  had  been  prepared  there  for  me; 
and  not  only  that — they  wanted  me  to  tell 
them  in  the  morning  about  the  tapestry 
and  the  oak  furniture  and  the  fittings  of 
the  room.  Howard  tried  to  catch  my  eye, 
but  I rather  avoided  his  look.  “ The  best 
of  everything  is  good  enough  for  me,”  I 
said,  with  as  calm  a face  as  I could  assume 
while  using  a well-worn  joke.  “May  I 
have  my  Tulip  with  me,  to  lie  on  the  rug 
by  the  door?”  I asked,  carelessly. 

There  was  a smile  of  amusement  on 
Miss  Barbara's  face,  genuine  amusement, 
almost  without  malice. 

“I  am  only  afraid  she  may  howl  the 
place  down,  if  not  somewhere  near  me,”  I 
urged. 

“Now  if  you  will  only  own  that  you 
are  just  a little  nervous,  I am  sure  that 
Mrs.  Craye  will  let  you  have  Shan  to  pro- 
tect Tulip  as  well  as  yourself.”  The  mal- 
ice seemed  flaring  back  in  Barbara’s  eye 
as  she  said  this  with  a trifle  more  of  crudi- 
ty than  she  need  have  used  in  her  tone. 

I did  not  care  to  reply  in  kind,  so  I 
merely  bowed  my  thanks  as  gravely  as  if 
she  had  meant  to  be  civil.  Howard  came 
to  the  rescue. 

“ There' 8 your  dog— listen !” 

And  sure  enough  the  mellow  wail  of 
Tulip — we  at  home,  who  knew  its  full 
compass,  used  to  call  it  the  fog-horn — 
was  heard  from  the  stables,  where  she  had 
been  given  quarters. 

“Does  he  generally  go  on  like  that  all 
night?”  asked  Mrs.  Craye,  with  a look  of 
foreboding. 

“My  dear  madam,  that  is  but  a mild 
‘tuning  up’  to  the  grand  opera  we  may 
expect  if  she  is  left  out  away  from  those 
she  loves.  That  means,  in  Tulip’s  lan- 
guage, ‘ Home,  sweet  home.’  ” I thought 
I saw  a relenting  smile  even  on  the  face 
of  Barbara.  “J  don't  mind  it  myself 
much,”  I said,  “but  I can’t  think  of  let- 
ting you  run  the  chance  of  hearing  it  all 
night  without  previously  warning  you. 
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If  I might  have  a few  missiles — coals,  bot- 
tles, any  thing  will  do — to  fling  at  her  when 
she  gets  to  her  finer  effect,  I don’t  mind.” 

‘‘Perhaps  the  best  way  would  be  for 
you  to  let  her  be  with  you,”  remarked 
Mrs.  Craye,  much  to  my  relief. 

Miss  Barbara  must  have  noticed  my  in- 
ward satisfaction,  as  she  said,  rather  wick- 
edly, “ Are  you  quite  sure  you  would  not 
like  a loaded  gun  as  well  ?” 

It  was  getting  rather  awkward  for  me. 
I did  not  wish  to  talk  about  the  wretched 
thing  at  all,  not  seriously  at  least;  my  lit- 
tle attempts  at  banter  had  been  received  so 
badly  that  I wished  to  avoid  the  subject, 
and  now  they  seemed  inclined  to  jest 
about  it  themselves.  When,  however,  she 
saw  that  I only  smiled  at  her  efforts  to 
draw  me  out,  she  relapsed  into  moody 
silence,  regarding  me  from  time  to  time 
with  the  look  of  a bloude  Sphinx. 

When  the  ladies  had  bidden  us  good- 
night and  left  us  to  ourselves,  Howard 
came  round  the  table,  quite  near  to  me, 
and  laying  his  little  cold  hand  on  mine, 
said,  “ Miss  Lisle  was  in  one  of  her  severe 
moods  to-night,  but  you  mustn’t  mind 
her;  she  can  be  awfully  nice  sometimes.” 
He  told  me  again  how  glad  he  was  that  I 
had  staid  over,  a fresh  face  was  so  rare  in 
that  lone  place.  He  lamented  that  I had 
not  stood  out  for  the  turret  room,  it  was 
so  snug  and  fresh ; he  had  slept  there  him- 
self, and  could  speak  from  knowledge. 
And  so  we  talked  on  until  it  was  time  to 
retire,  and  then  taking  our  candles,  we 
wended  our  way  along  an  echoing  pas- 
sage, up  little  unexpected  break  neck  steps, 
and  down  others  as  unexpectedly,  until 
we  came  to  the  tapestry  room.  He  did 
not  open  the  door,  but  said:  “You  go  in 
while  I see  about  your  doggie.  I fancy 
it  is  down  in  the  kitchen.  They  have  tak- 
en her  in  to  keep  her  quiet.”  I did  not 
enter,  but  waited  for  him  in  the  passage. 
Tulip  soon  came  bounding  along  with 
howls  of  delight — insane  enough  to  fright- 
en the  entire  household.  A flapping  cur- 
tain, blown  from  a draught  that  came 
through  a broken  pane,  streamed  across 
the  gusty  passage,  and  looked  in  the  dim 
light,  as  I stood  by  the  door,  like  some  ca- 
reering “ wraith.”  It  blew  out  the  light 
and  whisked  the  candlestick  from  How- 
ard’s hand  as  he  came  by  it. 

I went  to  his  assistance  with  my  own 
caudle  to  look  for  his  and  pick  up  the 
scattered  matches,  when  my  light  was 
blown  out  as  well.  We  groped  about  un- 
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til  we  found  his  candlestick  and  a few 
matches.  “They  won’t  light  here,”  he 
said ; “give  me  your  hand  and  I will  lead 
you  to  your  door.”  When  the  lightning 
was  obliging  enough  to  give  us  a stray 
gleam  through  the  broken  window,  we 
found  the  door,  and  I followed  him  into 
the  room.  I expected  to  find  the  apart- 
ment cheered  and  brightened  by  the 
promised  fire  on  the  hearth.  I could 
only  make  out  where  the  hearth  should 
be  by  a few  spots  of  smouldering  flame 
flickering  and  sputtering  as  from  green 
mossy  wood,  attended  with  more  than  its 
due  share  of  acrid  smoke,  blown  down  the 
chimney  by  the  eddying  gusts. 

When  the  candles  were  once  more  light- 
ed I could  see  that  the  room  was  of  good- 
ly size  and  proportions,  furnished  with  an 
array  of  oaken  furnitui^  of  mixed  design 
and  periods,  but  mostly  of  seventeenth  cen- 
tury. The  wainscoting  was  of  oak  of  a 
grubby  and  jaded  tone.  It  looked  as  if  it 
had  been  painted  at  one  time  of  a leaden 
hue  by  some  vandal,  and  had  been  scraped 
and  cleaned  again  lately,  not  wisely  or 
well.  The  tapestry  was  also  jaded  and 
faded,  and  sad  in  color  and  in  subjects. 
They  seemed  mostly  Scriptural.  On  one 
was  a blowsy  Flemish  Judith  issuing 
from  a Flemish  tent  with  the  gory  head  of 
Holofernes.  The  other  pieces  were  of  kin- 
dred subjects  for  cheerfulness.  The  most 
lightsome  was  of  the  Prodigal  Son  among 
ladies  of  doubtful  style  of  costumes  as 
well  as  proprieties.  The  bed  was  a great 
showy  structure  of  carved  oak.  Most  of  it 
was  made  up  of  odds  and  ends  of  materi- 
al that  had  once  been  parts  of  sideboards 
and  old  chests.  The  general  effect  was 
more  that  of  a pagoda  than  a couch  of 
ease.  It  was  more  calculated  to  murder 
sleep  than  to  induce  it. 

My  young  friend,  after  vainly  trying 
to  animate  the  sullen  fire,  soon  left  me  to 
myself.  I found  an  old  rug,  and  folded 
it  before  the  door  for  Tulip  to  sleep  on. 

She,  however,  with  her  usual  perversity, 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  it,  either 
before  the  door  or  near  the  sputtering 
fire.  She  rather  preferred  quite  the  far- 
ther corner  of  “under  the  bed”  and  on 
the  bare  boards.  Even  there  she  did  not 
seem  happy,  but  blinked  at  me  out  of  her 
pink-edged  eyes  with  a reproachful  look 
that  meant, 

“Oh  why  did  I lea  re  my  home!1* 

Sleep,  indeed  1 I soon  found  that  this 
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deadly  quiet  old  room  in  this  far-away  old 
moated  house  had  more  than  its  share  of 
the  noises  that  jar  upon  the  wakeful  ear 
at  midnight,  and  seem  to  make  the  awful 
silences  they  break  all  the  more  weird 
and  unearthly.  This  was,  however,  by 
no  means  a night  of  deadly  silences.  The 
wind  rioted  about  the  place  as  if  let  loose 
from  Bedlam,  rasping  the  boughs  of  a 
swaying  pine  against  the  window-panes 
near  by,  waltzing  about  with  screaming 
and  creaking  an  unanointed  weather-cock, 
and  whirring  the  complaining  smoke-ccwl 
overhead,  banging  loose  shutters  and  un- 
fastened doors  far  and  near  all  over  the 
rambling  house. 

I was  almost  impatient  and  vexed  with 
these  varied  weird  “voices  of  the  night,” 
as  in  the  event  of  a spectral  footstep  I 
should  miss  it  unless  it  strode  about  in 
fisherman’s  boots.  I seemed  to  be  pain- 
fully awake  and  staring  hard  at  a thin 
strip  of  gray  light  between  the  heavy  cur- 
tains and  the  wild  sky,  wishing  it  might 
be  dawn.  The  storm  was  lulling  some- 
what; the  rain  no  more  buffeted  the  rat- 
tling panes  of  leaded  glass.  The  many 
sounds,  too,  were  merging  into  painful 
silences.  I could  hear  the  ticking  of  my 
watch  beside  my  bed.  Suddenly  I felt  as 
if  there  passed  through  me  a strange  chill 
shudder,  as  if  a cold  blast  of  church-yard 
damp  had  been  let  into  the  room;  and  at 
the  same  moment  slowly,  slowly,  yet  with 
deadly,  quiet  force,  the  great  stuffy  pillow 
seemed  to  be  moving  from  under  my  head. 
With  all  my  force  I tried  to  press  my  head 
down  upon  it,  and  still  it  slowly  moved 
until  it  rested  across  my  face.  I was  about 
to  raise  my  hand  to  replace  it,  when  it  was 
caught  upon  my  breast  and  pressed  there 
with  a grip  of  steel.  I then  tried  the  other 
hand,  and  that  was  crossed  upon  my 
breast,  and  held  there  as  if  in  a vise.  I 
then  tried  to  lift  myself  bodily,  but  the 
weight  of  a ton  seemed  upon  me.  I could 
see  nothing,  hear  nothing,  except  a sound 
like  a rush  of  water  in  my  ears.  I could 
scarcely  breathe. 

The  one  thought  at  this  juncture  was, 
“Well,  what  next?”  I listened  with  all 
my  might  as  1 1’  ought  I heard  a dim  sem- 
blance of  a voice  near  my  ear,  scarcely 
above  a whisper,  mutter: 

“ Don't  try  your  strength  against  mine, 
or  it  will  be  worse  for  you.  You  are  not 
dealing  with  a child.” 

So  I kept  quiet,  and  waited  for  a further 
move.  All  that  time  the  heavy  pillow 
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was  flat  across  my  face,  and  pressed  down 
so  that  I could  scarcely  move  my  head  be- 
neath it.  I listened  with  all  my  might 
for  a further  whisper,  and  as  I did  so  I 
seemed  to  feel  the  grip  on  my  hands  relax, 
and  the  same  voice  mutter  again : 

“You  may  go  free  this  time,  but  re- 
member— ” 

Gradually  the  power  came  back  to  my 
numbed  hands.  I took  the  pillow  from 
my  face  and  put  it  back,  and  jammed  my 
head  hard  down  into  it,  and  began  to  won- 
der if  it  had  all  been  a bad  dream.  I set- 
tled myself  as  well  as  I could,  and  tried  to 
dispel  the  whole  thing  as  but  a passing 
nightmare.  Again,  as  drowsiness  was 
creeping  over  me, I felt  the  same  shudder- 
chill,  and  heard  the  same  faint  whisper  at 
my  ear : 

“ Don’t  forget.  Goodnight.” 

And  at  the  same  moment,  almost,  there 
was  a shrill  cock-crow  outside.  I hailed 
the  herald  of  the  morn  with  delight,  as  I 
was  about  wTeary  of  the  night  and  its  voices. 
The  sun  was  shining  high  out  of  the  rents 
in  the  storm  clouds  when  I awoke  again 
from  the  deep  quiet  sleep  I fell  into  after 
daybreak. 

I thought  myself  a philosopher  in  those 
days,  and  easily  found  some  common  law 
of  nature  to  account  for  anything  that 
might  come  to  pass.  So  I need  not  say 
that  I soon  laughed  away  in  the  morning 
while  dressing  all  the  impression  of  my 
midnight  experiences.  At  the  breakfast- 
table  my  good  friends  greeted  me  with 
an  inquiring  look  which  seemed  to  say, 
“ Well  ?”  I need  not  say  I made  no  allu- 
sion to  the  little  event,  and  when  asked  if 
I had  rested  well,  replied  with  the  usual 
“Thank  you.” 

During  the  morning,  as  I was  making  a 
sketch  of  the  old  sun-dial,  Miss  Lisle  came 
out  with  Shan,  and  spreading  a rug  upon 
the  turf,  sat  down  near  me,  and,  for  her, 
looked  and  talked  quite  amiably. 

“Was  your  Tulip  any  protection  to 
you  last  night  ?”  she  said,  suddenly,  look- 
ing up  at  me  from  beneath  her  fell  of 
tawny  hair.  I merely  “smiled  a sickly 
kind  of  smile”  myself,  and  said,  “Tulip  has 
not  that  inborn  love  of  the  supernatural 
that  she  might  have.  She  never  shone 
forth  as  a good  ‘ghost  dog,’  if  you  mean 
that.”  At  the  time  Miss  Barbara  was 
rather  picturesquely  prone  on  the  rug, 
trying  to  overcome  the  rough  playfulness 
of  Shan.  She  seemed  to  have  a wrist  of 
iron.  Pinning  his  two  huge  paws  across 
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THE  WELL  OF  SAINT  JOHN.* 


“fTIHERE  is  plenty  of  room  for  two  in  here, 

JL  Within  the  steep  tunnel  of  old  gray  stone; 

And  the  well  is  so  dark,  and  the  spring  so  clear, 

It  is  quite  unsafe  to  go  down  alone/’ 

“It  is  perfectly  safe,  depend  upon  it, 

For  a girl  who  can  count  the  steps,  like  me; 

And  if  ever  I saw  dear  mother  s bonnet. 

It  is  there  on  the  hill  by  the  old  asli-tree/’ 

“There  is  nobody  but  Rees  Morgan’s  cow 
Watching  the  dusk  on  the  milk-white  sea. 

’Tis  the  time  and  the  place  for  a life-long  vow, 

Such  as  I owe  you,  and  you  owe  me/’ 

“Oh.  Willie,  how  can  I,  in  this  dark  well? 

I shall  drop  the  brown  pitcher,  if  you  let  go; 

The  long  roof  is  murmuring  like  a sea-shell, 

And  the  shadows  are  shudderiug  to  and  fro.” 

“Tis  the  sound  of  the  ebb  in  Newton  Bay. 

Quickens  the  spring  as  the  tide  grows  less, 

Even  as  true  love  flows  alwav 

Counter  the  flood  of  the  world’s  success.” 

4 k There  is  no  other  way  for  love  to  flow ; 

Whenever  it  springs  in  a woman’s  breast, 

To  the  home  of  its  own  heart  it  must  go, 

And  run  contrary  to  all  the  rest.” 

“Then  fill  the  sweet  cup  of  your  hand,  my  love, 

And  pledge  me  your  maiden  faith  thereon, 

By  the  touch  of  the  lettered  stone  above, 

And  the  holy  water  of  Saint  John.” 

“Oh,  what  shall  I say?  My  heart  drops  low; 

My  firigers  are  cold,  and  my  hand  too  flat. 

Is  love  to  be  measured  by  handfuls  so? 

And  you  know  that  I love  you — without  that.” 

They  stooped  in  the  gleam  of  the  faint  light,  over 
The  print  of  themselves  on  the  limpid  gloom; 

And  she  lifted  her  full  palm  toward  her  lover, 

With  her  lips  prepared  for  the  words  of  doom. 

But  the  warm  heart  rose,  and  the  cold  hand  fell, 

And  the  pledge  of  her  faith  sprang,  sweet  and  clear, 

From  a holier  source  than  the  old  saint’s  well, 

From  the  never-ebbing  tide  of  love — a tear. 

R.  D.  Blackmore. 


* The  old  well  of  Saint  John,  in  the  parish  of  Newton-Xottage,  Glamorganshire,  has  a tide  of  its  own, 
which  is  generally  believed  to  urn  counter  to  that  of  the  sea,  some  half-mile  away.  More  careful  obser- 
vation shows  that  the  contrariety  is  less  exact,  though  still  sufficient  to  support  its  reputation,  and  gives 
zest  to  the  cold  pellucid  draught. 

“Justus  utriquc  est 

Continue  motu  refluus,  tamen  ordine  dispar.” 
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“"VTOW  there!”  said  Ellen  Jane  Salt; 

li  4 ‘I’m  tired  seein’  a passel  of  folks 
squealin’  at  a snail  shell.” 

It  happened  that  much  the  same  view 
of  the  case  was  occupying  Miss  Helen  Rit- 
ter at  the  same  moment;  the  chief  differ- 
ence being  that  the  summer  boarder’s 
view  was  not  dependent  upon  expression, 
while  that  of  the  “native”  (as  usual)  was. 

It  was  what  is  called  a burning  fog  that 
day.  Miss  Ritter  was  sitting  on  the  cliff 
under  a Japanese  umbrella.  Twenty  peo- 
ple were  sitting  under  Japanese  umbrel- 
las. Hers,  she  thanked  Heaven,  was  of 
ivory-color,  plain  and  pale.  No  Turkey 
red  flaunted  fiercely  nor  purple  manda- 
rin sprawled  hysterically  against  indigo 
skies  above  her  individual  head.  There 
is  a comfort  in  distinction,  even  if  it  go 
no  further  than  a paper  sun  shade.  Miss 
Ritter  enjoyed  the  added  idiosyncrasy  of 
sitting  under  hers  alone.  She  was  often 
alone. 

In  July  the  sea-side  is  agreeable;  in 
September,  irresistible ; in  October,  intox- 
icating. In  August,  one  does  not  under- 
stand it:  one  comes  up  suddenly  against 
its  “other  side,”  as  against  peculiarities 
in  the  character  of  a friend  known  for 
years,  and  unexpectedly  putting  the  af- 
fection to  a vital  test. 

In  August  the  sun  goes  out,  and  the 
thick  weather  comes  in.  The  landlady 
is  tired,  and  the  waitress  slams  the  plate; 
the  fog- bell  tolls,  and  the  beach  is  sloppy; 
the  fog-whistles  screech,  and  one  may  not 
go  a-sail  ing ; the  puddings  and  sauces  have 
grown  familiar,  and  one  has  read  too  many 
novels  to  stand  another,  and  yet  not 
enough  to  force  one  back,  for  life's  sake, 
on  a 44 course  of  solid  reading.”  In  Au- 
gust one’s  next  neighbor  is  sure  it  was  a 
mistake  not  to  spend  the  season  at  the 
mountains.  In  August  the  babies  on  the 
same  corridor  are  sick.  In  August  one 
lias  discovered  where  the  milk  is  kept, 
and  frightful  secrets  of  the  drainage  are 
gossiped  in  ghastly  whispers  by  the  guests, 
who  complain  of  the  dinners  when  the 
young  married  lady  who  rowed  by  moon- 
light with  another  fellow  has  left  the 
place  and  a temporary  deficiency  of  scan- 
dal. In  August  one’s  own  particular 
beach  is  swarming  and  useless,  one’s 
especial  reef  is  populated  and  hideous, 
nay,  one's  very  crevice  in  the  rock  is  dis- 
covered and  mortgaged  to  the  current  flir- 


tations, and  all  nature,  which  had  seemed 
to  be  one’s  homestead,  becomes  one’s  ex- 
ile. In  August  there  are  hops,  and  one 
wants  to  go  away.  In  August  there  are 
flies,  and  the  new  boarder. 

It  is  the  new  boarder  who  is  overaudi- 
ble  about  the  snail  shells.  Down  there 
in  the  gorge,  where  the  purple  trap  glit- 
ters at  half- tide  in  great  volcanic  veins 
that  seem  to  pulsate  yet  through  the  cliff 
with  the  fire  imprisoned  there — who  knows 
when  ? — and  where  the  beaded  brown  kelp 
deepens  to  bronze,  and  then  runs  to  tar- 
nished gold  in  the  wet,  rich,  pulpy  reced- 
ence  of  the  ebb,  the  new  boarder  abound- 
eth.  So  the  snail — brown,  green,  orange, 
lemon,  gray,  and  white — the  tiny  shells 
mere  flecks  of  color,  moved  sluggishly  by 
their  cell  of  hidden  consciousness  and 
will,  like  certain  larger  lives  that  beneath 
a mask  of  stagnation  palpitate.  The 
snails,  as  I say,  interest  the  new  boarder. 
He  saunters  down  in  groups,  in  clans,  in 
hordes,  defiling  through  the  trap  gorge — 
disproportionately  feminine,  sparsely  but 
instructively  masculine,  and  eternally  in- 
fantile. He  views  the  attractions  of  the 
spot  first  enthusiastically,  then  calmly, 
now  indifferently,  and  drifts  away  at  the 
third  stage  of  feeling,  possibly  an  object 
of  curiosity  or  envy,  in  his  turn,  to  the 
snail,  who  has  to  stay.  The  first  day  he 
screams  (I  must  be  pardoned  if  I use  the 
generic  masculine  pronoun  in  this  con- 
nection) at  the  snails;  the  second  day  he 
observes  them  without  screaming ; the 
third,  he  doesn’t  observe  them  at  all. 
His  number  is  infinite,  and  his  place  is 
never  vacant.  His  lady  types  wear  wild 
roses  in  their  belts,  invariably  succeeded 
by  daisies,  and  rigorously  followed  by 
golden-rod.  It  is  an  endless  procession 
of  the  Alike,  or,  we  may  say,  of  the  great 
North  American  Average. 

Decidedly  on  the  fortunate  side  of  the 
average  is  the  element  that  is  creeping 
into  Fairharbor — one  should  say  stepping 
in,  for  that  end  of  averages  never  creeps, 
to  be  sure — the  element  not  vociferous 
over  snails,  and  scantily  given  to  floral 
decoration ; an  element  represented,  for 
instance,  by  Miss  Ritter,  who,  seeking 
Fairharbor  for  many  a summer  because, 
among  other  reasons,  it  gave  her  that 
closest  kind  of  seclusion,  isolation  in  a 
crowd  with  which  one  lias  not  historic  so- 
cial relations,  has  sadly  discovered  of  late 
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that  her  dear,  rough,  plain  rocks  and 
waves  and  boarding-houses  are  becoming 
semi-fashionable,  with  a threat  even  of 
classically  abandoning  the  compound. 
Already  Fairharbor  has  her  hotel  and  her 
daily  steamer,  her  band  and  her  “distin- 


ct 


“ SUE  HAD  A STATELY  WALK.” 


guished  visitors,”  her  mythical  company, 
organized  to  sweep  up  the  huge  solitudes 
at  five  dollars  a foot,  roadway  forty  feet 
wide  thrown  in,  and  wells  if  you  can  find 
any  water  in  them.  Already  she  has 
her  landaus  and  her  toilets,  her  French 
maids  and  her  ladies  who  protect  the  com- 
plexion. Already  the  faithful  old  stagers, 
haughtily  unconscious,  are  stared  at  for 
their  thick  boots  and  beach  dresses  and  gor- 
geouscoats  of  tan,  and  their  way  of  sitting 
in  the  sand  like  crabs  after  their  vigorous 
baths,  in  which  they  do  not  jump  up  and 
down,  but  swim  sturdily,  battling  with 
the  sharp  North  shore  waters,  and  not  ex- 
pected to  scream. 

Miss  Ritter,  a conspicuous  figure  on  the 
cliff’s  edge  above  the  lava  gorge,  might  be 
called  an  unconscious  link  between  Fair- 
harbor  past  and  Fairharbor  to  be,  possess- 

Difitized  by  Google 


ing  perhaps  the  better  points  in  both 
types  of  “summer  people,”  luxuriously 
dissatisfied  with  them,  with  herself,  with 
the  world,  even  just  now  with  Fairhar- 
bor. In  her  white  flannel  dress  and  white 
hat,  with  the  pale  flame-colored  tie  at  her 
throat,  and  the  reflection  from  the  pale 
sun-shade  upon  her,  she  had  a select, 
almost  severe  look,  which  was  not  less- 
ened by  any  depreciation  of  effect  in 
motion  when  she  rose  and  walked.  She 


had  a stately  walk,  and  reminded 
one  of  a calla,  as  she  turned  her 
head  slowly  and  stood  full  to 
view,  tall  and  serious. 

, There  was  no  sunset  that  night; 

it  was  a dog-day,  damp  and  dead; 
the  fog  had  thickened,  and  was 
crawling  in  like  fate ; the  bell 
tolled  from  the  light  house  two 
miles  away,  and  the  east  wind 
bore  the  sound  steadily  in. 

Already  the  boarder  children, 
who  insisted  on  going  in  the  skiff, 
could  not  be  seen  an  eighth  of  a mile  out 
at  the  island's  edge  beyond  the  lava  gorge ; 
and  the  fisherman,  whose  children  knew 
better,  pushed  them  with  a kiss  from  his 
knees  as  he  drew  in  his  dory  for  the  res- 
cue, to  comfort  a distracted  parent  (in  a 
red  parasol)  and  another  one  (rumored  to 
be  a clergyman,  but  just  now  in  a bathing 
suit),  whose  inharmonious  opinions  but 
harmonious  anxiety  were  the  excitement 
of  the  hour  upon  the  beach.  The  bath- 
ing suit  had,  unhappily  for  him,  allowed 
the  children  to  go.  The  red  parasol  had 
always  said  they  would  be  drowned. 

“Don’t  ye  fret,”  said  the  fisherman, 
with  a slow  grin.  “They  stole  my  old 
punt,  an’  she  leaks  so  Vll  keep  ’em  busy 
bailin’,  and  they  cant  get  fur.  IM1  fetch 
’em  this  time,  but  next  time  keep  'em  to 
hum.  Why,  there  ain't  a dog  in  Fairliar- 
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bor'd  set  out  rowin'  thick  as  this,  ’thout 
he  lied  to  go  for  a doctor  or  see  to  his 
trawls;  he'd  know  better.  But  you  land- 
lubbers never  do  know  nothin';  you  don't 
know  enough  to  know  when  to  be  skeer- 
ed. — H'are  ye.  Miss  Ritter?"  as  she  passed 
him,  suddenly  gliding  down  the  cliff,  and 
up  the  wet,  uncordial  beach. 

“ That’s  like  you,  Henry.  Your  tongue 
is  bound  to  take  the  edge  off  your  good 
deeds  somehow,  like  plated  silver,  where- 
as you  know,  half  the  time,  it's  the  solid 
thing  underneath.  Now  you'll  scour  the 
ocean  after  those  children,  and  do  just  as 
well  as  if  you  hadn't  scolded  about  it.” 

‘ 4 Better — a sight  better!"  chuckled 
Henry.  He  ran  splashing  through  the 
water  over  his  huge  red  leather  boots, 
pushing  the  dory  off  with  a mighty  shove. 
He  moved  the  oars  with  a fisherman's  su- 
perb leisure;  his  massive  figure  looked  as 
if  it  were  etched  for  a moment  on  the 
mist,  whose  color  and  the  color  of  his  old 
oil  - clothes  blurred  together  till  there 
seemed  to  be  only  the  outline  of  a man. 
As  boat  and  boatman  grew  dimmer  to  the 
view,  the  ghostly  rower  turned  and  shot 
back  one  parting  word  at  the  red  parasol : 

“Look  a-here!  Jest  you  stop  yowlin’, 
won’t  ye  ? You’ll  sheer  them  young  'uns 
overboard.  Ef  you  want  me  to  fetch 
’em,  lemme  do  it  in  peace." 

With  this,  the  fog,  with  whose  terrible 
and  mysterious  swiftness  no  man  may  in- 
termeddle, shut  down. 

“Like  the  curtain  of  death,"  Miss  Rit- 
ter thought,  looking  over  her  shoulder, 
when  man  and  boat  and  voice  had  van- 
ished utterly.  She  was  not  given  to  too 
much  consideration  of  the  lot  of  her  fel- 
low-men, perhaps;  her  sympathies  were 
well  regulated,  but  not  acute.  Although 
from  Boston,  she  was  not  a philanthropist 
by  avocation;  she  took  people  as  they 
came,  or  went — good-naturedly  enough, 
but  not  uncomfortably:  she  had  a touch 
of  the  irresponsibility  belonging  to  pro- 
fessional artists;  she  herself  did  not  even 
paint  tea  cups. 

In  Fairharbor,  for  instance,  it  would 
have  been  easy  to  make  one's  self  miser- 
able. She  meant  to  treat  her  neighbors 
as  a lady  should;  but  why  cultivate  neu- 
ralgia of  the  emotions  over  the  fate  of  the 
fleets?  It  wras  therefore  hardly  charac- 
teristic, and  struck  her  for  the  moment,  in 
an  artistic  sense,  curiously,  as  part  of  the 
“effect"  of  the  whole  wet,  dull  afternoon, 
that  she  should  feel  almost  moved  by  the 


every-day  incident  of  Henry  and  the  dory 
and  the  fog.  He  seemed  to  her  suddenly 
like  a symbol  of  the  piteous  Fairharbor 
life;  as  one  puts  an  eagle,  an  arrow,  a 
shield,  or  whatever,  upon  the  seal  of  a 
commonwealth  or  upon  coin,  so  Fairharbor 
might  take. Henry;  so  she  gave  up  her 
vigorous  young  life  that  “went  down  to 
the  sea  in  ships";  and  so,  ghosts  before 
their  time,  her  doomed  men  trod  her 
shores. 

“I  believe  I must  stop  and  see  Ellen 
Salt  about  some  laces,"  said  Miss  Ritter, 
uncertainly,  to  the  lady  boarder,  with 
daisies  and  a mandarin  parasol,  now  pulpy 
with  the  fog,  and  offering  acute  tempta- 
tion to  stick  one's  fingers  between  the  ribs 
— the  lady  who  joined  her  on  the  beach. 

It  did  not  matter  about  the  laces,  but  it 
mattered  to  have  to  talk  to  that  stack  of 
daisies  just  then.  The  lady’s  leather  belt 
was  tight,  and  the  flowers  seemed  to  gasp 
as  if  they  had  got  into  corsets. 

This  was  the  lady  who  always  com- 
plained of  the  breakfasts,  and  knew  how 
often  every  gentleman  in  the  hotel  came 
to  see  his  wife.  She  was  an  idle,  pretty, 
silly  thing;  abnormally,  one  might  say 
inhumanly,  luxurious.  She  wore  thirty 
thousand  dollars’  worth  of  diamonds,  be- 
cause it  was  understood  she  was  afraid  to 
leave  them  in  the  hotel  rooms.  She  gave 
three  dollars  to  the  subscription  for  the 
Fairharbor  widows  of  two  hundred  men 
drowned  last  year:  she  had  acquired  a 
theory  that  one  must  not  make  paupers. 

As  Helen  Ritter  struck  off  alone  through 
the  fog,  down  the  lane,  behind  the  wild- 
rose  thicket,  under  the  willow-trees,  and 
against  the  big  bowlders,  to  Mrs.  Salt's  lit- 
tle, old,  unpainted  cottage — picturesquely 
gray,  and  proportionally  damp — she  was 
thinking  neither  of  the  daisy  and  dia- 
mond boarder  nor  of  two  hundred  drowned 
fishermen,  nor  even  of  Ellen  Jane  and  the 
weekly  wash. 

So  far  as  her  thoughts  had  organization 
rather  than  pulp,  and  might  have  been 
nautically  termed  more  conscious  than 
jelly-fish,  she  was  thinking— still  in  that 
same  amusing,  outside,  artistic  sense — of 
herself;  looking  on,  as  she  looked  on  at 
the  summer  people  and  the  fishermen, 
with  an  un impassioned,  critical  eye. 

Too  well  we  all  know  those  mad  or  in- 
spired moments  (generally  ours  on  dull 
afternoons)  when  we  seem  to  catch  up  the 
whole  of  life  at  a handful,  and  fling  it 
from  us  utterly  in  a kind  of  scorn  that 
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may  be  wholly  noble  or  trivial,  according 
to  the  impulse  of  the  motion  or  the  direc- 
tion of  the  aim. 

She,  Helen  Ritter,  of  Beacon  Street, 
Boston,  twenty-eight  years  old,  an  orphan, 
a Brahman  (rich,  if  one  stopped  to  think 
of  that),  and  a beauty,  member  of  Trinity 
Church  and  the  Brain  Club,  subscriber  to 
the  Provident  Association,  and  stockhold* 
er  in  the  Athenaeum,  fond  of  her  maid, 
her  relatives,  her  bric-a-brac,  and  her  way, 
walking  to  her  wash-woman’s  through 
the  fog,  and  suffering  one  of  these  su- 
preme moments,  could  have  flung  her 
whole  personality  into  Nirvana  or  the 
ocean  by  one  sweep  of  her  white-clad  arm 
that  day,  and  felt  well  rid  of  it.  To  be 
sure,  nothing  had  happened. 

That,  perhaps,  was  the  trouble  ? 

4fc  I am  a type,7'  said  the  young  woman 
aloud.  4 4 I am  nothing  but  a type ; I have 
no  ‘use  nor  name  nor  fame7  under  the 
skies,  beyond  standing  for  the  representa- 
tive, like  people  that  make  the  groups  in 
tourists’  photographs.  I may  thank  Hea- 
ven if  I don’t  do  it  inartistically,  I suppose ; 
and  mean  while  pay  my  laundress.  I won- 
der why  I keep  on  coming  to  Fairharbor  ?7’ 

Why,  indeed?  Helen  Ritter  to  Helen 
Ritter,  in  the  scorn  of  her  heart  and  the 
depth  of  it,  would  give  no  answer  to  that 
question,  but  hit  it  with  her  fine,  cool  look 
as  she  would  any  other  social  intruder, 
and  pass  it  by  upon  the  other  side.  She 
was  young,  for  life  to  have  come  to  what 
she  called  its  end. 

“Yet  the  light  of  a whole  life  dies, 

When  love  is  done,” 

sang  the  musical  boarder  in  the  hotel 
parlor  beyond  the  rose  thicket.  The  east 
wind  bore  the  sound  over  the  bowlders, 
through  the  willow  boughs,  driving  with 
the  fog,  as  if  both  had  been  ghosts  from 
the  hidden  sea. 

Why  cling  to  the  old  spot  where  the 
light  of  life  had  once  been  kindled  and 
quenched  ? Why  dog,  like  a spirit  un  re- 
leased, the  haunts  of  that  blessed  and  ac- 
cursed vitality?  No,  no.  She  could  not 
curse  it:  no.  Whom  or  what  had  she  to 
curse  ? Fate,  perhaps,  or  accident,  or  a 
man  s terrible  dullness  of  intellect  before 
the  nature  of  the  woman  he  loves,  or  her 
own  doom,  or  her  own  “ way77 — that  un- 
lucky way  which  as  often  wrought  her 
mischief  from  being  misunderstood  as 
from  being  to  blame,  but  which  was  none 
the  less  likely  to  be  to  blame  for  that. 


“The  mind  has  a thousand  eyes,” 
sang  the  summer  boarder  with  laborious- 
ly accelerated  emphasis,  for  the  gentlemen 
had  come  in  from  the  beach,  and  were  list- 
ening, 

“The  mind  has  a thousand  eyes, 

And  the  heart  but  one, 

Yet  the  light  of  ai  whole  life  dies, 

When  love  is  done.” 

4 4 W ell,  there  !77  said  Ellen  Jane  Salt, 4 4 do 
come  in  out  of  this  thick  weather.  Fog's 
good  for  your  flannel  dress;  bleach  it  out; 
but  my!  ain't  you  sloppy?  You  got 
drabbled  on  the  beach.  Just  you  step  up 
agen  my  tubs  and  let  me  wash  out  that 
hem  o7  your’n  jest  as  you  be.  I'll  stand 
you  up  to  the  stove  after,  and  dry  you  up 
a mite,  too,  and  iron  you  off,  and  you'll 
be  slick  as  ever.  Pity ! I did  you  up  only 
last  Saturday,  you  know — There ! I’m 
drove  to  death,  but  I can’t  stand  seein7 
good  washin7  spoiled  like  that — and  you, 
too,  punctual  as  you  are  with  the  price — 
so  many  dozen,  and  so  late  in  the  season 
besides.  No ; the  laces  wasn’t  extry,  thank 
you.  I’d  be  ashamed  if  I couldn’t  do  a bit 
of  valingcens  for  you.  But  there ! I was 
up  till  two  o’clock  this  morn  in’  ironin’  Mrs. 
Hannibal  P.  Harrowstone's  fluted  nigh7- 
gownds  (thread  lace,  every  scrap).  She 
had  six.  I’m  drove  out  of  my  wits,  and 
Rafe  had  to  have  one  of  his  spells  at  three, 
poor  little  fellow ! just  as  I’d  got  a snooze 
in  my  close  atop  of  the  bed-spread,  for  it 
was  so  hot  with  the  heavy  ironin’  fire, 
and  us  so  near  the  cook-stove.  There !” 

Ellen  Jane  Salt  was  a little  woman, 
thin  and  keen  of  outline;  the  kind  of  wo- 
man sure  to  marry  a large  man,  and  rule 
him  roundly.  She  had  very  bright  blue 
eyes,  sunken  with  want  of  sleep;  and  the 
chiselling  of  care  about  her  temples  and 
her  mouth  told  that  her  first  youth  had 
passed  in  hand-to-hand  struggles  with  life, 
from  which  middle  age  gave  no  prospect 
of  releasing  her.  The  line  between  her 
lips  indicated  that  nature  had  given  her 
a sweet  temper,  which  experience  might 
push  hard  now  and  then  under  stress  of 
circumstances.  She  had  what  it  would 
be  sufficient  to  call  a busy  voice,  pitched 
like  the  American  feminine  voice  of  her 
class,  but  without  a shrewish  note;  on  the 
whole,  making  allowance  for  the  nation- 
al key,  what  might  be  called  a motherly 
or  wifely  voice.  She  had  the  curious, 
watching  look  common  to  the  women  of 
Fairharbor,  acquired  from  that  observa- 
tion of  the  sea’  with  which  the  summer 
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boarder  is  unfamiliar.  ‘ A little  anxious 
running  down  to  the  beach  now,  or  the 
wharf  then,  when  the  fog  sets  in;  a little 
more  restless  climbing  of  the  cliff  when 
the  wind  rises;  this  peering  for  the  dory 
before  dawn,  or  searching  for  the  sail  at 
dusk,  or  scanning  the  headland  by  moon- 
light, or  asking  the  dead  of  night  to  give 
the  absent  head-light  to  straining  eyes,  or 
beating  about  over  the  downs  in  the  No- 
vember gales  with  the  glass  which  trembles 
in  the  aching  arm  before  the  blank  hori- 
zon— these  things,  we  see,  give  optical  re- 
sults which  no  social  oculist  has  distinct- 
ly classified.  For  the  rest,  Ellen  Jane 
Salt  wore  a navy  blue  calico  dress,  well 
fitted  (by  herself)  to  a pleasant  figure,  and 
tucked  up  over  the  hips  uuder  a gray 
crash  washing  apron,  on  which  she  wiped 
her  steamed  and  dripping  hands  to  give 
Miss  Ritter  greeting.  There  was  a strip 
of  tourist’s  ruffling  in  the  neck  of  the  navy 
blue  calico,  and  the  lious8,  like  the  mis- 
tress, was  as  neat  as  a honey-comb.  One 
might  almost  say,  without  straining  a 
point,  that  there  was  a certaiu  poetry  in 
her  avocation;  for  Ellen  Jane  Salt’s  old 
cottage  seemed  to  the  chance  visitor  a 
kind  of  temple  of  cleanliness.  The  small 
kitchen  was  sunny  and  sweet;  and  despite 
the  disproportion  of  the  ironing  table  and 
stove  to  the  environment,  the  only  litter 
seemed  to  be  the  signs  of  the  presence  of 
children,  which  abounded.  Then  it  must 
be  distinctly  understood  that  Mrs.  Salt  had 
a “parlor.”  What  New-Englander  has 
not?  Whether  his  debts  be  paid  or  his 
soul  saved  we  need  not  stop  to  inquire; 
he  will  attend  to  that  presently;  mean- 
while, a parlor  or  your  life! 

In  Mrs.  Salt’s  parlor  was  a carpet  of  a 
high-art  pattern  under  reduced  conditions 
— olive  green,  to  be  sure,  playing  at  geome- 
try with  Indian  red,  and  sepia  brown  and 
ivory  black;  it  was  an  excellent  carpet, 
and  protected  by  a strip  of  oil-cloth  nailed 
across  like  a little  plank  walk  for  thechil- 
dren  to  travel  over  to  the  bedroom  beyond. 
There  was  a new  paper  on  the  walls  of  the 
parlor,  very  clean  and  very  gilt  (olive 
green,  of  course),  and  the  price  per  roll 
such  a trifle  that  a cod-fish  could  afford  it, 
as  Mrs.  Salt  had  often  said;  the  paperer 
being  Ellen  Jane  herself,  at  midnight, 
after  a day’s  washing,  when  “he”  was 
asleep. 

In  the  parlor  were  a black  hair-cloth 
sofa,  a centre  table  with  a red  cloth,  a 
Bible,  a copy  of  a children’s  paper,  an 
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old  Harper , and  a patent-medicine  alma- 
nac; a chromo  called  “ In  noceuce  Asleep,” 
(presented  with  a pound  of  green  tea,  and 
since  framed  in  gilt),  and  a framed  pho- 
tograph of  Rate;  but  when  we  come  to 
Rate- 

Mean  while,  in  the  parlor  there  was  also 
“an  instrument.”  Mrs.  Salt  had  privately 
meant  it  to  be  a piano;  but  Mr.  Salt  had  a 
bad  year  haddocking,  and  that  overgrown 
ambition  was  silently  set  aside.  Anyhow, 
it  was  an  instrument.  It  did  not  matter 
whether  one  called  it  a melodeon  or  a cab- 
inet organ,  or  whatever;  the  musical  fu- 
ture of  the  Salt  family  was  thus  assured. 

In  a narrower  personal  sense  the  instru- 
ment was  intended  for  Emma  Eliza,  who 
took  music  lessons  in  prosperous  seasons, 
and  played — to  Rate.  Emma  Eliza  was 
the  oldest  daughter,  and  Rate  was  the 
youngest  son.  Mrs.  Salt  had  six  children 
— two  babies.  Rate  was  a cripple. 

“Wasn’t  that  Mrs.  Hannibal  P.  Har- 
rowstone  cornin’  up  the  beach  alongside  of 
you  ?”  began  Mrs.  Salt,  promptly.  She 
ironed  as  she  talked,  making  small  cere- 
mony of  Miss  Ritter,  who  was  an  old  cus- 
tomer, and  regarded  quite  as  oue  of  the 
family.  Mrs.  Salt’s  irons  thumped  when 
she  was  tired  or  excited,  though  she 
would  have  you  understand  she  knew 
how  to  iron  scientifically  and  silently,  and 
no  fuss  about  it.  To-night  she  thumped 
a good  deal. 

“She’s  a good  customer,  Mi's.  Hannibal 
P.Harrowstone.  But  there!  Whenlcount 
the  yards  and  yards  on  her  petticoats — dol- 
lar a yard,  every  mite  of  it — and  her  nigli’- 
gownds  solid  [thump]  valingcens,  you 
might  say,  and  them  di’mon’s  [thump], 
and  beef-tea  for  Rate  goes  so  fast  at  twen- 
ty-five cents  a pound  durin’  his  spells ; and 
there!  [thump].  Why,  Miss  Ritter,  I did 
up  one  dress  for  that  woman  last  week 
would  ha’  paid  our  rent  for  a whole  year, 
by  the  Sassinfras  Bitters  Almanac;  and 
Biram  so  sharp  on  his  rent,  too,  luck  or 
none;  an’  if  a man  makes  eighty  dollars 
to  his  trip  or  eight  cents,  it’s  all  the  same 
to  Biram  come  rent-day.  But  there ! that’s 
fishin’.  I ain’t  complainin’,  and  thanks  to 
mercy  I can  stand  at  the  wash-tub  day  an’ 
night  for  ’em  long’s  there’s  anything  to 
wash.  Six  weeks  ain’t  much,  now,  is  it? 
Pretty  short  season;  and  no  more  for  a 
woman  to  do  in  Fairharbor  rest  of  the 
year  than  there  is  for  a clam.  We’re  like 
’em,  I guess— just  stick  in  the  mud  and 
stay  there.  But  there!  I ain’t  complain- 
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in’  either ; and  six  children  do  want  a sight 
of  things  from  Janooary  to  Janooary,  as 
you’d  know,  if  you'd  ever  had  one;  and 
Rafe — ” 


“Rafe  looks  pale,  I thought,”  inter- 
posed Miss  Ritter,  glancing  into  the  “par- 
lor,” where  a little,  bent  figure  sat  in  a 
high,  padded  chair  by  the  window. 

The  child  had  a delicate  face,  refined  by 
suffering,  and  a singularly  sweet  mouth ; 
he  had  long  blonde  hair,  which  fell  over 
his  face  as  he  stooped.  There  were  no 
other  children  visible,  except  the  baby, 
asleep  in  the  crib  or  cradle  at  the  little 
cripple’s  feet.  Now  and  then  the  boy 
jogged  the  cradle  with  his  foot,  as  he  bent 
over  his  work  or  play. 

“It’s  your  scrap-book,”  said  Mrs.  Salt, 
in  a low  voice — “ that  one  you  gave  him 
with  the  chromos  and  magazines  when 
you  come  in  June.  You  never  see  such  a 
sight  of  comfort  as  that  child  gets  out  o’ 
them  things — bless  your  soul  for  it!  It’s 
the  prettiness  that  pleases  him.  The 
boarders  give  him  money  sometimes,  but 
he  don't  pay  the  same  attention  to  it — it 
ain’t  that,  you  know.  There’s  a kind  of 
prettiness  about  Rafe — like  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  I do  for.  He  ain’t  like  a fish- 
erman, Rafe  ain’t,  and  so  sweet  of  his 
temper  in  all  his  spells.  Now  last  night 
never  a word.  His  father  and  me  hate  to 
see  Rafe  suffer.” 

“I  saw  Henry  on  the  beach  just  now,” 
observed  Miss  Ritter,  backing  up  by  the 
stove,  as  she  was  bidden,  to  dry  her  white 
flannel  dress  hem  after  Mrs.  Salt's  profes- 
sional treatment  thereof.  The  young  lady 
had  quite  dignity  enough  even  for  this 
awkward  and  exceedingly  warm  position, 
and  seemed  to  fill  the  little  house  with  a 
kind  of  splendor — distant,  uncomprehend- 
ing, accidental — like  that  gift  of  the  scrap- 
book. She  thought  too  little  about  them 
to  know  when  she  did  the  right  thing  by 
poor  people,  until  they  told  her.  She  did 
not  mistake  her  taste  for  her  principles, 
though  they  sometimes  might.  “I  saw 
Henry,”  said  Miss  Ritter,  in  her  affable 
tone,  that  the  wash -woman  did  not  always 
distinguish  from  personal  friendship.  44  He 
was  going  off  in  the  dory  after  those  Ben- 
zine children  that  always  get  lost  foggy 
days.  I thought  he  was  pretty  patient, 
though  he  had  to  have  his  say  about  it. 
All  the  children  were  with  him,  I believe 
— Tom  and  Sue  and  the  bigger  baby  and 
the  rest.”  ^ 

“There  ain’t  any  rest  except  Emma 
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Eliza,”  corrected  the  mother.  “Six  is 
enough,  gracious  knows— and  she’s  gone 
home  with  Mrs.  Hannibal  P.  Harrow- 
stone’s  wash,  what  there  is  ready  of  it. 
Yea,  there’s  that  about  Henry  Salt,  I will 
say;  he’ll  do  anything,  but  he’s  got  to 
have  his  say.  Him  and  me  we  have 
words  sometimes.  I'm  always  sorry  for 
it  afterward.  I never  mean  to.  He  says 
he  don't  mean  to  either.  But  there!  men- 
folks  is  men-folks,  not  to  say  anything  of 
women.  Nigh  as  I can  make  out,  the 
Lord  made  men-folks  to  be  contrary ; but 
sakes!  if  you  love  ’em,  what’s  the  odds? 
You’ve  only  got  a bigger  chance  to  do  for 
’em,  and  mother  ’em  up.  They're  a kind 
of  boys,  men  are,  and  have  to  be  mother- 
ed up  somehow  by  their  women.  They 
need  pettin’  and  fussin’  and  strokin’  the 
right  way,  and  hear  jest  how  they  feel 
when  they’re  a mite  sick,  and  fuss  over 
’em  as  if  you  s’posed  they  was  dangerous, 
and  not  to  say  nothin’  when  you’re  ten 
times  worse  yourself — that's  men.  I don't 
say  I don’t  have  my  tempers  out  myself 
— like  an  influenzy,  got  to  come—  some- 
times. But  there!  I’ve  got  a good  hus- 
band, dear.  Nor  there  ain’t  a stiddier, 
nor  soberer,  nor  better,  goes  to  the  Banks 
from  Fairliarbor  year  in,  year  out.  I’m 
very  fond  of  Henry.  We’ve  had  a happy 
life,  me  and  Henry.” 

“A  happy  life?” 

Miss  Ritter  looked  about  the  fisher- 
man’s cottage;  at  the  small  rooms  crowd- 
ed with  the  signs  of  surplus  life  and  har- 
assing economies;  at  the  sober,  sleeping 
baby,  who  seemed  to  have  been  born  in  a 
hard  season,  and  bore  the  inheritance  of 
poverty  and  anxiety  in  the  lines  of  his 
unconscious  face  ; at  the  crippled  boy 
stooping  in  the  window  against  the  dull 
square  of  light  made  by  the  conflict  of  the 
fog  and  dusk  beyond;  at  the  nervous  mo- 
tions of  the  tired  woman  at  the  ironing 
table.  Elleu  Jane  Salt  did  not  pass  for  a 
heroine,  but  she  had  aches  enough  and 
ailments  enough  to  have  put  Miss  Ritter 
or  Mrs.  Hannibal  P.  Harrowstone  under 
treatment  from  a fashionable  physician 
for  the  rest  of  her  life.  Any  lady  who 
felt  as  she  did  would  have  gone  to  bed. 
The  fisherman's  wife  washed  and  ironed; 
thus  Rafe  had  beef-tea — and  the  instru- 
ment. Somehow  even  the  instrument  did 
not  make  the  fisherman’s  cottage  seem  an 
abode  of  luxury.  “I  can  always  sell  it,” 
Mrs.  Salt  said,  when  approached  by  good 
sociologists  on  the  subject  of  this  extra va- 
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gance.  “ It's  good  property ; it  keeps  the 
children  to  home  evenings;  and  Rate — 
why,  I got  it  for  Raf£” 

The  wash-woman  stood  straight  at  her 
ironing  table,  and  lifted  her  head  as  she 
followed  Helen  Ritter’s  look  about  the 
cottage,  on  whose  sparse  comforts  the  ad- 
vancing dusk  was  setting  heavily. 

“Yes,”  she  said,  very  gently,  “Henry 
and  me  have  had  a happy  life — him  a fish- 
erman, me  a washer- woman — six  children 
— and  Rate — and  poor.  Well, there ! there’s 
been  times  poor  don’t  say  it — and  hard. 
It's  been  pretty  hard.  But  you  see,  my 
dear,  me  and  Henry  like  each  other.  I 
suppose  that  makes  a difference.” 

“It  must  make  a difference,”  repeated 
Miss  Ritter,  drearily.  She  went  abruptly 
into  the  darkening  parlor,  kissed  the  crip- 
pled child  upon  the  forehead,  said  some 
little  pleasant  thing  to  him,  and  came 
restlessly  back.  Rate  climbed  down  from 
his  high  chair  laboriously,  took  up  his 
crutch,  and  followed  her.  His  mother 
was  lighting  the  kerosene  lamp,  and  the 
poor  place  leaped  suddenly  into  color. 
Rate  pulled  at  the  navy  blue  calico  dress. 
The  wash-woman  snatched  off  her  wet 
crash  apron,  and  drew  the  little  fellow — 
alas ! never  perhaps  to  be  too  big  a fellow 
for  his  mother  s lap — into  her  arms.  The 
ironing  table  and  the  clothes-basket  and 
a w’ash-tub  of  rinsing  clothes  closed  into 
the  perspective  of  this  plain  picture;  and 
Rate's  crutch,  where  it  had  fallen  in  the 
foreground,  reminded  Miss  Ritter  some- 
how of  the  staff  in  the  little  St.  John 
scenes  that  we  all  know. 

“ The  Madonna — of  the  Tubs,”  she  mur- 
mured. 

“ What,  ma’am  ?”  asked  Rate. 

“ There ! there !”  said  the  Madonna;  “go 
and  watch  for  father,  Rate.”  She  handed 
him  his  crutch  with  her  kiss— -a  half-savage 
kiss,  like  that  of  some  wild,  thwarted  ma- 
ternal thing — and  the  child  limped  eager- 
ly away. 

“He  must  have  found  them  Benzine 
children  by  this  time,”  Mrs.  Salt  ran  on, 
takin  g to  her  irons  again  nervously.  4 4 But, 
fact  is,  I’m  never  easy  in  my  mind  when 
Henry’s  in  thick  weather,  not  even  off- 
shore. It  s hard  being  a woman  in  Fair- 
harbor.  Our  minister  said,  says  lie,  when 
he  first  come  to  town  he  noticed  all  the 
women  folks  called  it  ‘the  dreadful  sea.’ 
I guess,  come  to  think  of  it,  we  do — jest 
as  you’d  say  ‘Monday  mornin”  or  ‘cold 
weather, * and  never  take  notice  of  your 


words.  You  see,  I’m  kind  o’  down  to- 
night, tell  the  truth,  Miss  Ritter. — Yes, 
Rate,  watch  for  papa,  dear.  He’ll  be  dis- 
appointed if  he  doesn’t  see  Rate  first. — I 
wouldn’t  tell  the  child  just  yet.  You  see, 
his  father’s  got  to  go  to  the  Banks.  Rate 
hates  to  have  his  father  go  to  the  Banks. 

He  worries.  We  thought  we’d  get  along 
— for  me  and  Rate  do  wrorry  so — but  Hen- 
ry’s had  an  awful  poor  season  off-shore. 

He  thinks  he’s  got  to  go.  He  ’ain’t  made 
but  twenty -two  dollars  and  sixty -three 
cents  this  summer.  It’s  safer  off-shore, 
take  it  all,  though  it’s  bad  enough,  Miss 
Ritter,  fix  it  as  you  will.  It  was  off-shore 
his  boat  keeled  over,  eight  years  ago  the 
23d  of  September,  not  more’n  two  miles 
off  the  light — him  and  Job  Ely  and  Peter 
Salt  and  William  X.  Salt  went  down  in  a 
squall,  and  I’d  been  nervous  all  day;  so 
when  it  struck  I got  the  glass,  and  took 
Emma  Eliza — for  she  was  little  then,  but 
my  oldest  born,  and  all  I had  to  speak  to 
that  would  understand  — and  me  and 
Emma  Eliza  we  walked  over  the  downs, 
and  over  the  downs,  blowed  about  agen 
the  wind, with  the  glass,  and  stood  watch- 
in’  ; and,  my  gracious  God,  Miss  Ritter,  I 
saw  that  there  boat  go  down  before  my 
living  eyes!” 

It  was  an  old  story,  told  to  how  many 
neighbors  and  “summer  people”  how 
many  times!  but  at  this  point  the  fisher- 
man’s wife  gasped  and  blanched.  She 
had  never  been  able  to  finish  it;  each 
time  she  thought  she  should.  She  took 
up  her  flat-irons  hastily,  for  scalding  tears 
were  dropping  on  Mrs.  Hannibal  P.  Har- 
rowstone's  fluted  skirt. 

“ He  h’isted  on  to  the  keel,  her  bottom 
upmost,”  she  said,  in  a lower  voice,  “ and 
they  all  h’isted  on  and  held,  and  a lumber 
schooner  from  Maine  come  along  full  can- 
vas, but  it  took  an  eternal  punishment, 
lookin’  through  the  glass,  to  get  her  swung 
to  and  dory  off.  But  they  was  saved — him 
and  Job  Ely  and  Peter  Salt  and  William 
X.  Salt — and  him;  but  they  looked  like 
flies  before  my  eyes,  for  the  sea  broke  over 
’em,  and  they  kep’  a-slippin’,  and  so  me 
and  Emma  Eliza  put  down  the  glass  and 
come  home  and  set  down;  and  Emma 
Eliza  made  me  a cup  of  tea— for  I was  that 
gone,  and  her  so  little  to  do  for  me.  And 
there  we  set,  for  we  couldn’t  do  nothin’ 
till  he  come  home  at  five  minutes  past  nine 
o’clock,  bustin’  open  the  door— so! — drip- 
pin’  wet,  and  pale  as  his  own  corpse,  and  I 
says,  ‘Henry!  Henry!’  and  he  says,  *Nel- 
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ly  Jane!’  and  we  says  no  more,  for  some- 
way we  couldn’t  do  it  But  Emma  Eliza 
cried — for  she  used  to  bellow,  that  child 
did,  when  she  was  little— enough  to  wake 
last  years  mackerel  catch,  and  then  she 
made  her  father’s  tea,  for  I was  that  gone ; 
and,  you  see,  Miss  Ritter,  it  was  next  month 
Rafd  was  bom,  and  he  was  born,  my  dear 
— as  he  is.” 

44  Marm,  I don’t  see  my  fa— ther,”  inter- 
rupted Raf6,  in  his  gentle,  drawling  voice, 
from  the  open  front  door. 

44  And  so,  as  I says,”  proceeded  Mrs. Salt, 
more  briskly,  “fishin’  is  fishin’,  off-shore 
or  no.  But  I haven't  no  confidence  in 
the  Grand  Banks.  I wish  my  husband 
hadn’t  got  to  go  this  fall.  I ’ain’t  any 
time  to  be  nervous,  but  there’s  always 
time  to  see  things.  You  know,  you  see 
him  so,  before  your  eyes,  all  sorts  of  ways, 
when  he’s  that  far  from  you— fogs,  or  a 
gale,  or  a squall — drownin’  mostly,  and 
callin’  after  you,  if  you’re  his  wife  and 
have  always  done  for  him.  Even  a head- 
ache he'd  run  to  you  about.  And  to  stand 
here  ironin’,  a thousand  miles  away,  and 
him  maybe — ” 

“Marm,”  called  Raf6,  “I  see  my  fa- 
ther! I see  my  fa — ther!” 

44  Well,  there!”  cried  Ellen  Jane  Salt, 
putting  down  her  irons  tremendously. 
She  blushed  like  a girl,  and  bustled  about, 
“picking  up”  here  and  there,  and  hurry- 
ing to  fry  the  cod  for  supper.  She  almost 
forgot  her  young  lady  customer,  who  was 
glad  just  then  to  slip  away. 

On  the  way  down  the  lane  she  met  the 
fisherman  and  his  children  hurrying 
home;  but  in  the  dusk  they  passed  with 
a pleasant,  neighborly  nod.  Miss  Ritter 
was  sad,  and  Henry  Salt  was  hungry;  so 
she  with  her  kindly  “Well,  Henry!”  and 
he  with  his  civil  “H’ar’  yer, Miss  Ritter?” 
went  their  ways.  It  so  happened  from 
one  trifling  cause  and  another — she  was 
called  to  Boston  earlier  than  usual,  and 
what  not— that  this  was  the  last  time  she 
spoke  to  the  good  fellow  that  season,  as 
she  afterward  remembered. 

She  turned  in  the  dark  lane,  and  watch- 
ed the  group  scrambling  home  in  their 
happy-go-lucky  fashion — Henry  rode  the 
bigger  baby  (he  was  known  in  the  Salt 
family  as  “the  other  baby”)  pickback  all 
the  way;  Sue  and  Tommy  trudged  and 
toddled,  snatching  at  his  oil-clothes,  which 
were  wet,  and  slipped  from  their  little 
round  red  hands. 

Henry  Salt  sang,  as  he  carried  “the  oth- 
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er  baby,”  a snatch  of  a sailor’s  song  Miss 
Ritter  had  never  heard  before — 

“Give  the  wind  time 
To  blow  the  man  down.1* 

Past  the  rose  thicket,  by  the  great  bowl- 
der, dim  in  the  dark  and  the  now  drench- 
ing fog,  man  and  children,  pushing  merri- 
ly home,  made  one  confused  group,  like  a 
centaur  or  a torso  to  the  watcher  s eye. 

The  cottage  door  was  wide  open.  What 
a splendor  of  light  leaped  out!  Was  it 
only  that  kerosene  lamp  upon  the  ironing 
table?  How  it  beat  back  the  crawling 
fog,  which  made  as  if  it  would  enter  first 
and  was  denied. 

“Give  the  wind  time,” 

rang  the  fisherman’s  happy  bass. 

From  outside,  through  the  door  one 
could  see  clearly  and  far.  All  the  little 
house  seemed  to  lean  out  to  draw  them  in ; 
the  sweet,  tidy,  homely  things  grew  gilded 
and  glorious,  and  had  a look  as  if  they 
stirred ; even  the  instrument  could  be  seen 
deep  in  the  parlor,  with  the  reduced  high- 
art  paper.  In  the  doorway,  once  again, 
the  Madonna  of  the  Tubs  had  found  that 
fine,  unconscious  attitude — half  stooping 
to  take  Raf6,  who  had  stood  too  long  upon 
his  little  crutch.  He  put  up  his  hand  and 
stroked  her  cheek. 

“Oh,  marm,  I've  got  my  fa— ther !” 

“Give  the  wind  time 
To  blow  the  man  down,” 

sang  Henry  Salt.  Laughing,  he  snatched 
and  kissed  the  child— the  mother  too,  per- 
haps. Down  there  in  the  dark  wet  lane 
Miss  Ritter  could  not  see,  or  her  eyes  fail- 
ed her  somehow. 

For  a moment  the  group  stood  in  the 
open  door  in  a kind  of  glory.  Then 
Emma  Eliza  came  in,  and  putting  down 
her  empty  clothes  - basket,  and  going 
straight  to  the  instrument,  began— it  seem- 
ed that  Rafe  asked — to  play.  A waltz, 
perhaps?  A minstrel  melody?  Some 
polka  learned  of  the  music  teacher?  A 
merry  ditty  flung  at  fate  and  dashed  at 
life  and  death,  between  whose  equal  mys- 
teries these  poor  souls  wrenched  their 
brave  and  scanty  happiness  ? My  musical 
friend— no.  Emma  Eliza  sang  a hymn. 
She  sang  that  venerable  Sunday-school 
jingle  known  as  44  Pull  for  the  Shore.” 

Rafe  joined  in  it  sweetly,  leaning  on 
his  crutch.  His  mother  sang  it  shrilly 
while  she  fried  the  cod.  Heury  Salt  sang 
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it  merrily  while  he  hung  his  oil-clothes 
on  the  nail  behind  the  door.  Sue  and 
Tommy  and  the  other  baby  sang  it  any- 
how; and  the  baby  in  the  crib  waked  up 
and  stretched  his  arms  out  to  the  instru- 
ment. 


“ Pull  for  the  shore,  sailor,  pull  for  the  shore ! 
Hee<l  not  the  rolling  waves,  but  bend  to  the  oarl 
Pull  for  the  shore,  sailor,  pull  for  the  shore !” 


Then  the  door  shut  suddenly;  the  Madon- 
na was  blotted  from  sight;  blackness  re- 
placed the  sweet  and  homely  halo;  only 
the  voices  of  the  fisher-people,  expressing 
what  they  knew  of  happiness  in  the  som- 
bre, sacred  words  that  held  the  terror  and 
the  danger  of  the  sea,  echoed  faintly  down 
the  dark  and  now  deserted  lane. 

“If  this  were  a story  in  need  of  a hero- 
ine,’'said  Helen  Ritter  as  she  turned,  “it 
is  a vacant  position  which  I should  not 
be  asked  to  fill.  And  yet  I’d  be  my  wash- 
woman to  be—1’ 

44  Give  the  wind  time 
To  blow  for  the  shore,” 

rang  out  the  gruff  bass  voice  that  wind 
and  weather  had  roughened  in  shouting 
“Ship  ahoy  I'1  For  Henry  had  musical- 
ly forgotten  himself,  as  will  be  seen,  and 
Emma  Eliza,  at  the  instrument,  came  to  a 
severe  halt  to  set  him  straight 


Perhaps  if  it  had  not  been  for  William 
X.  Salt  it  would  never  have  happened. 

Tennyson,  I think,  or  it  might  well  be, 
has  sketched  a sea-port  town  in  one  line 
which  runs: 

“And  almost  all  the  village  had  one  name.” 


The  fishing  town  of  Fairharbor  was  gen- 
erously furnished  witli  the  appropriate 
name  of  Salt.  There  were  great  Salts  and 
small  Salts,  rich  and  poor  Salts,  drunk 
and  sober  Salts,  Salts  making  money  in 
the  counting-rooms  and  Salts  earning  it 
upon  the  wharves,  Salts  in  the  fish  firms 
and  Salts  before  the  mast— Abraham  L. 
Salt,  for  instance,  who  owned  the  schoon- 
er (herself  Abby  E.  Salt  by  name),  and 
William  X.  Salt  and  Peter  Salt  and  Henry 
Salt,  who  sailed  in  her  to  the  Grand  Banks, 
after  the  golden-rod  and  the  summer  peo- 
ple were  gone,  when  there  were  no  Japa- 
nese umbrellas,  and  nobody  screamed  at 
the  snails,  when  there  was  no  washing  by 
the  dozen  to  be  had,  and  only  now  and  then 
a letter  from  Miss  Ritter— in  November, 
just  before  Thanksgiving,  when  the  wea- 
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ther  had  turned  cold  and  the  wind  blew 
from  the  north. 

Nothing  is  easier  than  to  find  a reason 
for  the  unpleasant  in  ourselves  in  causes 
outside  of  ourselves,  and  yet,  in  spite  of 
this  calm,  proverbial  philosophy,  it  is 
probably  true  that  if  it  had  not  been  for 
William  X.  Salt  it  would  never  have  hap- 
pened . At  least  Ellen  J ane  said  so,  a n d will 
say  so  to  her  dying  day.  For  from  what- 
ever cause — divine,  diabolic,  or  human — 
whether  because  William  X.  Salt  treated 
Henry,  or  because  Henry  allowed  Will- 
iam X.  to  treat  him,  or  because  Heaven 
permitted  or  hell  decreed— the  truth  re- 
mains that  Henry  and  Ellen  Jane  Salt, 
like  many  another  wedded  pair  loving 
less  than  they,  like  many  another  loving 
even  more  than  they,  quarrelled;  but  the 
worst  of  it  was  that  they  quarrelled  the 
night  that  Henry  set  sail  in  the  Abby  E . 
Staff,  with  William  X.  and  Peter  and  Job 
Ely  and  the  other  fellows— ten  in  all — for 
the  Grand  Banks  of  Newfoundland. 

William  X.  Salt  had  given  him  the 
whiskey,  for,  as  I say,  it  was  turning  cold, 
and  the  wind  blew  bitterly  from  the  north, 
and  the  men  had  worked  till  they  were 
fretted  and  chilled,  getting  their  traps  and 
trawls  aboard.  Now  Henry  was  a sober 
man,  for  the  most  part,  and  meant  to  keep 
so ; or  his  wife  meant  to  keep  him  so,  which 
is  much  the  same  thing ; and  I should  libel 
him  were  I to  say  that  he  came  home  to 
supper  drunk.  He  was  not  drunk.  Strict- 
ly speaking,  he  was  not  sober.  In  point  of 
fact,  he  was  what  may  be  charitably  called 
sensitive  to  liquor,  owing  to  some  passing 
familiarity  of  the  nervous  system  with  its 
effects  in  early  youth;  and  it  took  little 
enough  to  make  it  clear  that  lie  had  better 
have  taken  none  at  all.  As  a rule,  Henry 
recognized  this  physiological  fact.  That 
November  night  he  was  cold  and  tired  and 
“down,11  and  William  X.,  who  was  sober 
sometimes,  but  so  seldom  that,  by  the  law 
of  chances,  that  could  hardly  have  been 
one  of  the  times,  was  moved  to  treat  at 
the  wrong  moment  or  in  the  wroug  way; 
and  if  Henry  had  taken  a little  less— or 
even  a little  more,  and  come  home  to  his 
wife  drunk,  it  might  not  have  happened, 
we  must  admit,  for  he  was  jolly  and  silly 
when  he  was  drunk;  but  he  got  only  so 
far  as  the  cross  stage,  and  cross  he  was — 
it  need  not  be  denied— to  Ellen  Jane. 

What  was  it  all  about  ? What  is  it 
ever  all  about  when  two  who  love  each 
other  dearer  than  any  great  thing  on  earth, 
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fall  sharp  asunder  because  of  some  little 
one— too  little  to  find  ? The  pity  of  love 
is  that  it  is  given  to  small  creatures:  let 
us  not  forget  that  itself  is  great. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  door  that  slammed ; 
perhaps  it  was  the  coffee  that  did  not  set- 
tle; it  may  be  that  the  baby  cried,  or  the 
chowder  burned  their  tongues,  or  some- 
body upset  the  milk  pitcher,  or  the  lamp 
smoked,  or  the  ironing  fire  was  burning 
coal  too  fast,  or  the  barberry  sauce  (brought 
out  to  honor  the  occasion)  had  not  enough 
molasses  in  it,  or  the  griddle-cakes  did  not 
come  fast  enough,  or  there  was  a draught 
somewhere — who  could  say  ? Neither  of 
these  married  lovers,  perhaps,  after  it  was 
all  over.  Less  than  any  one  of  these  al- 
most invisible  causes  has  broken  hearts 
and  homes  before,  and  will,  world  without 
end,  till  lovers  learn  the  infinite  precious- 
ness of  love,  and  human  speech  is  guard- 
ed like  human  chastity. 

In  short,  then  and  there,  on  the  night, 
on  the  hour  of  their  separation,  Henry  and 
Ellen  Jane  Salt  ; 4 came  to  words.” 

She  had  been  crying  all  day,  poor  wo- 
man, because  he  had  to  go.  She  dreaded 
a November  voyage  intelligently  and  in- 
sanely. Rafe  had  cried  too,  but  he  hid 
in  the  parlor  to  do  it.  The  children  were 
all  sober  except  the  baby  and  the  other 
baby.  The  house  was  illuminated — there 
were  two  kerosene  lamps  and  the  lantern. 
All  Henry’s  mending  was  tearfully  and 
exquisitely  done.  There  had  been  fresh 
doughnuts  fried,  and  a squash  pie  (ex- 
travagantly) made  to  please  him.  Emma 
Eliza,  at  the  instrument, played  the  “Sweet 
By-and-by.”  Her  mother  was  dressed  in 
her  best  calico — a new  one  never  at  the 
wash-tub,  one  of  those  chocolate  patterns 
with  strong-minded  flowers  that  women 
fancy,  Heaven  and  the  designers  know 
why.  Her  hair  was  brushed  and  her  col- 
lar fresh,  and  she  had  looked  as  pretty  as  a 
pink,  poor  thing,  dashing  away  the  tears 
when  he  came  in— ready  for  all  the  little 
feminine  arts  that  make  men  cheerful  at 
the  cost  of  women's  nerve  and  courage. 

Then  it  happened— whatever  it  was — 
and  the  glow  went  out  of  her  face  as  the 
gloom  gathered  on  his,  and  that  sweet 
look  about  her  mouth  settled  away,  and 
the  smouldering  fire  burned  up  slowly 
from  a great  depth  in  her  sunken,  tired 
blue  eyes;  and  with  a breaking  heart  she 
blamed  him ; and  with  a barbarous  tongue 
he  admired  her;  and  their  words  ran  as 
high  as  their  nerves  were  strained;  and 


because  they  loved  each  other  dearly  ev- 
ery harsh  word  they  said  scorched  them 
like  coals  of  white  fire,  on  which  one 
pours  more  to  cover  up  the  blaze;  and  be- 
cause they  were  man  and  wife,  and  more 
to  each  other  than  all  the  world  besides, 
they  said  each  to  each,  bitterly  dashing 
out  blind  words,  what  neither  would  have 
said  to  friend  or  neighbor  for  very  shame’s 
sake;  and  so  it  came  about  that  on  this 
night  they  were  in  high  temper,  than 
which  none  had  been  really  sharper,  per- 
haps, in  all  their  wedded  lives. 

“There  is  something  always  wrong 
about  this  house,  curse  it!”  cried  the  man 
whom  William  X.  Salt  had  treated. 

“There’s  nothing  wrong  in  this  house 
but  him  that’s  setting  sail  from  it,”  cried 
the  woman  whom  the  man  had  scolded. 

They  were  flashing  words— up  and  out 
and  over — and,  had  it  fared  differently 
with  them,  at  another  time  a sob  and  a 
kiss  would  have  met  above  the  ashes  of 
the  sorry  scene,  and  there  would  have 
been  an  end,  and  peace  to  it. 

But  the  Abby  E.  Salt  weighed  anchor 
at  eight  o’clock.  It  was  quarter  past  sev- 
en when  Henry  pushed  back  from  the 
half-eaten  supper  and  took  up  his  old  hat 
to  go.  He  had  over  a mile  to  walk,  and 
a ferry  to  catch,  and  what  not  to  do;  he 
was  already  late.  There  was  no  time  to 
let  the  sweet  waters  of  repentance  come  to 
the  flood.  He  bade  the  children  good-by 
sullenly,  kissed  Rafe,  and,  after  an  in- 
stant's hesitation,  pushed  open  the  door. 
He  said  he  must  hunt  up  Job  Ely,  and  so 
saying,  and  saying  no  more  than  this,  he 
went  out  of  the  house.  He  did  not  look 
at  his  wife. 

Her  pretty,  weary  face  had  flushed  a 
dangerous  scarlet  during  the  scene  which 
had  passed.  Now  it  turned  a dreadful 
white.  She  stood  quite  still.  She  seem- 
ed to  have  no  more  moral  power  to  move 
after  the  man  than  an  unsought  girl  or  a 
woman  repulsed.  Her  whole  feminine 
nature  was  quivering  pitifully.  When  a 
man  is  rough  with  a woman  he  forgets 
that  he  hurts  two  creatures — the  human 
and  the  woman — and  that  he  hurts  the 
second  more  than  it  can  hurt  himself  by 
just  so  much  as  the  essence  of  the  femi- 
nine nature  is  a fact  superimposed  upon 
the  human.  But  as  the  mystery  of  this 
knowledge  is  one  that  princes  and  philos- 
ophers have  not  yet  commanded,  who 
should  expect  i*  of  the  fisherman  Henry 
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The  children  during  this  unhappy  scene 
had  stood  silent.  To  their  father’s  quick- 
ness of  temper  they  were  used;  he  scolded 
one  minute  and  kissed  the  next;  but  the 
usual  had  become  the  unexpected,  and  a 
kind  of  moral  embarrassment  filled  the 
cottage.  The  baby  and  the  other  baby 
began  to  cry;  Emma  Eliza,  whether  from 
some  rudimentary  idea  of  calling  her  fa- 
ther’s attention,  or  from  some  daughterly 
delicacy  which  led  her  to  get  herself  out 
of  the  way,  sat  down  at  the  instrument 
and  vigorously  played  “Pull  for  the 
Shore*’  on  the  wrong  key;  Rafe  got  upon 
his  crutch  and  hobbled  to  the  door;  the 
wife  alone  stood  quite  still. 

The  wind  was  rising  fiercely  from  the 
north,  as  has  been  said,  and  bursting  in 
at  the  open  door,  caught  it  and  clutched 
it  to  and  fro,  closing  but  not  latching,  and 
noisily  playing  with  it,  as  if  with  a shaken 
mood  that  could  not  fix  itself.  For  the 
instant,  the  master  of  the  house  seemed  to 
be  shut  out,  and  seemed  possibly  to  one 
outside  to  have  been  slammed  out  by 
hands  within. 

“ Let  me  by,  Rafe;  let  me  by  this  min- 
ute!” The  wife  made  one  bound,  and 
down  the  wooden  steps,  where  she  stood 
bewildered.  No  one  was  to  be  seen.  It 
was  deadly  dark,  and  the  wind  raved  with 
a volume  of  sound  which  seemed  to  the 
Fairharbor  woman,  born  and  nourished 
of  the  blast,  to  be  something  intelligent 
and  infernal  pitted  against  her.  She  flung 
her  shrill  voice  out  into  it:  “Henry!  Hen- 
ry ! come  back  and  say  good-by  to  me.  I’m 
sorry.  Henry!  Henry!  Henry!  I’m  sor- 
ry! I’m  sorry  r 

But  only  the  awful  throat  of  the  gale 
made  answer.  She  ran  a little  way, 
straining  her  ears,  her  eyes,  her  voice, 
beating  her  breast  in  a kiud  of  frenzy, 
calling  passionately,  plaintively,  then  pas- 
sionately again ; and  so,  despairing,  for  she 
made  no  headway  against  the  roar  of  the 
November  nor’wester,  staggered,  turned, 
and  stopped. 

At  this  moment,  scrambling  through 
the  dark,  a little  figure  hit  her,  hurrying 
by  upon  a little  crutch. 

“I’m  goin’  to  catch  my  fa — ther,”  said 
Rate. 

He  pushed  on  beyond  her,  his  bright 
hair  blown  straight  like  a helmet  or  visor 
of  gold  from  liis  forehead,  calling  as  he 
went,  slipping,  daring,  tumbling  on  the 
sharp  rocks,  and  up  again.  Down  there 
in  the  dark  midway  of  the  road  she  saw  a 


little  fellow  stop  to  gather  strength  and 
throw  the  whole  force  of  his  sweet  young 
voice  like  a challenge  to  the  gale: 

4 4 Fa — ther ! marm’s  sorry ! (Don’t  you 
cry,  marm.  I think  he’ll  answer.)  Fa — 
ther  ! fa — ther  ! marm  says  she's  sorry ! 
Marm  is  sorry,  fa— ther ! (J ust  keep  still, 
marm.  I’m  sure  he’ll  answer.)  Fa— 
ther!  marm  is  sorry!” 

The  crippled  child  hurled  the  whole  of 
his  little  soul  and  body  into  that  last  cry, 
and  then  she  saw  him  turn  and  limp,  more 
slowly,  back.  He  came  up  to  her  gently 
where  she  stood  sobbing  in  the  dark  and 
wind;  and  as  if  he  had  been  the  parent, 
one  might  say,  and  she  the  child,  he 
patted  her  upon  the  hand. 

44 1 told  you  I’d  catch  him,  marm — dear 
marm,”  added  Rafe. 

She  shook  her  head  incredulously,  con- 
vulsive with  her  tears,  turning  drearily  to 
go  back.  She  hardly  noticed  Rafe  in  that 
minute.  The  wife  was  older  than  the  mo- 
ther in  her;  if  stronger,  who  should  say 
her  nay  ? 

4 4 But  I caught  my  fa — ther,”  persisted 
Rafe.  “ He  says,  says  he — ” 

“Rafe,  he  couldn’t,  dear.” 

“Marm,  he  hollered,  4 So  be  I.’  ” 

“Did  your  father  say  that,  honest, 
Rafe?” 

She  lifted  her  head  piteously,  pleading- 
ly, before  the  child. 

“ I think  he  did,”  said  Rafe,  conscien- 
tiously. 4 4 1 says, 4 Fa — ther,  marm’s  sorry’ ; 
and  he  says,  4 So  be  I.’  ” 

“If  he  says,  4 So  be  I,’  God  bless  you, 
Rafe!  mother’s  sonny  boy.” 

But  with  that  she  began  to  sob  afresh, 
half  with  hope  and  half  with  misery.  The 
child,  whose  sympathies  were  made  old. 
and  fine  by  suffering,  watched  her  soberly. 

“I  think  he  did,”  said  Rafe,  stoutly. 
“ I think  my  fa— ther  hollered,  4 So  be  I.’” 

He  lifted  the  truthful  face  of  an  angel 
in  a halo  to  the  poor  Madonna  in  the  glim- 
mer of  the  open  door.  His  yellow  hair 
shone  like  an  aureole  about  his  ardent  lit- 
tle face.  He  would  have  given  his  scrap- 
book just  then  to  say,  44 1 know  he  did.” 
But  Rafe  never  lied.  The  other  children 
supposed  it  was  because  he  was  a cripple. 

It  was  in  just  eleven  days  that  they 
brought  her  the  news.  Abraham  L.  Salt 
asked  Biram  to  tell  her,  and  Biram  sent  a. 
woman  neighbor.  The  northwester  had 
blown  grandly,  as  any  one  might  know, 
straight  for  the  Banks,  and  blown  the 
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Abby  E . Salt  thither  in  a smart  voyage  of 
four  days  and  a half.  After  the  steady 
blow  the  weather  thickened,  and  that 
which  has  happened  to  Fairharbor  fisher- 
men, and  will  happen  again,  God  help 
them ! till  the  way  of  the  wind  and  wave 
is  tamed  to  human  anguish,  happened 
then  and  there  to  Henry  Salt.  The  Zeph - 
aniah  Salt , a fine  three-masted  schooner, 
about  returning  from  the  fishing  grounds, 
carried  the  word  to  the  telegraph  at  Boston, 
and  the  telegraph  to  Abraham  L.  Salt,  as 
was  said;  he  to  Biram,  Biram  to  the  wo- 
man neighbor,  the  woman,  praying  God’s 
pity,  to  her. 

She  did  not  say  it  as  she  meant  to.  Who 
of  us  does  hard  tilings  as  we  thought  we 
should?  She  walked  straight  into  the  cot- 
tage, and  stood  still  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor, and  began  to  cry.  The  first  she  knew 
she  had  caught  the  little  crippled  child  and 
put  him  into  his  mother  s arms,  and  said, 

“Raf&,  tell  your  poor  marm  that  your 
father's  drownded — for  I can't.” 

“ At  the  Grand  Banks,  on  the  morning 
of  November — , Henry  Salt  and  Job  Ely, 
of  Fairharbor,  dory  mates,  set  out  from 
the  schooner  Abby  E.  Salt  to  look  aft- 
er their  trawls,  and  were  lost  in  the  fog. 
Every  effort  was  made  in  vain  to  find  the 
unfortunate  men.  No  hope  is  any  longer 
felt  of  their  safety.  The  bodies  have  not 
been  recovered.  Salt  leaves  a wife  and 
six  children.  Ely  was  unmarried.  The 
Abby  E.  Salt  belongs  to  the  well-known 
firm  of  Abraham  L.  Salt  and  Co.,  of  Fair- 
harbor.” 

Miss  Ritter,  idly  nibbling  at  her  Daily 
Advertiser  before  her  open  cannel  fire  one 
bleak  December  morning,  chanced  upon 
the  paragraph,  which  she  re-read  and  pon- 
dered long.  Ellen  Jane  had  sent  no  word 
out  of  her  misery,  poor  thing!  A letter 
achieved  is  an  affliction  to  the  unlearned, 
and  she  had  enough  to  bear  without  add- 
ing that. 

“I’d  rather  do  a day’s  washing  any  time 
than  write  a letter,”  she  used  to  say.  Be- 
sides, after  all,  what  would  the  “boarder 
lady”  care?  When  it  came  to  the  point 
of  bereavement,  remorse, widowhood,  hun- 
ger, cold,  and  despair,  the  summer  patron 
seemed  as  far  from  the  Fairharbor  winter 
as  her  paper  parasol  or  her  “ valingcens.” 
Henry  Salt  had  gone  the  way  of  bis  call- 
ing, like  other  men ; he  had  become  one  of 
the  one  or  two  hundred  Fairharbor  fisher- 


men over  whose  fate  a comfortable  dry- 
shod  world  heaves  a sigh  once  a year  when 
the  winter  gales  blow  so  hard  as  to  shake 
the  posts  of  the  firm,  warm  house  a little, 
or  even  to  puff  the  lace  above  the  sleeping 
baby’s  crib  in  the  curtained,  fire-lit  room. 
His  wife,  like  other  women,  was  a “Fair- 
harbor widow,  ” and  like  other  women  must 
bend  her  to  her  fate. 

She  bowed  to  it  in  those  first  weeks  in 
a stupefaction  that  resembled  moral  cata- 
lepsy. A reserve  such  as  restrains  the 
hand  that  writes  this  page — a page  like  a 
bridge  over  a chasm  down  which  one  can 
not  look,  yet  over  which  one  must  cross 
perforce — solemnly  enwrapped  the  fisher- 
man’s widow  in  that  space  between  the 
night  when  the  woman  neighbor  put  the 
crippled  child  into  his  mother's  arms,  and 
the  advance  of  the  holidays,  which  come 
— God  help  us! — straight  into  the  ruined 
as  once  into  the  blessed  homes. 

And  so  to  Fairharbor  as  to  Beacon 
Street,  to  Ellen  Salt  as  to  Helen  Ritter, 
or  you  or  me,  the  sacred  time  which  en- 
hances all  happiness  and  all  anguish 
came  gently  or  cruelly,  but  surely,  on  ; 
and  it  was  the  day  before  Christmas,  and 
going  to  snow. 

In  the  sad  cottage  behind  the  leafless 
rose  thicket  and  under  the  ice-clad  bowl- 
ders they  were  all  at  home  early  that  aft- 
ernoon: the  mother  from  her  dreary  at- 
tempt and  failure  to  find  another  neigh- 
bor to  “wash’’  on  Monday  morning; 
Emma  Eliza  from  the  net  factory,  where 
she  wove  seines  and  hammocks  (when 
the  factory  was  running)  at  irregular 
wages,  ranging  from  four  dollars  a week 
to  none;  Tommy  and  Sue  from  the  dis- 
trict school,  where  one  must  have  “an  ed- 
ucation,” even  if  no  father  and  no  din- 
ner. Rate  took  care  of  the  baby  and  the 
other  baby,  and  was,  so  to  speak,  profes- 
sionally at  home.  Besides,  Rate  himself 
(indeed,  I might  say  Rafe  in  particular) 
was  about  to  become  the  support  of  the 
family.  As  luck  would  have  it — or  as 
God  willed  it — a group  of  marine  artists 
had  discovered  Fairharbor  that  year,  and 
were  wintering,  by  the  mercies  of  Provi- 
dence and  the  landlady,  in  the  closed  ho- 
tel, hard  at  work ; among  them  one,  a 
portrait  and  genre  painter,  guest  of  the 
little  company  for  a week  or  so,  had  seen 
Rate  at  a window  one  day,  and,  presto! 
the  child’s  face— a cherub  strayed  from 
. paradise  into  misfortune,  the  fellows  said 
— shall  go  to  the  exhibition. 
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Raf&  was  earning  what  occurred  to  him 
as  an  enormous  salary  as  a model  by  the 
hour ; he  failed  to  see  why  Sue  had  no 
rubbers  or  Tommy  no  coat,  or  why  the 
kitchen  fire  burned  so  cold,  or  there  was 
no  meat  for  dinner,  in  view  of  his  mon- 
etary receipts.  He  had  often  told  his 
mother  that  he  would  support  her,  and 
begged  her  not  to  cry.  It  did  not  strike 
him  that  he  had  never  seen  her  cry  since 
his  father  died. 

As  Christmas  Eve  drew  on,  they  were 
all  well  in  the  house.  Emma  Eliza  drew 
the  curtains  fast,  for  the  hard  and  bitter 
air  must  melt  into  snow  from  very  force 
of  resistance  to  its  fate,  now  any  moment, 
and  the  house  was  cold.  Rate  asked  her 
to  leave  one  of  the  kitchen  curtains  up  a 
little;  he  had  a fancy  for  looking  out  on 
dark  nights;  he  used  to  stand  so,  some- 
times crooning  and  singing  to  himself, 
his  bright  hair  pressed  against  the  win- 
dow-pane, and  his  thin  hands  up  against 
his  temples.  Before  his  father  died.  Rate 
sang  "Pull  for  the  Shore”  a great  deal, 
standing  by  that  window  looking  out ; 
sometimes  Emma  Eliza  would  catch  it  up 
upon  the  instrument  and  join.  But  he 
did  not  sing  it  any  more. 

The  outside  door  did  not  latch — the  one 
that  slammed  poor  Henry  out  on  that  last 
night;  it  never  latched  very  well;  there 
was  no  man  to  fix  it  now;  a carpenter 
could  not  be  afforded  ; the  women  and 
children  had  tinkered  away  at  the  fast- 
ening, in  their  blundering  fashion,  with 
blinding  tears.  Such  are  the  cruel  small 
ways  in  which  the  poor  are  reminded  of 
their  bereavements  at  every  crevice  of 
their  lives.  Rate  had  pushed  up  the  wash- 
bench  finally  against  the  door  to  keep  it 
in  its  place. 

Mrs.  Salt  looked  about  the  little  group, 
trying  duteously  to  smile.  She  had  on  a 
(dyed)  black  dress;  she  looked  sixty  years 
old;  she  was  what  one  might  be  tempted 
to  call  almost  infernally  changed;  an  in- 
describable expression  had  got  hold  of  her 
face;  she  seemed  like  a dead  person  up 
and  dressed.  There  was  something  no 
less  than  dreadful  in  the  mechanical  gen- 
tleness and  reserve  which  had  settled 
down  upon  this  emotional,  voluble  crea- 
ture. No  accident  betrayed  her  into  any 
acceleration  of  the  voice  ; the  crossest 
baby  never  raised  a ruffle  in  her  accent; 
she  had  such  a monotonous  sweetness  and 
bruised  patience  as  seemed  like  a paraly- 
sis of  common  human  nature.  Her  chil- 


dren could  not  remember  to  have  had 
even  a rebuke  from  her  since  that  night 
when  the  woman  neighbor  came  in.  They 
had  deserved  it  twenty  times. 

“Children,”  she  said,  dully  and  gently, 

“I  haven’t  any  presents  for  you  this 
Christmas.  It's  the  first  one,  I guess.  I 
can't  help  it,  you  know,  my  dears.  We 
are  very  poor  to  night.  But  I’ll  build 
you  a big,  hot  fire — it's  all  I can  do.  We’ll 
keep  Christmas  Eve  by  keeping  warm,  if 
we  can.  The  stove  don't  work,  some- 
how; the  lining  needs  fixing;  it  needs  a 
man.”  She  hesitated,  looking  pitifully 
about  the  room,  at  each  little  sober  face. 

“Won’t  that  do  ? Won’t  that  be  better 
than  no  Christmas  at  all  ? I thought 
mebbe  it  would.  It’s  all  mother  s got  for 
you.  She  couldn’t  do  any  better.  She 
wanted  to.  He  always  set  so  much  by 
Christmas.  He — ” 

The  broken  door  blew  in  and  slammed 
against  the  wash -bench  loudly.  Rate 
went  to  shut  it;  but  it  resisted  the  little 
fellow’s  strength  — fell  inward  heavily, 
and  with  it  a huge  object  thrust  itself,  or 
was  thrust,  along  the  floor  noisily  enough. 

“It’s the  expressman !” cried  Rate.  “It's 
Tan  aud  Salt’s  express  cart,  for  u a,  mann !” 

Now  the  Salt  family  had  never  had  an 
express  package  in  all  their  lives.  So  in- 
tense was  the  excitement  for  the  moment 
that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  remem- 
ber that  one’s  father  was  drowned.  They 
gathered  like  bees  about  the  box,  which 
the  driver  lifted  in  for  them  compassion- 
ately; even  stopping  to  help  Emma 
Eliza  start  the  cover. 

“Seein’  ye’re  only  women  folks — of  a 
Christmas  Eve.  And  never  in  my  life  did 
I see  a woman  could  open  a wooden  box. 
Guess  ve'd  have  to  set  on  it  all  night  if  I 
didn’t— and  no  man  else  to  do  for  ye — ” 

But  Tan  and  Salt's  express  checked  him- 
self, and  departed  hastily  from  the  loosen- 
ed cover  and  unfinished  sentence,  letting 
in  a whirl  of  the  now  falling  snow  as  he 
closed  the  rattling  door.  He  wished,  with 
all  his  soul,  he  had  time  to  fix  that  latch. 

Now  in  that  box — what  mystery!  what 
marvel  ! Emma  Eliza  thought  it  was 
like  a novel.  Rafe  had  read  fairy  tales, 
and  he  considered  it  probable  that  it  was 
the  work  of  what  he  called  “a  genii,” 
that  flannels  and  shoes,  and  a second- 
hand overcoat,  and  mittens,  and  a black 
blanket  shawl,  should  land  on  the  floor, 
with  flour  and  coffee  and  crackers,  and 
a package  of  tea  and  sugar,  and  rubbers 
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for  Sue,  and  a turkey  for  Christmas  din- 
ner, and  under  all — stockings.  Six  pairs 
of  stockings  — brown,  red,  blue,  green, 
gray,  and  white,  each  one  filled  to  the 
knee  with  Santa  Claus  knew  what— trifles 
to  the  giver,  ecstasy  to  the  child — all  the 
way  down  from  Emma  Eliza  to  the  baby, 
and  the  other  baby.  Ah,  well,  such  things 
do  happen,  thank  the  blessed  Christmas 
spirit,  in  the  homes  of  the  brave  and  self- 
helping poor;  they  do  not  perhaps  often 
happen  so  gracefully — we  might  say  so 
artistically. 

44  So  pretty,”  cried  Raf6— “so pretty  in 
her.”  For  when  the  romance  of  the  ex- 
pressman was  followed  by  the  immensity 
of  a smart  Fairharbor  hack  rolling  under 
the  leafless  willows  to  the  very  door,  and 
Raf&,  pulling  back  the  wash-bench  again, 
let  in,  with  a shower  of  bright  snow,  Miss 
Helen  Ritter,  standing  tall  and  splendid 
in  her  furs  of  silver-seal,  it  seemed  quite 
what  was  to  be  expected;  and  not  one  of 
the  poor  souls  knew,  which  was  the  best 
of  it,  that  the  young  lady  had  never  done 
such  a thing  before  in  all  her  life.  She 
had  done  it  now  in  her  own  “way” — 
that  whimsical,  obstinate,  lavish  way  that 
sometimes  was  so  wrong  and  sometimes 
so  right,  but  this  time  so  sweet  and  true. 
Was  it  her  heart  that  told  her  how  ? For 
her  head  was  painfully  uneducated  in  so- 
ciology. She  had  not  a particle  of  train- 
ing as  a visitor  to  the  poor.  She  had  not 
a theory  as  to  their  elevation.  She  had 
never  been  interested  in  books  concerning 
their  management.  She  was  simply  ac- 
quainted with  her  wash-woman,  and  had 
approached  her  as  she  would  any  other 
acquaintance,  according  to  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case.  It  was  a brave,  self- 
helpful family;  she  knew  them;  not  a 
drop  of  pauper  blood  rolled  in  the  veins 
of  their  sturdy  bodies.  Ghastly  poverty 
had  got  them;  worse  was  before  them; 
but  if  any  desolate  woman  and  her  babes, 
thrust  into  their  fate,  could  breast  it  and 
not  go  under,  these  were  they. 

As  a human  being  to  human  beings, 
Helen  Ritter  had  come;  she  knew  no 
more,  nor  thought  beyond;  she  had  felt 
moved  to  treat  them  as  she  would  wish  to 
be  treated  in  their  place,  and  she  did  as 
she  was  moved  — that  was  all.  If  she 
made  no  blunder,  it  was  certainly  owing 
to  the  rightness  of  her  instinct,  not  to  the 
wisdom  of  her  views. 

But  who  stopped  to  think  of  views  or 
instincts  in  the  astounded  cottage  that 


Christmas  Eve  ? Not  Miss  Ritter,  stoop- 
ing, flushed  and  brilliant,  drawn  down 
by  children’s  fingers  to  her  knees  upon 
the  kitchen  floor  among  the  Christmas 
litter.  Not  Raf6,  who  put  up  his  pale 
face  and  kissed  her,  saying  not  a word. 
Not  Emma  Eliza,  who  meant  to  ask  her 
to  play  a Christmas  carol  on  the  instru- 
ment, thinking  that  would  be  polite.  (The 
instrument,  by-the-way,  was  drearily  seek- 
ing a purchaser,  poor  thing.)  Not  Sue, 
nor  Tommy,  nor  the  baby,  nor  the  other 
baby,  pulling  off  the  veil  which  had 
shielded  the  feathers  of  their  visitor’s  dain- 
ty bonnet  from  the  snow.  Not  Mrs.  Salt, 
who  came  up  to  take  her  fur-lined  cloak 
with  a soft,  44  You’ll  be  too  warm,  my 
dear,”  and  so  showing  all  the  stately,  lux- 
urious outlines  of  the  finest  figure  she  had 
ever  “done  up,”  in  that  sweet  and  hum- 
ble attitude,  kneeling  on  the  kitchen  floor. 
Not  Mrs.  Salt,  stealing  away  by  herself, 
silent,  still,  and  changed,  and  strange — 
she  had  scarcely  spoken.  What  ailed 
her  ? What  would  she  ? Where  was 
she  ? Helen  Ritter,  unintroduced  to  mor- 
tal sorrow,  hesitated  before  the  bereave- 
ment of  her  wash-woman,  but  summoned 
heart  at  last  and  followed,  slipping  from 
the  children’s  arms. 

Ellen  Jane  Salt  was  in  her  chilly  par- 
lor, crouched  alone;  she  had  got  into  a 
corner  bent  over  something,  and  when 
Miss  Ritter  came  up  she  was  half  shock- 
ed to  see  that  it  was  the  black  blanket 
shawl. 

44 1 didn't  know  what  ever  I was  to  do 
for  mournin’  for  him !”  The  woman  look- 
ed up,  breaking  out  thus  sharply.  “You've 
no  idea  how  they  talk  about  us  Fairhar- 
bor widows,  we  so  poor,  they  say,  and  talc- 
in’ charity  to  spend  it  on  our  black — and 
reason,  maybe;  but  ask  ’em  if  it’s  human 
natur  to  break  your  heart  and  mourn  your 
dead  in  colors.  Ask  ’em  if  bein’  poor  puts 
out  human  natur.  Miss  Ritter,  I hadn't 
nothin’  to  mourn  for  Henry  in  but  this 
one  old  dress  I dyed  before  my  money 
weut  to  Biram  for  the  rent,  and  my  cloak 
was  a tan-color  season  before  last,  and 
trimmed  with  bugle  triramin’,  and  my 
shawl  was  a striped  shawl,  with  red  be- 
twixt, you  know.  And  us  without  our 
coal  in,  me  going  mournin’  for  my  hus- 
band half  black,  half  colors,  like  a widow 
that  was  half  glad  and  half  sorry — enough 
of  ’em  be— my  dear,  it  hurt  me.  And  to 
think  you  should  think  of  that,  and  send 
me  of  a Christmas  Eve — Oh,  my  dear,  I 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


v Google 


THE  MADONNA  OF  THE  TUBS. 


Ill 


haven't  cried  before,  but  it’s  the  under - 
sta tidin'  me  that  breaks  me  up.  Oh, 
don't  notice  me,  don’t  mind  me.  I haven’t 
cried  since  he  was  drowned ; I haven't 
darst.  Oh,  don’t  you  touch  me — oh  yes, 
you  may.  How  soft  your  arms  are ! Oh, 
nobody  has  held  me  since  he — Oh,  my 
God ! my  God  I my  God ! I’ve  got  to  cry.” 

4 4 Come  here,”  said  Helen  Ritter,  sob- 
bing too — “come  here  and  let  me  hold 
you,  and  tell  me  all  about  it.” 

“How  can  I tell  you?”  moaned  the 
woman.  44  Oh,  it  is  such  a dreadful  thing 
to  tell!  Oh,  my  dear,  it  isn’t  his  dying; 
it  isn’t  that  Henry  is  dead.  If  that  was 
all,  I'd  be  a blessed  woman — me  a widow, 
and  them  fatherless,  and  so  poor — I’d  be 
a blessed  woman;  and  God  be  thanked  to 
mercy  this  living  night  if  it  was  only  that 
my  husband  had  died!  Oh,  how  should 
you  know  ? You  never  was  married ; you 
never  had  a husband;  you  never  quar- 
relled with  the  man  you  loved.” 

“Hush!  hush!  hush!'’  Involuntarily 
the  lady  thrust  her  hand  upon  the  other 
woman's  mouth;  then  drew  it  off  and 
patted  her  silently,  stroking  her  hair  and 
shoulders  with  exquisite  loving  motions, 
as  women  do  to  women  of  their  own  sort 
when  sorrow  is  upon  them. 

“We  quarrelled,”  cried  Ellen  Jane  Salt, 
throwing  out  her  arms,  and  letting  them 
drop  heavily  at  her  side — “we  quarrelled, 
Miss  Ritter,  that  very  last  night,  that 
very  last  minute,  him  and  me— us  that 
loved  each  other,  man  and  wife,  for  seven- 
teen years,  and  him  going  to  his  death 
from  out  that  door.  4 Oh,’  he  says,  ‘there’s 
al  ways  something  wrong  about  thishouse !’ 
ami  he  cursed  it;  but  he  didn’t  mean  it, 
poor  fellow;  he  never  meant  it;  for  they 
must  have  treated  him  to  the  wharves  to 
make  him  say  a thing  like  that— you  know 
they  must;  and  I says,  ‘There’s  nothing 
wrong  in  this  house  but  him  that’s  setting 
sail  from  it.’  My  God ! my  God ! my  God ! 
I says  those  words  to  him  at  the  very  last; 
and  he-” 

“Marm,  I told  him  you  was  sorry.” 
Rafe  pulled  her  by  the  dyed  black  sleeve. 
The  little  fellow’s  face  worked  pathetical- 
ly. He  did  not  know  before  that  he  could 
not  bear  it  to  see  his  mother  cry.  “I 
think,  I believe,  I’m  pretty  sure,”  said 
Raf6,  “ that  my  fa — ther  told  me,  ‘So  be 


Helen  Ritter  drew  the  child  into  her 
free  arm,  and  so  held  him,  sick  at  heart, 
for  in  that  supreme  moment  the  widowed 
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wife  seemed  to  have  gone  deaf  and  blind ; 
she  did  not  notice  even  RafA 

“ What’s  death,”  cried  Ellen  Jane,  lift- 
ing her  wan  face  to  heaven,  and  sinking 
with  a sickening,  writhing  motion  to  her 
knees— “ what’s  death,  if  that  was  all , to 
man  and  wife  that  love  each  other  ? I’ve 
been  cold  since  Henry  died,  and  I’ve  gone 
hungry — don’t  let  on  to  the  children,  for 
they  don’t  know — and  I’d  be  cold  and 
hungry;  and  if  I was  to  starve,  what's 
that  ? And  if  I mourned  and  cried  for 
him,  us  partin’  kind,  why,  what  is  that  ? 

It's  the  words  betweeu  us!— oh,  it's  the 
words  between  us!  I dream  ’em  in  my 
dreams,  I hear  ’em  in  the  wind,  I hear  ’em 
at  the  instrument  when  the  children  sing 
— it's  the  words  between  us!  Him  that 
courted  me  and  w^edded  me,  the  baby’s 
father— and  we  loved  each  other,  and  we 
come  to  words  that  last,  last  minute,  him 
going  to  his  death!  My  God!  my  God! 
my  God ! 

“Miss  Ritter,  dear,  what  am  I say  in’? 
Send  the  children  off.  Crying,  Rafe  ? 
Don’t,  dear.  There ! mother’s  sonny  boy ; 
come  here.  Don’t,  Rate,  don’t.  Yes,  I’ll 
come  and  see  the  Christmas  stockings. 

Let  me  be  a minute.  Go,  Miss  Ritter,  with 
’em,  if  you'll  be  so  good.  Kiss  me,  RafA 
Mother’ll  come  presently,  my  son.  Let 
me  be  a minute,  won’t  you,  by  myself.” 

They  went  and  left  her,  as  they  were 
bidden,  every  one.  Somebody  shut  the 
door  of  the  chilly  parlor,  not  quite  to,  and 
so  shielded  her  in  for  a little,  yet  did  not 
shut  her  off  alone;  they  could  not  bear  to. 

Helen  Ritter  gathered  the  children  about 
her,  among  the  presents  and  playthings, 
but  it  was  hard.  Christmas  had  gone  out 
of  the  fatherless  house.  It  was  not  easy  for 
sorrow  to  play  at  Christmas  Eve.  Raf  b tried 
to  entertain  the  lady.  He  told  her  he  was 
going  to  support  the  family.  He  told  her 
how  he  sat  as  model  to  the  gentleman  who 
painted  up  at  the  hotel,  and  Miss  Ritter 
asked  about  the  pictures,  and  a little  about 
the  painter,  but  not  so  much,  and  so  they 
chatted  quietly. 

“Ready,  mother?”  called  Rate,  at  the 
half-shut  door. 

“Presently,  my  son.” 

“Coming,  mother?”  begged  Emma 
Eliza. 

“Turnin’,  mummer?”  called  the  other 
baby. 

“ In  a minute,  yes,  my  dears.” 

“Mother,  Miss  Ritter  says  Bhe’s  found 
somebody  to  buy  the  instrument  Mother, 
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Miss  Ritter  says  she  wants  an  instrument. 
She  says  she’ll  give  a hundred  and  twenty- 
five  dollars  for  it.  She  says  she  wants 
an  instrument  very  much.  Coming,  mo- 
ther?” 

“Yes,  my  child.” 

Just  as  she  came  out  among  them, quiet 
again,  and  gentle  with  her  strange,  dull 
gentleness,  and  stood  so,  a little  apart  from 
them,  looking  on,  Rafe  got  up  and  went 
to  his  window,  where  the  curtain  hung 
half  drawn  (half-mast,  they  called  it),  and 
looked  out.  It  was  snowing  fiercely.  The 
lights  of  the  near  hotel  showed  through 
the  white  drift.  Emma  Eliza  would  walk 
over  with  Miss  Ritter  when  she  had  to  go. 
Miss  Ritter  said  she  liked  a little  snow. 
How  heavy  was  the  calling  of  the  sea! 
It  was  like  the  chords  of  a majestic, mighty 
organ  built  into  the  walls  of  the  world. 

The  children  chattered  about  the  artists, 
and  pointed  out  their  rooms  yonder, specks 
of  light  in  the  dark  hotel.  Miss  Ritter 
paid  little  attention  to  the  artists.  She 
was  watching  Mrs.  Salt — and  Rafe. 

What  ailed  Rafe  ? 

The  child  had  been  standing  with  his 
face  pressed  against  the  window  where  the 
curtain  hung  at  half-mast ; his  yellow  hair 
falling  forward  looked  like  a little  crown. 
As  he  stood  he  began  to  croon  and  hum 
below  his  breath. 

“ He  hasn’t  sung  that  one  before  since 
father — ” whispered  Emma  Eliza,  but 
stopped,  sobbing.  Rafe  was  humming 
“ Pull  for  the  Shore.” 

But  what  ailed  Rafe  ? He  drew  away 
from  the  window;  the  boy  had  turned 
quite  pale;  and  yet  it  could  not  be  said 
that  his  transparent,  delicate  face  showed 
fear.  He  went  up  slowly  to  his  mother, 
and  pulled  her  black  dress. 

“Marm,  I see  my  fa — ther.” 

He  pointed  to  the  window, against  which 
the  storm  pelted  fast  and  furious. 

“I’ve  frightened  you,  Rafe,”  said  the 
mother,  quietly.  She  had  her  great  good 
sense.  No  one  should  allow  her  children 
to  be  afraid  of  their  fathei*  as  if  he  were  a 
vulgar  ghost.  She  patted  Rafe, kissed  him, 
and  said,  “Rafe  mustn’t  say  such  things.” 

“ Marm,”  persisted  the  boy,  “ I saw  my 
fa— ther.” 

“It’s  the  snow,  Rafe,  you  see;  it’s  so 
white — like  him.  Rafe  must  not  talk  like 
silly  people.  Dead  folks  can’t  be  seen 
by  little  boys.  There!  There’s  that  old 
latch  again,  Rafe.  How  it  acts ! Go  and 
fix  it,  dear.” 


Like  a child  Rafe  obeyed,  but  like  a 
spirit  he  pondered,  for  Rafe  had  his  dual 
life  like  the  rest  of  us.  Was  it  vulgar  to 
see  ghosts  ? Clearly  it  was  necessary  to 
push  the  wash -bench  against  the  door; 
and  though  he  looked  like  a spirit,  he 
pushed  like  a boy.  With  his  knee  upon 
the  bench,  with  his  hand  upon  the  latch — 
But  this  was  the  moment  when  the  child’s 
shrill  cry  sounded  and  resounded  through 
the  house: 

“ Oh,  marm,  I’ve  got  my  fa— ther !” 

And,  corpse  or  ghost  or  man,  Henry 
Salt  pushed  in  the  door,  hurled  over  the 
wash -bench,  brushed  aside  Miss  Ritter, 
strode  over  the  children,  and  hearing,  see- 
ing, knowing  nothing  else,  if  alive  or  dead, 
whether  in  earth  or  heaven,  he  took  his 
wife,  in  her  black  dress,  into  his  arms. 

For  the  most  part,  as  we  all  know,  such 
things  are  dreamed  of.  In  Fairharbor 
they  happen.  The  material  of  novelists 
and  poets  and  playwrights,  elsewhere 
woven  of  air  or  webbed  of  fancy  to  ap- 
pease the  burning  human  desire  for  “a 
good  ending”  to  a smart  fiction,  becomes 
in  Fairharbor,  now  and  then,  by  God's  in- 
genious will,  the  startling  fact. 

The  sea  had  given  up  her  dead.  One 
month  reckoned  of  the  solemn  number, 
Henry  Salt,  like  fishermen  before  him  and 
fishermen,  please  God,  to  come  after  him, 
tossed  by  the  vagaries  of  the  sea  and  her 
toilers,  had  breasted  his  way  to  life  and 
love. 

He  was  a man  of  sparse  words,  except 
when  in  liquor  or  in  temper,  and  he  took 
but  few,  slowly  spoken,  and  with  the  feint 
of  carelessness  or  stolidity  used  by  men 
of  his  kind  to  mask  the  rare  and  so  con- 
fusing emotions  of  a lifetime,  to  tell  his 
short,  true  tale : 

“We  was  lost  in  the  fog  and  drove  by 
the  weather,  and  we  was  picked  up  six 
days  to  sea  by  a trader  bound  to  Liver- 
pool. That’s  all.  Her  name  was  the 
Hose  of  the  West— derned  silly  name  for 
a merchantman.  She  took  me  an’  kep’  me 
— for  my  dory  mate  was  frozen,  and  him 
she  heaved  overboard — till  she  hailed  the 
Van  Deasencock,  of  New  York  city,  home- 
ward bound.  And  that’s  about  all.  The 
Van  Deusencock  she  took  me,  and  she  got 
in  at  midnight,  so  I took  the  train  to  Bos- 
ton, for  I’d  lost  the  boat — she’d  ’a  ben  cheap- 
er. Have  you  got  a piece  of  squash  pie  in 
the  house  t I’m  hungry.  I’m  glad  to  get 
home.” 
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The  fisherman  paused  with  a final  air, 
and  if  left  to  himself  it  is  doubtful  if  he 
would  have  added  another  word  to  his 
story  from  that  day  to  this.  Men  of  the 
sea  are  not  so  fond  as  traditionally  be- 
lieved of  detailing  their  thrilling  escapes. 
They  suffer  too  much,  and  it  is  comforta- 
ble to  forget. 

“Well — yes,”  reluctantly,  “I  said  my 
dory  mate  was  froze.  I didn't  say  who  he 
was.  I've  no  objections,  as  I know  of; 
only  I hate  to  think  of  him.  Job  Ely  was 
my  dory  mate.  Yes.  We  was  together 
to  see  to  our  trawls,  and  we  drifted  off  in 
the  fog— you  could  ’a  cut  it  with  a dull 
bread-knife! — and  we  couldn’t  find  our 
way  back  to  the  Abby  E.  Salt ; and  that’s 
all.  I hate  to  think  on’t,  because  he  died 
first. 

“ There  was  a bite  of  ship-bread  and  wa- 
ter we  had  aboard  the  dory  agin  accident 
—I  like  to  have  something — so  they  kep’ 
me.  But  it  was  almighty  cold.  Don’t 
you  remember  the  spell  o’  weather  come 
along  about  Thanksgiving?  Well,  Job 
Ely  froze.  He  froze  to  death.  So  I had 
to  do  the  rowin’.  But  I kep’  him,  for  I 
reckoned  his  mother’d  like  to  hev  the 
body.  I thought  I'd  make  shore  along 
some  o'  them  desarted  beaches.  So  I kep’ 
him,  but  I covered  his  face,  and  I couldn’t 
make  shore,  and  it  was  God  A’mighty 
cold.  I rowed  for  six  days  — nigh  to 
seven.  I like  to  died — Nelly  Jane,  don’t 
take  on  so ! Don’t,  my  girl ! Set  in  my 
lap  awhile — never  mind  the  children. 
Why,  how  you  do  shake  and  tremble! 
Why,  look  a here ! I didn't  do  IT.  I’m  a 
livin'  man.  I've  got  you  in  these  here 
arms.  Bless  the  girl ! Emma'  Eliza,  what 
ails  your  marm  ? Has  she  took  ou  this 
way  all  this  while — for  me  f How  pealted 
she  looks,  and  pale  and  sailer — kind  o’ 
starved!  There,  Nelly  Jane!  Give  me  a 
mite  o’  suthin’  for  her,  can’t  you  ? She 
dooz  look  starved.  Don't  want  nothin ’ 
but  a kiss  f Here's  twenty  of  ’em ! Who 
ever  heard  of  a woman  bein’  starved  for 
kisses  ? Why,  what  a girl  you  be ! Why, 
this  is  like  courtin’ — old  married  folk  like 
us.  Why,  sho!  I don’t  know  but  it’s 
icuth  a man's  dyin’  and  cornin’  to  life  to 
court  his  own  widder — this  way. 

“Well,  yes,  I did  get  pretty  cold.  Fact 
is.  I froze  my  hands  — froze  ’em  stiff. 
Fort'nate  they  friz  to  the  oars,  so  I kep’ 
a-rowin'.  Time  agin  I give  out,  and  like 
to  lay  down  alongside  poor  Job  and  give 
it  up;  but  then  they  was  friz  to  the  oars, 


so  I had  to  keep  a-rowin’.  Cur’ous  thing, 
now.  One  night,  that  last  night  before  I 
sighted  the  Rose  of  the  West , I was  nigh 
about  gone.  You  can’t  think  how  sick 
I was  o’  the  sight  o’  Job — he  looked  so. 
But  I couldn’t  bear  to  heave  him  over. 
Well,  that  night — I tell  you  the  Sunday 
mornin’  truth — I heerd  Rate  singin’  and 
Emma  Eliza  playin’  to  him  on  the  instru- 
ment, and  I heerd  Rate  sing 

* Pull  for  the  shore,  fa — ther.* 

I heerd  him  plain  as  judgment,  with  the 
girl  j’inin’  in  the  chorus.  But  I heerd 
Raf&  quite  plain  and  loud, 

* Pull  for  the  shore,  Fa — tlier,  pull  for  the  shore  !’ 

Cur’ous,  wa’n’t  it  ? How'd  that  hymn- 
tune  know  her  chart , navigatin’  all  them 
waters  after  me  ? Say  ? I heerd  her. 
She  needn’t  tell  me.  I heerd  my  little 
son  singin’  to  his  fatlier — me’s  good  as  a 
dead  man — and  by  the  livin’  God  I up  an’ 
pulled ! 

“Whatdidyou  say,  Rate  ? Idon’know. 
My  hands  was  froze.  Can’t  say  what  I 
can  do  fora  livin’  with  ’em  till  I’ve  tried. 
Have  to  stay  ashore,  maybe.  I hain’t  got 
so  far  as  that.  I don’t  mind  my  hands , 
so's  I’ve  got  my  folks. 

“What  did  I holler  back  the  night  I 
went  away  ? I don’  know’s  I know.  You 
mean  the  night  me  and  your  marm  had 
words  ? I hadn’t  oughter  had  ’em.  I 
thought  on’t  a sight.  I hoped  she’d  for- 
get ’em.  I kinder  thought  she  would. 

4 So  be  IV  I don’t  remember  sayin’  4 So 
be  I.'*  I misremeinber,  Rate.  Guess  it 
must  ’a  ben — yes,  yes— sure  enough.  Sho ! 
Yes,  yes.  I was  a callin’  to  poor  Job — 
him  ahead  of  me,  for  I was  late— I says, 

‘ Job  Ely ! Job  Ely  /’  says  I. 

“I  never  says  I knew  you  say  so,  fa — 
ther.  I says,  I think,  I believe  he  said,  ‘ So 
be  I.*  I wanted  to  say  I knew  you  says 
so,  fa — ther.” 

“I’d  oughter,  Rate.  But  I’m  afraid  I 
didn’t.” 

44  Fa — ther, did  you  hear  me  say — ” But 
Rate  stopped.  He  could  not  ask  his  fa- 
ther, “Did  you  hear  me  say,  ‘Marm  says 
she’s  sorry’  ?”  The  fine  instinct  of  the 
fisherman’s  child  was  equal  to  that  emer- 
gency. Rate  did  not  ask  the  question,  and 
never  will. 

4 4 Fa — ther, ” once  again.  Rate  came  up 
and  leaned  against  the  big  wooden  rock- 
ing-chair wherein  the  two  sat  “courting” 
— the  massive,  puzzled,  tender  man,  the 
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little  woman t ' kyjrititig. ’ and  •etfyiii g m ber 
widow's  dress  4vF:t  tber,  what  did  you 
thy'tik  about  wn»‘i;i  you  thought  youbi  be 
froze  mni  drowmled  at!  Unit  lirner' 

My  omTsoid  Henry  SuU,  after  a hum 
rihnee,  yrhich  rK^bodyh  b<}1.  even  the  ha  by, 
ov  the  other  htibiy  kerned  t o earn  or  dare; 
to  break — “ my  Jfttm  / ihtyuyhf  nhont  ytmr 
pCsOV  MXpthev.  I see.  that.  JaRh  w?n,ts  a 

Itr,  itnrtl^jr^qT-fact  vynetl  v l.guq^ri;[  ILv 
it;  aftyy  yqu>o;^ferr^  w|iv£]hi:ir 

Jawed*  . -■  ‘ • ;; ■ i 'Vy  •‘•'v/’hh 

jftolrt  ^d<?b  ex- 
cess of  earthly  Idessrnhmss  # $ to  k*a»:l  her 
to  fear  t imt  oue  * heavehJy  prm-peet*  might 
be ■ $J  fgbte<3L  or  Irum  -soybe  vag&e 

sfrnKe.,  of  $&yifrg,  <?r  -Wb&ifer 

sohdy  out  of:  respect  for  the  m^mmrni 
will  never  he  kvq\?T>^  ihbi 

melodious  member  o* lUr  f urdiv.aod  wrul 

chI  r v [ U 1 i *v$by  iugitbne 

TTrliOV  Kittor,  {Xaifooifed  iff  il.e  . f‘{  *-V  of 

t he  1% empty  bond  by  that  tmny 

\y  artist  whose  need  of  models  had  Made 
Rafe  the  proud'  support  of  ,&  fathering 
family;  dashed  out  these  words  too  ho 
petunusly  to  be  recalled.  li  Yon ! and 
hwy\igiihi'C''  Bhe  w:is  d&xzliug  with  snow 
am]  colon  Bhe  would  have  drawn  her* 
stbf  y ? her  f<dt  height ^plrnilhUy,  hoi  iu> 
was  loglter.  jiv  11  ui t gUmm y plaey,  h y fiio 
light  of  Um  lonely  at>d  .siiVokv  keroseno 
lau i$  svyidghtg  fnnft  Ule  cold  y.eiiihg.  it : 
^vifiol  indeed  as  If  he  outvied  ) f «sr  i n 
S|Uoiuh>rf . ' up/it  yf$&  a&  if  v 
Ink  physical  WfVndd  bf^s; 

tier  .)*£&$.  iiknti  grind  it  to  powder--!  t wfe* 
had  aVenditrm h*  h :g 
\fjtv< r Cye* -clashed,  reunited,  advauivd., 
lUpt'kt  and  field  gh>vtoO>jvv  Thy v .k  ind 
each  other*  they &f  urV&j;  each  ^tbeivt^A)  ot-  * 
cd  xirjil  hlyskcd,  chatleii^yd  ^hd 
biiirticd  ahd  fbrg^ve;  vvrnjhded  roul  wor* 
shipped,  as  Only  a few  rnen  sunl  women 
may  \n  all  tli*?  world,  aTid  ]«vc  the  l.»etter 


for  it  Tbe  story  of  >aears  was  told  with- 
out a word  ; the  secret  of  anguish  w as  ^dd 
in  inhnjv^  , the  torrei^t  of  h>y  poured  past 
dumb  fi|%  and  there  by  the  winter  kcii,  on 
a (DlirM  hius  Eve,  hi  ilm .'  disnuil  hotel  ori; 
try,  by  the  light  of  the  ciihnky  ker<)Sieuov 
i\vy>  ^vulsywithont  f-']iereh  or  lauyuage  inoh 
t>rr.hap^&^r  U»c  tir.n.  time  in  all  their  lives. 

' T j ^a\v  you  through  the  window  over 
i :iien\  lie  ->famn*cryd  rivptmxnjsly.  ‘ 

1 you  holdisig  the  woman  in  your 
amts,  apd  the  'gihjd ' 

ykay , W] t v , I heard  jJ<iu  *oh,  X iV»W  meu* i 
on ong-lt  to  (mteti.  And  f said.  1 Why,  sfn  > 
c?  tetiiter  uxnnan^  Bile  iiyyer  c6»i  Ul  ha^o 
Minim-  She  would  forgive  ' V\>  rro.M- 

dmlei'stooil  €>,ardi  Other  ^orriehow;  iicieu 
Eor  Love's  sake  give  ni^  ihe  right  to  iind 
oCmt  bow/.1  •'  4 ‘ /:v ' ■ 

’’  Oil,”,  said  Helen  Ritter,  lifting  }usr 
arinH  with  a,  gentle  pd  j^iitifid  motion 
that  wight  welf  lmvc  wet  a eajimw  nmu  h*- 
Mth*  told  Jim  I had  never 

. <5 u am* Hod  with  the  -man  X — loved.:' 

When  they  moved  in  nlmt. .Die  hotel  den?' 

for  \ hr*  > mow  wU*  drift!  ng  in— -mui  so  Stood 
iov  a moment  between  the  storm  without 
ami  the  shelter  within,  Rafe  a iul  Emma 
Elh.a  at  the  ihstnimctjt  were  runguig 
shrilly.  *.  '"' ,r V 

; . .-  A<  6«ve'  tby  wind  timr;  ■•n-Tynn-.: 

TfX'ddeiv-  lion^P  ... 

It  seemt<d  dial  Henry  Stilt  hud  picfed 
up  I his  v'ji>jigf-s'u|f^rjiiir 

yiyv  uge.  for,  '.jiafet  tlir  bi>wT 
dory  over  Urn  thickeU.  under  tlm  -wilh-.w-^ 
thrOuci } \ h<v  $ p om1 , 1 >m*ne;  ytol  d rowuedi  by 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

ARDA  THORNE  went  to  Charleston. 
Margaret  gave  her  consent  only  after 
hesitation.  But  Dr.  Kirby  was  from  the 
first  firmly  in  favor  of  the  plan.  He  him- 
self would  take  his  ward  to  the  South 
Carolina  city  — for  Garda  the  Doctor 
would  draw  upon  his  thin  purse,  whether 
he  were  able  to  afford  it  or  not;  she  should 
stay  with  his  accomplished  cousin  Sally 
Lowndes.  Thus  she  would  have  the  best 
opportunity  to  see  the  cultivated  aud  his- 
toric society  of  that  dear  little  town. 

This  last  sentence  was  partly  the  Doc- 
tor s and  partly  Winthrop's;  the  Doctor 
had  spoken  thus  reverentially  of  Charles- 
ton society,  and  Winthrop  thus  admiring- 
ly of  Charleston  itself,  which  had  seemed 
to  him,  the  first  time  he  beheld  it,  the 
prettiest  place  on  the  Atlantic  coast,  a 
place  of  marked  characteristics  of  its  own, 
many  of  them  highly  picturesque;  his  use 
of  the  word  “little”  had  been  affectionate, 
not  descriptive.  He  had  found  a charm 
in  the  old  houses,  gable  end  to  the  street; 
in  the  jealous  walls  and  great  gardens  full 
of  roses  behind  them;  in  St.  Michael’s 
spire;  in  the  dusky  library,  full  of  grand- 
mannered  old  English  authors  in  expen- 
sive old  bindings;  in  the  little  Huguenot 
church ; in  the  old  manor-houses  on  the 
two  rivers  that  come  down,  one  on  each 
side,  to  form  the  beautiful  harbor;  in  the 
rice  fields;  in  the  great  lilies.  The  Battery 
at  sunset,  with  Fort  Moultrie  on  one  hand, 
the  silver  beaches  round  Wagner  and  the 
green  marsh  where  the  great  guns  had 
been  on  the  other,  and  Sumter  on  its  islet 
in  raid-stream — this  was  an  unsurpassed 
lounging-place;  there  was  nothing  fairer. 

The  Doctor  had  been  much  roused  by 
the  breaking  of  Garda’s  engagement. 
Garda  had  told  him  that  Evert  had  not 
been  to  blame.  But  the  Doctor  was  sure 
that  he  had  been.  He  himself  seemed  also 
not  to  have  been  in  fault.  But  he  was 
none  the  less  positive  that,  in  some  occult 
mauner,  he  had  been  negligent — criminal- 
ly so.  Mrs.  Carew,  the  Moores,  Madam 
Ruiz  and  the  senor,  Madam  Giron — they 
had  all  been  asleep,  and  had  let  this  worst 
of  modern  innovations  creep  upon  them 
unawares.  For  surely  the  foundations  of 
society  were  shaken  when  the  engagement 
of  a young  lady  of  Garda’s  position  could 
be  41  broken.”  14  And  broken,  Ma,”  as  he 


repeated  solemnly  to  his  little  mother  more 
than  once,  “ without  cause” 

“Well,  my  son,  would  you  rather  have 
had  it  broken  with  cause  ?”  asked  Ma  at  last. 

The  Doctor  had  had  an  interview  with 
Winthrop.  And  he  had  been  obliged  to 
confess  (still  to  Ma)  that  the  Northerner 
had  borne  himself  with  courtesy  and  dig- 
nity, had  given  him  nothing  to  take  hold 
of;  he  had  simply  said,  in  a few  words, 
that  Garda  had  wished  to  be  released,  and 
that  of  course  he  had  released  her. 

The  Doctor  himself  had  fervently  de- 
sired that  she  should  be  freed.  But  this 
made  no  difference  in  his  astonishment 
that  the  thing  could  really  be  done,  had 
already  been  brought  about.  Garda  had 
wished  it;  he  himself  had  wished  it;  and 
Winthrop  had  obeyed  their  wish.  Never- 
theless, Reginald  Kirby  was  a prey  to  a 
constant  hidden  rage.  He  was  sure  that 
somebody  ought  to  be  severely  handled. 
And  he  earnestly  hoped  to  have  the  plea- 
sure of  carrying  that  duty  into  sharp  effect 
for  the  benefit  of  somebody,  some  day.  In 
the  mean  while  it  seemed  a wise  course  to 
take  Garda  to  other  scenes;  they  had  kept 
her  too  much  to  themselves. 

De  Torrez  came  home  before  Garda’s 
departure.  He  bade  her  good-by  with  his 
usual  gravity.  Then,  three  hours  later, 
without  mentioning  his  intention  to  any 
one,  he  started  for  Charleston  himself, 
keeping  punctiliously  just  that  amount  of 
time  behind  her  all  the  way.  This  was 
one  of  his  “ methods.”  On  the  present 
occasion  the  “ method”  caused  him  some 
discomfort,  since,  owing  to  the  small  num- 
ber of  boats  and  trains  in  that  leisurely 
country,  the  originator  of  it  found  himself 
obliged  to  travel  with  the  freight  most  of 
the  way. 

A week  later  a letter  came  to  Evert 
Winthrop. 

It  was  a letter  which  gave  him  a sharp 
surprise. 

It  bore  the  postmark  of  the  little  post- 
office  out  in  the  St.  John’s  where  he  had 
sat  in  the  rain,  and  was  as  follows: 

“Dear  old  Lad, — I am  here — on  the 
river.  Could  you  come  over  for  a day  ? I 
am  very  anxious  to  see  you. 

“Lansing  Harold.” 

At  the  last  intelligence,  Lanse  had  been 
in  Rome. 
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There  was  a scrawled  postscript: 

“Say  nothing  to  any  one.  I write  only 
to  you.” 

Wintlirop's  relations  with  Margaret 
since  they  had  parted,  on  the  day  of  his  re- 
turn, at  the  drawing-room  door,  had  been 
of  the  scantiest;  appearances  had  been 
kept  up,  but,  save  where  appearances  had 
had  to  be  consulted,  they  had  scarcely  ex- 
changed a word.  She  avoided  him.  He 
said  to  himself  that  she  had  turned  into 
ice.  But  this  was  not  a truthful  compari- 
son, for  ice  does  not  look  troubled,  and 
Margaret  looked  both  troubled  and  ex- 
hausted. When  he  was  present  she  was 
impassive;  but  the  blue  shadows  beneath 
the  dark  under-laslies  of  her  eyes,  the 
drawn  expression  round  her  mouth,  yes, 
and  her  very  impassiveness,  showed;  but 
wliat  did  they  show  ? He  could  think  of 
no  solution  that  satisfied  him  any  more 
than  he  could  think  of  a solution  for  the 
mystery  of  her  apparent  desire  that  he 
should  continue  to  believe  of  her  that 
which  was  much  against  her,  and  which 
was  not  true. 

And  now,  to  make  things  more  compli- 
cated, Lanse  had  dropped  down  upon  them 
from  Rome. 

Winthrop  made  a pretext  of  another 
hunting  expedition,  drove  over  to  the 
river,  and  embarked  again  upon  the  slow 
old  Hernando , which  brought  him  in  due 
course  to  the  long  pier.  Here,  sitting  in 
the  United  States  chair,  wTas  Harold. 

It  was  a long  time  since  Winthrop  had 
seen  Lanse.  He  thought  him  much  alter- 
ed. His  figure  had  grown  larger;  though 
he  was  still  but  forty-one,  none  of  the  out- 
lines of  youth  were  left;  there  was  only, 
at  least  as  he  sat  there,  an  impression  of 
bulk.  His  thick  dark  hair  was  mixed  with 
gray,  as  also  his  short  beard;  and  the 
beard  could  not  conceal  the  increased 
breadth  of  the  lower  part  of  the  face,  the 
slight  lap-over  of  the  cheeks  above  the 
collar.  His  dark  eyes,  with  the  yellow 
lights  in  them,  were  dull;  his  well-cut 
mouth  was  a little  open,  giving  him  a 
blank  expression,  as  though  he  were  half 
asleep. 

But  when  this  expression  changed,  as 
it  did  when  the  silent  postmaster  suggest- 
ed by  a wave  of  his  hand  that  his  guest 
should  move  the  government  chair  a lit- 
tle, in  order  not  to  be  in  the  way  of  the 
passengers  who  might  land,  the  alteration 
was  so  complete,  though  not  a feature 
stirred,  that  Winthrop  laughed.  Lanse 


serenely  stared  at  the  ’coon-skin-hatted 
man  as  though  he  did  not  exist;  his  gaze 
restored  perfectly,  for  himself  at  least,  the 
space  of  light  and  air  which  that  public 
servant  was  mistakenly  filling. 

All  this  Winthrop  witnessed  from  the 
deck  as  the  Hernando  wTas  slowly  swing- 
ing her  broad  careening  side  toward  the 
pier.  Lanse  had  not  recognized  his  figure 
among  the  motley  crowd  of  voyagers  col- 
lected at  the  railing.  It  was  not  until 
the  ropes  had  been  made  fast  by  the  post- 
master (who  was  also  wharf-master,  show- 
ing much  activity  in  that  avocation)  and 
the  plank  put  out  that  the  lessening  crowd 
brought  Winthrop's  figure  more  into  re- 
lief. He  waved  his  hand  again  to  Lanse. 
And  then  Lanse,  springing  up,  respond- 
ed. And  all  the  old  look  came  back.  The 
dullness  vanished,  the  heaviness  became 
subordinate  to  the  brightening  eyes  and 
the  smile.  He  waved  his  hand  in  return. 
And  Evert  going  down,  they  met  with 
gladness.  Lance  seemed  delighted  to  see 
him,  and  Winthrop  had  never  forgotten 
liis  old  affection  for  the  big,  good-natured, 
handsome  cousin  of  his  boyhood  days. 

The  pier  was  soon  left  to  them ; every 
one  else  departed ; and  the  two  men,  stroll- 
ing up  and  down,  talked  together. 

At  length  Lanse  said:  “Well,  I’m  glad 
Margaret’s  as  you  describe”  (but  Winthrop 
had  not  described  her),  “for  I might  as 
well  tell  you  at  once  what  I’m  down  here 
for — I want  her  to  come  back.” 

“ Come  back  ?” 

“Yes;  I have  her  promise  to  come; 
but  women  are  so  insufferably  change- 
able.” 

“She  isn't.” 

“Isn’t  she?  So  much  the  better  for 
me,  then ; for  she  knew  the  worst  of  me 
when  she  made  that  promise;  and  if  by  a 
miracle  she  lias  remained  in  the  same 
frame  of  mind,  my  road  will  be  easy.” 

“I  don't  mean  to  push  myself  into  your 
confidence,  Lanse,”  said  Winthrop,  after 
a moment’s  silence,  “but  I think  I will 
say  here  that  I have  always  as  strongly 
as  possible  disapproved  of  her  course  in 
leaving  you.”  He  made  himself  say  this. 
It  was  true,  and  say  it  lie  would. 

Lanse  laughed,  and  turned  down  the 
brim  of  his  soft  hat  to  keep  the  sun  from 
his  eyes.  “ I'm  not  going  to  lie  about  it,” 
he  answered.  “ I would  have  told  you  at 
anytime  if  you  had  asked  mo.  She  couldn't 
help  leaving  me.” 

Winthrop  looked  at  him. 
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“ It’s  a funny  world,”  Lanse  continued. 
“ If  she  hadn't  been  such  a good  woman, 
very  likely  she  would  have  staid  on  in 
spite  of — in  spite  of  everything.  And 
then  people  would  have  called  her  a de- 
voted wife,  and  praised  her,  and  all  that 
sort  of  stuff,  as  I dare  say  now — at  least 
according  to  you— they  abuse  her.  Come 
along  up  and  get  something  to  eat;  then 
we'll  go  off  in  the  canoe,  and  I’ll  tell  you 
the  whole  story:  you’ve  got  to  hear  it  if 
you’re  to  help.” 

An  hour  later  the  two  men  were  float- 
ing away  from  the  long  pier  in  a small 
boat  built  upon  the  perfect  model  of  the 
Indian's  birch-bark  canoe.  Lanse,  an  ex- 
pert in  this  as  in  almost  all  kinds  of  out- 
door exercise,  wielded  the  paddle  with 
ease,  while  Winthrop  faced  him,  reclining 
in  the  bottom  of  the  boat;  it  could  only 
hold  two.  Lightly  it  sped  out  toward 
deep  water;  the  slightest  motion  sent  it 
forward ; and  its  sides  were  of  such  slender 
thickness  that  the  two  men  could  feel  the 
breathing  of  the  great  soft  stream,  which 
had  here  a breadth  of  three  miles,  though 
in  sight,  both  above  and  below,  it  widen- 
ed into  six.  These  broad  water  stretches 
were  never  rough ; neither  were  they  still, 
like  a lagoon.  From  shore  to  shore  the 
slow,  full  current  swept  majestically  on, 
and  even  to  look  across  the  wide,  tranquil 
reaches,  with  the  tropical  forests  standing 
thickly  on  their  low  strands,  was  a vision 
of  peace  for  the  most  troubled  human 
soul. 

The  clear  brown  of  the  tide  had  to-day 
a line  of  froth,  like  amber  soap  suds,  edg- 
ing the  western  strand;  this  said  that  the 
wind  came  from  the  sea.  On  other  days, 
when  it  came  from  the  Gulf,  the  creamy 
foam  changed  its  place,  surging  softly 
against  the  eastern  shore.  Kildee  plover 
flew  chattering  before  the  canoe  while 
they  were  still  near  land.  Far  above  in 
the  blue  a bald-headed  eagle  sailed  along. 
Lanse  chose  to  go  out  to  the  centre  of  the 
stream — Lanse  never  skirted  the  edge  of 
anything;  reaching  it,  he  turned  south- 
ward, and  they  voyaged  onward  for  near- 
ly an  hour. 

He  did  not  appear  disposed  to  begin  his 
narrative  immediately,  and  Winthrop 
asked  no  questions.  Every  now  and  then 
each  indulged  in  a retrospective  remark; 
but  these  remarks  concerned  themselves 
only  with  the  days  of  their  boyhood ; they 
called  up  the  old  jokes,  and  called  each 
other  by  the  old  names.  Winthrop,  after 


a while,  branching  off,  suggested  that  this 
warm  brown  tide,  winding  softly  through 
the  beautiful  low  green  country,  was  some- 
thing to  remember — on  a January  day, 
say,  in  a manufacturing  town  at  the  North, 
when  a raw  wind  was  sweeping  the  streets, 
when  the  horse-cars  were  bumping  along 
between  miniature  hills  of  muddy  ice, 
when  all  complexions  were  harassed,  and 
the  constantly  dropping  flakes  of  soot 
from  myriad  chimneys  failed  to  convey 
any  suggestion  of  warmth,  but  rather 
brought  up  (to  the  initiated)  a picture  of 
chill  half -heated  bedrooms,  where  these 
same  harassed  complexions  must  undergo 
more  torture  from  soap  and  water  in  the 
effort  to  remove  the  close-clinging  marks 
of  the  44  black  snow.” 

440h,  confound  your  manufacturing 
town !”  Lanse  answered. 

44 1 can’t;  I'm  a manufacturer  myself,” 
was  Winthrop’s  response. 

At  length  Lanse  turned  the  canoe  to- 
ward the  western  shore.  A creek  emp- 
tied into  the  river  at  this  point — a creek 
which  had  about  the  breadth  of  the  Thames 
at  Westminster — and  Lanse  entered  the 
creek.  The  great  ragged  nests  of  the  fish- 
hawks  crowned  many  of  the  trees  here, 
making  them  resemble  a group  of  light- 
houses at  the  creek's  mouth.  On  the 
broad  beds  of  the  lily-pads  as  they  floated 
by  they  saw  every  now  and  then,  at  some 
distance  from  them  on  the  warm  green,  a 
rattlesnake,  asleep  or  meditating.  They 
met  an  old  negro  on  a raft,  who  held  up 
one  which  he  seemed  to  think  they  would 
admire.  “Fibe  foot  en  eight  inch,  boss, 
en  ferteen  rattles.” 

4 4 That’s  African  Joe,  ” said  Lanse.  “I’ve 
already  made  his  acquaintance;  he  was 
born  in  Africa. — You  old  murderer,  what 
do  you  want  for  showing  us  that  poor 
reptile  you  have  put  an  end  to  ?” 

Old  Joe,  a marvel  of  negro  old  age, 
grinned  as  Lanse  tossed  him  a quarter. 

“ There  ought  to  be  a society  here  for  the 
prevention  of  cruelty  to  animals,”  Lanse 
said  as  he  did  it. 

“For  the  snake  or  the  darky  ?”  inquired 
Winthrop. 

They  passed  a dark  lump  or  two,  like 
the  end  of  a floating  log.  And  these  were 
alligators,  submerged  all  but  that  inch  of 
head. 

Then  they  came  to  the  region  of  the 
Spanish  moss, where  every  tree  held  mass- 
es of  the  long  silvery  mist-like  webs  pend- 
ent from  its  green  branches  to  the  ground. 
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When  the  trees  were  large — and  most  of 
them  were  very  large — the  effect  was  like 
enchantment,  as  though  a whole  forest 
had  been  robed  in  pearl-gray  lace.  Great 
white  herons  flew  slowly  across  the  stream 
before  them,  and  now  and  then  they  caught 
a glimpse  of  something  like  a little  frag- 
ment of  rosy  cloud  far  within  the  silvery 
aisles;  this  was  the  pink  curlew. 

“That’s  the  place  I’m  looking  for,  I 
think,”  said  Lanse;  “I  was  up  here  yes- 
terday for  a few  moments.” 

And  with  two  or  three  strong  strokes 
of  the  paddle  he  sent  the  canoe  round  a 
cape  of  lily -pads,  into  the  mouth  of  a 
smaller  stream,  which  here  came,  almost 
unobserved,  into  the  larger  one.  It  was 
a stream  narrow  but  deep,  which  took 
them  into  the  silver  forest.  Here  they 
floated  over  reflections  so  perfect  of  the 
trees  and  moss  on  shore  that  it  was  hard 
to  tell  where  reality  ended  and  the  picture 
began. 

But  the  picture,  if  it  was  a picture,  was 
like  scenery  set  up  for  the  great  turtles 
that  swam  along  down  below,  for  the  wa- 
ter-moccasins that  slipped  noiselessly  into 
the  same  amber  depths  from  the  roots  of 
the  trees  as  the  canoe  drew  near,  and  for 
thealligators  too,  which  now  began  to  show 
themselves  more  freely;  the  boat  floated 
noiselessly  over  one  huge  fellow  fifteen 
feet  long. 

Lanse  was  aroused.  UI  tell  you,  old 
lad,  this  isn’t  bad,”  he  said. 

“I  don't  care  about  it,”  Winthrop  an- 
swered; “ it’s  sensational.” 

Over  this  remark  Lanse  indulged  in 
a retrospective  grin.  “Old!”  he  said. 
“You’ve  been  getting  that  off  ever  since 
you  were  twenty.  Who  was  it  that  called 
Niagara  ‘ violent’  ? The  joke  is  that,  at 
heart,  you  yourself  are  the  most  yiolent 
creature  I know.” 

“Oh — talk  about  hearts!”  said  Win- 
throp. 

The  trees  now  began  to  meet  overhead ; 
when  their  branches  interlaced  so  that  the 
shade  was  complete,  Lanse  tied  the  boat- 
rope  to  a bough,  stretched  himself  out  in 
his  end  of  the  boat,  lit  a cigarette,  and 
looked  at  his  companion.  “ Now  for  the 
story,”  he  said.  “I  tell  you  because  I 
want  your  help;  I am  sure  that  Margaret 
has  the  highest  opinion  of  you.” 

“She  has  none  at  all.  She  detests  me.” 

“No !”  said  Lanse,  using  the  word  as  an 
exclamation.  “ How  comes  that  f You 
must  have  been  very  nasty  to  her  ?” 


“I  have  always  been  against  her  about 
you.” 

“ Has  Aunt  Katrina  been  nasty  too  ?” 

“She  has  given  her  a home,  at  any 
rate.” 

“And  a very  pretty  one  it  must  have 
been,  if  she  has  looked,  while  about  it,  as 
you  look  now,”  Lanse  commented. 

“Never  mind  my  looks.  I don’t  know 
that  your  own  are  any  better.  What  have 
you  to  say  ?” 

“One  thing  more,  first.  How  much 
has  Margaret  told  ?” 

“Nothing.  That  is,  nothing  to  me.” 

“I  meant  Aunt  K.” 

“ How  should  I know?”  said  Winthrop, 
shortly.  Then  he  made  himself  speak 
with  more  truth.  “Aunt  Katrina  com- 
plains that  Margaret  has  never  said  a 
word.” 

“Yet  you’ve  all  been  disapproving  of 
her  all  this  time!  Now  I call  that  a spe- 
cimen of  the  fixed  injustice  so  common 
among  nice  people,”  said  Lanse,  musing- 
ly. He  was  sorry  for  the  nice  people. 

“Before  you  criticise,  let  us  see  how 
well  you  have  behaved,”  suggested  his 
companion. 

“ Oh,  I don’t  pretend  to  be  a well-regu- 
lated character.  Let  me  see — I shall  have 
to  go  back  to  the  beginning  to  make  you 
understand.  I don’t  know  whether  you 
know  how  Margaret  was  brought  up?  She 
had  always  lived  in  the  country — not  a 
village ; the  old  Cruger  place  was  tliree 
miles  from  everything;  there  she  lived 
with  her  grandmother  and  her  grandmo- 
ther's friends,  not  a young  person  among 
them.  She  hadn’t  even  been  to  school — 
always  a governess  at  home.  She  was 
only  seventeen  when  I first  saw  her.  We 
were  there  in  the  house  together — Aunt 
Katrina’s,  on  the  sound — and  I was  at  the 
time  more  cut  up  than  I had  ever  been  in 
my  life  before.  I had  just  come  back 
from  abroad,  as  you  know;  and  the  reason 
I had  come  back,  which  you  don’t  know, 
was  because  some  one  (never  mind  who— 
not  an  American)  had  gone  off  and  mar- 
ried under  my  nose  a man  with  a million 
— several  of  them  if  you  count  in  French. 
As  I had  expected  to  marry  her  myself, 
you  may  imagine  whether  I enjoyed  it. 
Feeling  pretty  well  cut  up,  smarting  sharp- 
ly, if  I must  confess  it,  it  seemed  to  me, 
after  a while,  that  it  wouldn’t  be  a bad 
idea  to  marry  Margaret  Cruger.  I couldn’t 
feel  worse  than  I did,  and  maybe  I might 
feel  better— and  she  was  very  sweet  in  her 
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way.  I don’t  pretend  that  I was  ever  in 
love  with  her,  but  I liked  her  from  the 
first.  I have  always  had  a fancy  for 
young*  girls,”  pursued  Lanse,  taking  off 
his  hat  and  putting  it  behind  his  head  as 
a pillow:  “when  they’re  not  forward 
(American  girls  are  apt  to  be  forward, 
though  without  in  the  least  knowing  it), 
they’re  enchanting.  The  trouble  is  that 
they  can’t  stay  young  forever;  they  don’t 
know  anything,  and  of  course  they  have 
to  learn,  and  that  process  is  tiresome.  It 
would  be  paradise  if  a girl  of  seventeen 
could  sit  down  like  a woman  of  thirty; 
and  paradise  isn’t  intended,  I suppose,  to 
come  just  yet.” 

“Don’t  talk  your  French  to  me,”  said 
Winthrop.  “I  don’t  admire  it.” 

“ That's  another  of  your  shams.  Yes, 
you  do.  But  it’s  perfectly  true  that  a 
young  girl  can  no  more  sit  down  with 
grace  than  she  can  listen  with  grace—” 

“Yes;  you  want  to  talk.” 

4 4 On  the  contrary,  I don’t  want  to ; I 
want  to  be  silent.  But  I want  them  to  know 
how  to  listen  to  my  silence.  I won’t  go 
into  the  details.  She  was  so  young— Mar- 
garet— that  I easily  made  her  believe  that 
I couldn’t  live  without  her,  that  I should 
go  to  the  bad  direct  unless  she  would  take 
charge  of  me— a thing  that  is  apt  to  suc- 
ceed with  young  girls  when  they’re  con- 
scientious (as  Margaret  was),  unless  they 
happen  to  care  for  some  one  else.  Mar- 
garet didn’t  care  for  any  one  else,  and  so 
she  was  caught.  We  were  married.  And 
I give  you  my  word  I fully  intended  to 
treat  her  as  well  as  I knew  how.  But  ill 
luck  got  mixed  with  it.” 

Here  Lanse  changed  his  position  again, 
and  clasping  his  hands  under  his  head, 
gazed  up  at  the  dense  green  above.  4 4 Let’s 
hope  a moccasin  won’t  take  a walk  out  on 
one  of  those  branches  and  fall  down. 
Nobody  ever  dreamed,  of  course,  that  a 
man  with  a million  and  the  wife  he  want- 
ed was  going  to  take  himself  off  the  face 
of  the  earth  and  leave  both  behind  him. 
Yet  that  is  exactly  what  that  man  did. 
Within  a year  after  his  marriage  and  six 
months  after  mine  he  was  drowned — ac- 
cident while  bathing.  Naturally  I thought 
of — of  the  one  who  was  left.  But  that  was 
all  I did— think;  all  I did  then,  at  least. 
She,  however,  did  more;  she  wrote.” 

14  Nice  sort  of  person.” 

“Precisely.  But  I cared  more  about 
her  than  I did  about  any  one  in  the  world, 
and  that  makes  a difference.  It  obscures 
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your  judgment,  don’t  you  know,”  Lanse 
went  on,  in  a reflective  tone.  44 1 thought 
she  wrote  to  me  because  she  couldn’t  help 
it — in  short,  because  she  cared  so  much 
for  me ; and  that’s  taking.  And  now  here’s 
where  the  ill  luck  took  a hand.  Did  I 
intend  to  let  any  of  this  in  the  least  touch 
Margaret — interfere  with  her  f As  far  as 
possible  from  it.  My  intention  was  that 
she  should  never  know  or  dream  of  it.  It 
was  all  to  be  kept  religiously  from  her. 
Why,  I wouldn't  have  had  her  know  it 
for  anything,  first  on  her  own  account, 
then  on  mine.  The  wife  of  Lansing  Har- 
old,” went  on  Lanse,  smiling  a little  at 
himself,  yet  evidently  meaning  exactly 
what  he  said,  44  must  be  above  suspicion, 
by  which  I intend  the  verb,  not  the  noun. 

Up  to  thirty,  at  least,  she  must  be  too  in- 
nocent to  suspect.  But  what  do  you  sup- 
pose came  next?  By  the  most  extraordi- 
nary chance  in  the  world  Margaret  her- 
self got  hold  of  one  of  my  letters  to— to 
the  other  person.  She  came  upon  the 
loose  sheets  by  accident,  and  thought  it 
was  something  that  I must  have  been 
writing  some  time  to  her.  She  never  im- 
agined that  it  was  to  any  one  else,  or  she 
wouldn’t  have  read  it:  she  was  punctil- 
iousness itself  in  such  matters.  But  her 
eyes  happened  to  fall  first  upon  the  mid- 
dle sheet,  where  there  was  no  name,  and 
the — 4 the  language,’  as  she  afterward  ex- 
pressed it,  made  her  believe  that  it  was 
addressed  to  herself.  A man  could  only 
write  in  that  way  to  his  wife,  she  sup- 
posed. But  at  the  end  she  was  unde- 
ceived, for  there  she  found  the  other  name. 

Of  course  we  had  a scene  when  I came 
home.  I was  horribly  annoyed  by  what 
had  happened.  But  I did  my  best  to  be 
nice  to  her.  I told  her  that  it  was  a mis- 
erable accident  in  every  way,  her  coming 
upon  that  letter;  that  I could  never  for- 
give myself  for  having  left  it  where  I did. 

I told  her  that  I could  perfectly  under- 
stand that  it  had  been  a great  shock  to 
her — a shock  that  I was  more  sorry  for 
than  she  could  possibly  be.  But  as  it  had 
happened,  we  must  both  be  reasonable 
and  make  the  best  of  it;  and  her  4 best’ 
was  simply  to  forget  all  about  it  as  soon 
as  she  could.  It  was  wonderful  how 
much  one  could  forget  if  one  tried.  I 
could  assure  her  that  nothing  should  ever 
touch  her  position  as  my  wife ; there 
should  be  no  breath  upon  that.  Always 
I should  give  her  in  the  eyes  of  all  the 
world  the  first  honor,  the  first  place.  You 
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see,  it  was  the  best  I could  do.  I couldn’t 
deny  the  letter;  it  was  in  my  own  hand- 
writing; it  even  had  a date.  And  it  wasn’t 
a letter,  either,  that  you  could  explain 
away.  But  I couldn’t  do  anything  with 
her.  I don’t  mean  that  she  argued  or 
combated ; she  seemed  all  broken  to  pieces. 
She  sat  there  looking  at  me  with  a sort 
of  wonder  and  horror  combined.  Before 
night  she  was  ill — a fever.  She  was  ill 
three  weeks.  And  I was  as  nice  to  her 
all  that  time  as  I possibly  could  be;  I 
brought  her  lovely  flowers  every  day. 
As  she  glow  better  I hoped  we  were  go- 
ing to  go  on  in  peace — certainly  the  last 
thing  I wanted  was  a quarrel  with  her. 
But — women  are  bound  to  be  fools!  No 
sooner  was  she  able  to  sit  up  than  she 
took  the  first  chance  to  ask  me  (there  had 
been  a nurse  about  before)  whether  I had 
not  already  abandoned  that  dreadful  af- 
fair. I suppose  I could  have  lied  to  her; 
if  I was  going  to  do  it,  that  was  the  time. 
But, as  it  happens, I don’t  lie;  it  has  never 
been  one  of  my  accomplishments.  So  I 
told  her  that  she  ought  to  treat  such  things 
as  a lady  should ; that  is,  not  descend  to 
them.  And  I told  her  furthermore  that 
she  ought  to  treat  this  one  as  my  wife 
should.  When  I said  that,  I remember 
she  looked  at  me  as  if  she  were  in  a sort 
of  stupor.  You  see,  to  her  sense,  she  was 
treating  it  as  my  wife  should,”  comment- 
ed Lanse,  telling  his  own  story,  as  he  felt 
himself,  with  much  impersonal  fairness. 
“All  this  time,  of  course,  I had  had  to 
postpone  everything.  She  continued  to 
improve,  and  I took  the  ground  of  saying 
nothing.  When  another  month  had  pass- 
ed, and  she  was  perfectly  well  again,  I 
mentioned  one  day  carelessly,  before  some 
one  else,  that  I thought  I should  try  a lit- 
tle summer  trip  of  thirty  days  or  so  across 
the  ocean  and  back;  I shouldn’t  take  her, 
because  she  wasn’t  as  fond  of  the  sea  as  I 
vras,  and  twenty  of  the  thirty  days  would 
be  spent  afloat:  she  would  be  much  more 
comfortable  at  home— we  had  taken  a pret- 
ty house  at  New  Rochelle  for  the  year. 
She  didn’t  make  any  especial  comment 
then;  but  as  soon  as  she  could  get  me 
alone  I saw  that  it  had  all  been  of  no  use 
— my  patience  and  my  waiting:  she  was 
determined  to  talk.  Her  point  was  that 
I must  not  go.  I am  not  very  yielding, 
as  you  know.  But  she  was  even  more 
obstinate  than  I was.  It  was  owing  to 
the  ideas  she  had  about  some  things;  she 
wasn’t  a Roman  Catholic,  but  she  thought 
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marriage  a sacrament — almost.  I got  in 
a few  words  on  that  side  myself:  I told 
her  that  she  seemed  to  have  a singular 
idea  of  a wife’s  duties.  One  of  them  was 
generally  supposed  to  be  to  guard  her  hus- 
band’s name,  which  was  also  her  own; 
but  that  while  I wished  to  occasion  no 
talk,  no  scandal,  she  was  doing  her  very 
best  to  stir  up  both  by  having  an  open 
quarrel  with  me.  And  then  I asked  her 
what  she  proposed  to  do?  I suppose  I 
looked  ugly.  She  got  up  and  stood  there, 
trembling  a little,  and  holding  on  to  the 
back  of  a chair;  ‘ I must  go  with  you,’  she 
said.  4 I can’t  take  you,’  I told  her.  And 
then  she  said  that  she  could  folloiv  me. 
That,  I confess,  put  me  in  a rage:  I was 
never  angrier  in  my  life.  I imagined  her 
appearing  upon  the  scene  there  in  Paris. 

A pretty  spectacle  I should  be,  followed 
about  and  tracked  down  by  a wife  of  that 
age — a wife,  too,  who  was  acting,  not  from 
affection,  but  solely  from  a sense  of  duty  1 
With  her  school  girl  face,  that  was  a com- 
bination rather  too  ridiculous  for  a man 
to  stand.  To  cut  the  story  short,  I left 
her  then  and  there.  That  night  I slept 
at  a hotel,  and  the  next  day  I sailed.  I 
had  changed  my  plan  of  travel,  in  order 
that  she  should  not  know  for  some  time 
where  I was;  but  I think  I frightened  her 
sufficiently  about  following  me  before  I 
left  her.  I not  only  expressly  forbade  it, 
but  I told  her  that  she  wouldn’t  be  re- 
ceived in  case  she  should  try  it;  there 
would  be  standing  orders  to  that  effect. 

I should  never  touch  any  more  of  her 
money,  I told  her  (I  never  have  to  this 
day).  She  could  set  going  any  story  she 
pleased  about  me,  and  I wouldn’t  contra- 
dict it.  That  would  leave  her  very  easy. 
On  my  side  I should  simply  say  nothing, 
and  I should  cause  no  scandal,  she  might 
be  sure.  With  that  I went  off.  On  the 
other  side  I found  a letter  from  her — she 
didn’t  know  my  address,  but  she  had  sent 
it  to  my  lawyer.  I’ve  brought  that  letter 
along  for  you  to  see;  it  will  give  you  a 
better  idea  of  her,  as  she  was  at  the  time, 
than  any  of  my  descriptions.”  And  he 
took  from  his  pocket-book  an  envelope, 
and  tossed  it  across. 

Winthrop  opened  the  envelope,  and 
found  a small  sheet  of  paper,  upon  which, 
in  a youthful  handwriting,  these  words 
were  written : 

“My  dear  Husband,— I have  staid 
here  by  myself  in  the  house,  and  I have 
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been  very  unhappy.  I have  not  let  any- 
body know  that  you  were  gone. 

“ I feel  as  though  I must  have  done 
wrong,  and  yet  I don't  know  how. 

44  Perhaps  you  will  come  back.  I shall 
hope  that  you  will,  and  I will  wait  here 
for  your  auswer. 

“If  you  do  not  come,  please  tell  me 
what  you  think  I had  better  do.  I should 
rather  do  what  you  think  best. 

14 1 will  come  to  you  at  any  time  if — you 
know  what.  I could  not  come  without. 

44 1 hope  you  will  soon  send  for  me. 
And  I am  your  affectionate  wife, 

“Margaret  Harold.” 


44  You  see  there’s  no  trace  of  jealousy,” 
Lanse  commented,  in  his  generalizing 
way;  “she  wasn’t  jealous,  because  she 
wasn’t  in  love  with  me — never  had  been. 
Of  course  she  thought  she  loved  me— she 
never  would  have  married  me  otherwise. 
But  the  truth  was  that  at  that  time  she 
had  no  more  conception  of  what  real  love 
is  than  a little  snow  image:  that  was  one 
of  the  reasons  why  I had  first  liked  her. 
I’ve  no  doubt  she  was  horribly  miserable 
when  she  wrote  that  letter,  as  she  says 
she  was.  But  there  was  no  love  in  her 
misery;  it  was  all  duty.  I grant  you  that 
with  her  that  was  a tremendously  strong 
feeling.  Well,  I answered  her  letter;  I 
told  her  she  had  better  go  and  live  with 
Aunt  Katrina.  And  I put  in  again— for  I 
saw  that  I must,  if  we  were  ever  to  have 
an  end  of  writing — that  I had  left  her  de- 
liberately; that  I was  fully  convinced  that 
we  should  be  much  better  off  apart.  She 
mustn’t  come  to  me  unless  I should  send 
for  her,  and  that  in  no  case  would  she  be 
received  if  she  should  try  to  come  without 
my  consent.  I was  firm  about  that.  But 
we  wouldn’t  make  any  talk.  She  could 
say  I was  travelling.  That  was  what  I 
should  say  myself.  She  wrote  me  once 
more,  repeating  her  offer  to  come  when- 
ever I should  wish  it;  but  I didn’t  wish 
it  then,  and  didn't  answer.  Seven  years 
have  passed,  and  I haven’t  answered  yet. 
But  now  I think  I shall  try  it.” 

Winthrop  had  sat  gazing  at  the  little 
sheet,  with  the  faded  girlish  handwriting. 
Hot  feelings  were  surging  within  him;  he 
felt  that  he  must  take  a firm  hold  of  him- 
self. This  made  his  manner  calm.  “ What 
do  you  want  of  her  ?"  he  said.  44  Aunt  Ka- 
trina couldn’t  get  on  a day  without  her.” 

“ Aunt  Katrina  would  give  her  up  to 
me,”  said  Lanse,  securely.  (And  Win- 
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throp  knew  that  this  was  true.)  “ What 
do  I want  of  her  ? I want  to  have  a home 
of  my  own  again,  a place  where  I can  be 
comfortable;  I want  to  have  a place  where 
I can  keep  all  my  shoes.  I am  not  as 
young  as  I once  was;  I don’t  mind  telling 
you  that  I’ve  had  one  or  two  pretty  seri- 
ous attacks — rheumatism  threatening  the 
heart.  It’s  time  to  be  old,  to  take  in  sail. 
I’m  a reformed  character,  and  I don’t  see 
why  Margaret  shouldn't  come  and  carry 
on  the  good  work — especially  as  she  has 
promised.  The  one  danger  is  that  she  may 
have  begun  to — But  I hardly  think  that.” 

“Yes;  the  one  danger  may  very  well  be 
that  she  has  begun  to  hate  you,”  said  Win- 
throp. His  eyes  dwelt  still  upon  the  poor 
little  letter. 

44 1 didn’t  mean  that;  I meant  that  she 
might  have  begun  to  care  for  some  one 
else.  But  I don't  believe  it.  If  it  were 
only  that  she  had  begun  to  hate  me,  that 
would  be  nothing ; she  would  think  it  very 
wrong  to  hate  me  (though  she  might  not 
be  able  to  help  it),  and  that  would  make 
her  come  back  all  the  quicker.” 

Winthrop  looked  at  him  from  under  his 
tilted  hat— he  had  tilted  it  forward  over 
his  eyes.  “I  should  think  it  would  make 
you  sick  to  ask  her,” he  said — “sick  with 
shame.” 

44 It  isn’t  the  least  shameful;  it’s  the 
right  thing  to  do,”  responded  Lanse. 

“ But  which  side  are  you  on,  Ev  ? You 
seem  to  be  all  over  the  field.” 

44 1 don’t  know  which  side  I’m  on.  You 
can’t  take  her  up  and  drop  her  in  that 
way.” 

“You’ve  got  it  mixed.  I dropped  her 
seven  years  ago;  now  I’m  taking  her  up 
again.  And  if  she  is  as  I think  she  is,  she 
will  be  glad  to  come.” 

44  011 ! "said  Winthrop,  with  angry  scorn. 

44  She'll  be  glad,  because  she’s  my  wife— 
she’s  a stickler  for  that  sort  of  thing.  She 
is  a very  good  woman.  That’s  the  advan- 
tage of  having  a really  go<xl  woman  for 
your  wife— you  can  rely  upon  her  wheth- 
er she  likes  you  or  not — likes  you  very 
much,  I mean.  But  I begin  to  think  you 
don’t  know  her  as  well  as  I do,  after  all, 
in  spite  of  the  time  you  have  had.” 

“Know  her?  I don’t  know  her  in  the 
least.  I have  never  known  her — I see 
that  now.” 

At  this  moment  they  heard  the  dip  of 
an  oar,  and  stopped.  Coming  down  the 
narrow  stream  behind  them,  appeared  a 
rude  craft  manned  by  a very  black  boy 
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and  a very  white  baby.  The  boat  was  a 
long,  rough  dug-out,  and  the  boy  was  pad- 
dling. His  passenger,  a plump  child  of 
about  three,  had  the  peculiar  bleached 
skin  of  the  Florida  “poor  white,”  and 
flaxen  hair  of  the  palest  straw-color.  An 
immense  calico  sun-bonnet  lay  across  its 
knee,  and,  after  a slow  stare  with  twisted 
neck  at  the  two  strangers,  it  lifted  and  put 
on  this  pent-house  with  dignity:  to  put  it 
on  was  probably  its  idea  of  “manners.” 
The  pent  house,  in  fact,  represented  the 
principal  part  of  its  attire;  there  was  no- 
thing else  but  a little  red  petticoat. 

But  if  the  passenger  was  dignified,  the 
oarsman  was  not;  delighted  to  see  any- 
body, the  little  darky  had  showed  his 
white  teeth  in  a perpetual  grin  from  the 
moment  the  canoe  had  appeared  in  sight. 

Lanse  always  noticed  children.  “ Where 
have  you  been,  Epaminondas  ?”  he  said, 
with  pretended  severity.  ‘ ‘ What  are  you 
doing  here  ?” 

Epatninondas,  at  the  first  suggestion  of 
conversation,  had  stopped  paddling.  He 
accepted  with  cheerfulness  the  improvised 
name.  “Ben  atter  turkles,  boss.  But  I 
’ain’t  fin’  none.” 

“ What  is  the  name  of  that  young  lady 
you  have  with  you  ?” 

“Gin,”  answered  Epaminondas,  with 
an  even  more  extensive  smile  than  before. 

“The  whole  of  it,  I mean;  I know 
there’s  more.” 

“Trufe,  boss,  der  sholy  is,”  responded 
Epaminondas,  impressed  by  this  omnis- 
cience. “ Gin’s  wat  dey  calls  her  mosely ; 
but  Victoryne  en  John  Mungumry  Gin — 
dat’s  de  hull  ob  it.  Victoryne  en  John 
Mungumry  is  folks  wat  her  ma  knew 
whar  she  come  fum,  up  in  Alabawm,  en 
she  wanted  to  membunce  ’em  someways, 
so  she  called  Gin  atter  ’em.  En  Gin — 
dat’s  Virginny — wuz  de  name  ob  her  dad- 
dy’s folks,  dey  tole  me.” 

“Iam  surprised  that  her  family  should 
allow  Miss  Montgomery  to  be  out  without 
her  nurse,”  Lanse  went  on. 

“She  ’ain't  got  no  nuss,”  Epaminon- 
das answered.  “En  I liev  to  tote  her 
mos’  er  der  time,  en  she's  liebby — she  am 
dat!  En  so  ter-day  I ’lowed  I’d  rudder 
take  her  in  de  boat  a wiles.”  He  looked 
anxiously  at  Lanse  as  he  made  this  ex- 
planation. He  was  a thin  little  fellow  of 
about  ten,  and  Miss  Montgomery  was  de- 
cidedly solid. 

“I'm  inclined  to  think,  my  man,  that 
you’re  out  without  leave ; I advise  you  to 
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go  home  as  fast  as  you  can.  And  mind 
you  keep  the  boat  straight.” 

“Yas,  boss,”  answered  Epaminondas, 
glad  to  escape,  and  plying  his  paddle 
again. 

He  gave  a “Ki!”  of  delight  as  a silver 
coin  fell  at  his  feet.  “Don’t  stop  to  pick 
it  up  now,”  said  Lanse.  “Go  on  with 
Miss  Montgomery ; restore  her  to  her  par- 
ents as  soon  as  possible.” 

Epaminondas  bent  to  his  oar.  The  two 
men  looked  after  him  as  the  boat  went  on 
its  way  toward  the  outer  creek. 

Suddenly,  “Good  God!”  cried  Lanse, 
springing  to  his  feet. 

He  had  to  unloose  the  rope.  But  he 
did  that  in  an  instant,  and  seizing  the 
paddle,  he  sent  the  canoe  flying  down- 
stream after  the  dug-out. 

Epaminondas,  toiling  at  his  oar,  had 
not  gone  thirty  feet  w*hen  Lanse  had  seen 
a large  moccasin  drop  from  a branch 
above  directly  into  the  long  narrow  boat 
as  it  passed  beneath;  the  creature  fell 
midway  between  the  children,  who  occu- 
pied the  two  ends. 

Quick  as  a flash  the  little  negro  had 
jumped  overboard.  But  that  was  in- 
stinct; he  would  not  desert  the  white 
child,  and  swam  on  holding  by  the  boat’s 
side,  and  screaming  shrilly. 

Meanwhile  Miss  Montgomery  sat  com- 
posedly in  her  place.  She  did  not  ap- 
pear at  all  disturbed. 

Winthrop  had  no  oar,  so  he  could  not 
help.  Lanse,  standing  up,  forced  the  ca- 
noe through  the  water  rapidly.  But  be- 
fore he  could  bring  it  up  where  he  could 
seize  the  child,  the  little  darky,  who  had 
not  ceased  to  swim  round  and  round  the 
drifting  craft,  announced  with  a yell,  as 
his  curly  black  head  peered  for  one  in- 
stant over  the  side,  that  the  snake  was 
coiling  for  a spring. 

Then  Lanse  gave  a mighty  plunge  into 
the  stream,  and,  keeping  himself  up  with 
one  hand,  snatched  the  girl  and  dragged 
her  overboard  by  main  force  wTith  the 
other,  handing  her  in  safety  to  Winthrop, 
who  had  taken  the  paddle  and  kept  the 
canoe  along.  Lanse  and  the  little  darky 
then  swam  ashore,  and  stepped  into  the 
canoe  again  from  the  roots  of  a large  tree, 
which  served  them  for  a landing. 

They  were  both  wet  through,  of  course. 
But  Epaminondas  was  amphibious;  his 
single  garment,  a pair  of  trousers,  could 
be  as  well  dried  upon  his  sitiall  person  as 
upon  a bush.  With  Lanse  it  was  differ- 
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ent.  But  at  present  Lanse  was  excited; 
nothing  would  do  but  to  go  after  that 
snake  which  was  now  luxuriously  voya- 
gingdown  the  stream  in  a boat  of  his  own. 
Taking  the  paddle,  he  sent  the  canoe  in 
chase. 

Standing  up  as  he  drew  near,  he  an- 
nounced that  the  moccasin  was  motion- 
less in  the  bottom  of  the  dug-out. 

His  next  announcement  was  that  it  was 
“ rather  a pretty  fellow.” 

Then,  still  standing  up  and  gazing,  “I 
can’t  kill  the  poor  creature,”  he  said;  “I 
don’t  suppose  he  meant  any  harm  when 
he  dropped— had  no  idea  there  was  a boat 
there.”  Sending  the  canoe  toward  the 
land  again,  he  went  ashore  in  the  silvery 
forest,  and  found,  after  some  search,  a 
long  branch ; with  this  he  paddled  back, 
and  then,  brandishing  it  at  arm’s-length,  he 
tilted  the  dug-out,  by  its  aid,  so  far  over 
on  one  side,  that  the  moccasin,  perceiving 
that  the  element  he  preferred  was  con- 
veniently near,  with  silent  swiftness  join- 
ed it.  Through  all  this  scene,  Miss  Mont- 
gomery, plump  and  dry  —Lanse  had  held 
her  above  the  water— remained  serenely 
indifferent.  She  sat  in  her  sun-bonnet  on 
Winthrop’s  knee,  and  preserved  her  digni- 
ty unbroken. 

“ Shucks!”  said  Epaminondas  (now  that 
the  enemy  had  departed),  expectorating, 
with  an  air  of  experience,  into  the  stream; 
“I  is  seed  ’em  twicet  ez  bigger  lots  er 
times !” 

Lanse,  resuming  his  seat,  wiped  his  fore- 
head. His  leap  had  been  a strong  exer- 
tion, and  already  his  face  showed  the  fa- 
tigue. He  was  a heavy  man,  and  out  of 
practice  in  such  sorts  of  gymnastics. 

“Have  you  any  more  notions  to  carry 
out?”  inquired  Winthrop.  “I’ve  been 
spinning  back  and  forth  in  this  boat  about 
as  long  as  I care  for.” 

“ Come,  now,  wasn't  that  a good  deed?” 
asked  Lanse  (Lanse  always  wanted  praise). 
“I  call  it  brutal  to  kill  a poor  creature 
simply  because  he’s  got  no  legs.” 

“You  didn’t  happen  to  have  your  re- 
volver with  you,  I suppose?”  Winthrop 
answered,  refusing  to  bestow  the  applause. 

“Never  carried  one  in  my  life;  coward- 
ly things!”  responded  Lanse,  in  a disgust- 
ed tone.  He  was  hard  at  work  paddling, 
in  order  to  keep  off  a chill. 

Epaminondas  was  put  ashore  at  his  own 
landing  on  the  outer  creek,  and  departed 
up  a sandy  path,  leading  Miss  Montgom- 
ery, his  pockets  unwontedly  heavy  with 


coin.  He  looked  back  as  long  as  he  could 
see  them,  throwing  up  and  waving  his 
ragged  straw  hat. 

But  Miss  Montgomery  never  turned; 
she  plodded  steadily  homeward  on  her  fat 
white  legs — all  of  her  that  he  could  see 
below  the  sun-bonnet. 

Lanse’s  efforts  to  avoid  a chill  were  ap- 
parently successful  that  night.  But  the 
next  morning  he  sent  for  Winthrop  at  an 
early  hour.  Hurrying  to  his  room,  Win- 
throp found  him  with  a strange  pallor  on 
his  face;  he  said  he  was  in  great  pain.  A 
physician  staying  in  the  house  was  sum- 
moned. It  was  the  rheumatism  Lanse 
had  already  spoken  of;  but  this  time  it 
did  not  merely  threaten  the  heart;  it  had 
attacked  it. 

For  twelve  hours  there  was  much  dan- 
ger. Then  there  was  a lull.  The  lull 
was  followed  by  something  which  had  the 
appearance  of  a partial  paralysis  of  the 
lower  limbs.  Lanse’s  head  was  now  clear, 
but  he  was  helpless.  It  was,  to  begin 
with — it  had  been  this  for  years — a case 
of  a superb  constitution  wantonly  trifled 
with  ; and  the  sudden  exertion  of  that 
leap  into  the  water  to  save  the  child,  to- 
gether with  the  severe  chill  that  had  come 
on  during  the  night,  had  brought  out  in- 
herited tendencies  which  might  otherwise 
have  lain  dormant  for  years.  The  physi- 
cian said  that  Lanse  could  not  be  taken  to 
East  Angels  for  the  present;  in  two  weeks 
or  so  he  should  be  better  able  to  say  when 
he  could  be  moved.  To  Winthrop,  in 
confidence,  he  said  that  in  two  weeks  or 
so  he  should  be  better  able  to  tell  whether 
there  was  a chance  that  the  present  be- 
numbed condition  would  wear  off.  It 
might  be  that  Lanse  would  never  be  able 
to  sit  erect  again. 

“A  pretty  fix,  isn’t  it?”  Lanse  said,  on 
the  morning  of  the  second  day,  as,  opening 
his  eyes,  he  found  himself  alone  with  his 
cousin.  “Apparently  I’m  in  for  it  this 
time.  Not  going  to  die,  but  laid  up  with 
a vengeance.  Well,  the  ship’s  fast  in  port 
at  last.  I suppose  now  you've  no  objec- 
tion to  bringing  Margaret  over — provided, 
of  course,  she  will  come  ?” 

Great  was  Katrina  Rutherford’s  joy  and 
triumph  when  she  heard  that  her  “boy,” 
her  Lanse,  was  so  near  her;  “only  over 
on  the  river,  a short  day’s  journey  from 
here.”  She  had  “ always  known”  that  he 
would  come;  and  now  it  was  proved  that 
she  had  been  right.  She  hoped  they  ap- 
preciated it.  (Her  “they”  meant  Win- 
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throp  and  Margaret.)  Spare  Margaret  ? 
Of  course  she  could  spare  her.  Margaret’s 
place  was  with  her  husband;  and  espe- 
cially now  was  it  her  place  if  he  were  not 
well  (Aunt  Katrina  had  not  been  told  how 
ill  Lanse  was).  It  was  a great  mistake, 
besides,  to  suppose  that  Margaret  was  so 
necessary  to  her.  Margaret  was  not  in 
the  least  necessary:  that  was  one  of  their 
absurd  fancies.  Celestine  was  much  more 
useful.  And  Looth  too.  But  the  point 
now  was,  not  to  talk  about  who  was  use- 
ful ; the  point  was  to  have  Margaret  go. 
What  was  she  waiting  for,  Aunt  Katrina 
would  like  to  be  informed. 

Margaret  was  waiting  for  Mr.  Moore. 

But  she  did  not  have  to  wait  long.  At 
the  end  of  two  hours  that  gentleman  ap- 
peared, not  breathless — for  he  could  have 
breathed  perfectly  even  if  he  had  run  all 
the  way  from  Savannah — but  still  with 
some  sedate  indications  of  haste  on  his 
delicate,  delightfully  good  face.  A car- 
riage was  waiting  at  East  Angels’  door; 
in  ten  minutes  he  and  Margaret  had  start- 
ed on  their  journey  toward  the  river. 

Mr.  Moore  had  happened  to  be  making 
a call  at  East  Angels  when  Win  throp  re- 
turned. Dr.  Kirby  was  in  Charleston.  It 
was  not  thought  safe  to  leave  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford alone,  even  for  two  days,  with  only 
Celestine  and  Looth — in  spite  of  the  high 
rank  which  that  lady  herself  had  assigned 
to  them  as  skillful  attendants.  Win  throp 
was  therefore  to  remain  at  East  Angels, 
sending  the  best  man  nurse  he  could  find 
for  Lanse  from  Gracias.  And  was  Mar- 
garet to  make  her  journey  alone  ? Tela- 
no  could  go.  But  at  this  point  Mr.  Moore 
interposed;  he  would  go  himself.  It  was 
a very  simple  matter;  all  he  should  have 
to  do  would  be  to  ride  up  to  town,  tell 
Penelope,  and  get  his  bag;  it  was  quite 
convenient  for  him  to  go. 

In  reality  it  was  extremely  inconvenient, 
his  absence  at  that  particular  moment  af- 
fecting no  less  a question  than  their  supply 
of  meal  for  the  next  month ; for  the  rector 
and  his  wife  were  obliged  to  consider  with 
the  most  scrupulous  care  the  assemblage 
of  the  various  articles  that  went  to  make 
their  modest  dinner  from  day  to  day.  But 
nothing  that  was  to  aid  a friend  seemed 
inconvenient  to  Middleton  Moore;  he 
would  gladly  eat  fish  for  several  weeks,  if 
by  doing  so  he  could  oblige  Mrs.  Harold, 
and  he  was  sure  that  Penelope’s  feeling 
would  be  the  same.  Fortunately,  there 
were  always  fish. 


Mounted,  therefore,  upon  one  of  Win- 
throp’s  tall  horses  (as  faster  than  his  own), 
he  went  up  to  Gracias  and  came  back  at 
a speed  to  which  he  was  entirely  unaccus- 
tomed. But  his  light  weight  flew  easily 
up  and  down  in  the  saddle.  The  horse 
knew  the  road ; he  had  only  to  hold  on. 

“ I perceived,  almost  as  soon  as  we  start- 
ed, that  he  was  a very  intelligent  beast,” 
he  remarked  to  Winthrop,  as,  having  dis- 
mounted at  East  Angels’  door,  he  stood 
for  a moment  contemplating  the  animal, 
as  if  in  doubt  whether,  after  all,  he  had 
really  been  mounted  up  there. 

But  he  had  not  only  been  mounted,  but 
had  scoured  the  country  at  a speed  that 
would  have  startled  him  greatly  could  he 
have  seen  himself  shooting  by. 

Winthrop,  upon  reaching  East  Angels, 
had  asked  for  Margaret.  Mr.  Moore  had 
gone  in  to  see  Mrs.  Rutherford  for  a few 
moments,  and  Margaret  had  remained  in 
the  drawing-room ; Winthrop  went  to  her 
there. 

“ I want  to  speak  to  you,”  he  said ; “ it 
won't  take  long,  but  we  mustn’t  be  inter- 
rupted. Any  empty  room  will  do.” 

His  manner  had  changed,  he  did  not  de- 
fer to  her  now  with  the  formal  half-ex- 
aggerated politeness  with  whicli  he  had 
treated  her  so  long,  neither  was  there  any 
of  the  anger  in  his  voice  which  had  been 
there  during  their  last  interview  in  that 
room.  He  did  not  wait  for  her  answer, 
but  led  the  way  himself  across  the 
hall  to  the  “boudoir”  of  the  Old  Madam, 
now  never  used.  Nothing  had  been 
changed  there  since  the  Old  Madam's  de- 
parture; even  Mrs.  Thorne,  with  her  per- 
sistent desire  to  make  everything  serve 
some  present  use,  had  left  this  old  furni- 
ture untouched.  Garda  liked  the  room: 
nothing  had  therefore  been  altered, though 
the  house  was  no  longer  her  property. 

Winthrop  closed  the  door.  They  stood 
there  together  among  the  Old  Madam’s 
stiff  chairs.  Everything  was  covered  with 
embroidery,  her  own  work,  very  elaborate 
and  very  ugly.  There  was  a rather  fierce- 
looking  portrait  of  her  on  the  wall. 

“Lanse  is  here,”  said  Winthrop.  “I 
mean  over  on  the  river.  He  is  ill.  He 
wants  you  to  come  to  him.” 

At  his  first  words  Margaret  had  given  a 
great  start.  She  put  her  hand  across  her 
heart.  For  a moment  she  did  not  speak. 
Then  she  stammered,  “Did  you  say — did 
you  say  he  was  ill  ?”  She  spoke  almost 
inaudibly. 
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44  It’s  something  like  a partial  paralysis. 
I don’t  know  whether  it’s  really  that,  but 
he’s  helpless.” 

“Has  he  asked  for  me t” 

44  He  has  sent  me  to  bring  you.” 

44  Did  he  give  you  a letter — a note  ?” 

4 ‘No;  he  told  me  to  bring  you.” 

“ Are  you  sure  he  told  you  that  ?” 

“Good  heavens!  if  I were  not  sure  I 
should  be  a great  deal  better  off.  Why  do 
you  keep  asking  me  ? Isn’t  it  bad  enough 
for  me  to  have  to  say  it  at  all  ? I’m  in 
horrible  pain,  Margaret.  If  you  could 
only  know.  But  he  is  ill,  and  that  makes 
everything  different.  I couldn’t  have 
stood  it  otherwise.” 

“Stood-” 

“Stood  your  going  to  him.” 

44 1 must  go  to  him  if  he  is  ill.” 

“ 111— yes ; that’s  the  only  thing  that — ” 
He  stopped,  and  stood  looking  at  her  with 
a haggard  face. 

“ I am  afraid  he  is  very  ill.” 

“Yes,  he  is  very  ill.  But  I’m  not  think- 
ing about  Lanse  now.  I’m  thinking  about 
you.” 

“You  need  not  do  that,”  Margaret  an- 
swered. She  turned  to  ward  the  door.  4 4 1 
must  go  and  make  some  preparations,” 
she  said.  She  had  not  yet  recovered  her 
self-control.  Her  voice  still  trembled. 

“You  shall  not  leave  me  so,”  said  Win- 
throp,  interposing.  “I  know  everything, 
Margaret  — everything  except  why  you 
have  wished,  why  you  have  been  deter- 
mined, that  I should  think  of  you  in  the 
way  I have ; that  is,  with  such  outrageous, 
such  cruel  wrong.  Lanse  has  told  me  the 
whole  story  of  his  leaving  you,  nof  your 


leaving  him.  And  before  that,  Garda  had 
told  me  what  really  happened  that  after- 
noon in  the  woods.  Why  have  you  treat- 
ed me  in  this  way  ? Why  ?” 

Margaret,  whiter  than  he  had  ever  seen 
her,  stood  before  him,  her  hands  tightly 
clasped,  her  eyes  closed.  She  looked  like 
a person  strained  up  to  receive  a blow. 

“If  you  could  only  know  how  I feel 
when  I look  at  you,  when  I think  what 
the  truth  really  was,  and  what  I believed,” 
Winthrop  went  on,  infinite  tenderness 
showing  itself  for  an  instant  in  his  voice. 
“But  did  I believe  it?  Perhaps  I made 
myself  believe  it;  perhaps  I felt  that  it 
was  safer—”  He  stopped.  44  Only  tell 
me  one  thing  before  you  go,  Margaret — 
tell  me  that  it  wasn't  because  you  despised 
me  that  you  let  me  think  so.  You  might 
very  well  say  that  you  were  punishing  me 
for  my  immeasurable  conceit  and  stupidity 
during  all  those  years.  It  wouldn’t  be  half 
enough.  For  that  I can  never  atone.” 

Margaret  had  put  out  her  hands  as  if 
she  were  feeling  her  way  like  a person 
who  has  grown  blind.  44 1 must  go;  don’t 
keep  me  longer,  ” she  said,  in  a broken  voice. 

She  struggled  with  herself  for  a mo- 
ment. But  it  ended  in  her  turning  to- 
ward him  again.  And  there  was  a beau- 
tiful expression  in  her  eyes. 

“ I must  go  to  my  husband,”  she  said. 

“Yes;  I am  selfish,”  answered  Win- 
throp. 44 1 must  learn  to  bear  what  I am 
feeling  now  better  than  this,  or  you  really 
will  despise  me,  Margaret.”  His  face  con- 
tracted sharply,  as  though  from  pain.  But 
he  opened  the  door. 

Margaret  went  hastily  out. 


AT  NONNENWERTH. 

KNIGHT  ROLAND  sate  above  the  Rhine: 
“0  Bride  of  God,  that  walkest  there, 
Gone  is  the  gold-light  of  thy  hair, 

And  never  more  thy  blue  eyes’  shine 
May  rise  to  meet  the  love  of  mine. 


“Calm  as  the  river  as  it  flows 
Beneath  the  overhanging  leaves, 

And  still  as  are  the  nunnery’s  eaves 
When  low  and  hushed  the  night  wind  blows, 
Thy  heart  is  wrapped  in  death’s  repose. 


“Look  up!  look  up!  Ah,  no;  the  sod 
Thou  walkest  on  is  not  more  cold 
To  all  the  love  tales  we  have  told 
In  olden  days.  The  weary  road 
Thou  still  must  travel,  Bride  of  God !” 
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’WAY  DOWN  IN  LONESOME  COVE. 


ONE  memorable  night  in  Lonesome 
Cove  the  ranger  of  the  county  enter- 
ed upon  a momentous  crisis  in  his  life. 
What  hour  it  was  he  could  hardly  have 
said,  for  the  primitive  household  reckoned 
time  by  the  sun  when  it  shone,  by  the  do- 
mestic routine  when  no  better  might  be. 
It  was  late.  The  old  crone  in  the  chim- 
ney-corner nodded  over  her  knitting.  In 
the  trundle-bed  at  the  further  end  of  the 
shadowy  room  were  transverse  billows 
under  the  quilts,  which  intimated  that  the 
small  children  were  numerous  enough  for 
the  necessity  of  sleeping  crosswise.  He 
had  smoked  out  many  pipes,  and  at  last 
knocked  the  cinder  from  the  bowl.  The 
great  hickory  logs  had  burned  asunder 
and  fallen  from  the  stones  that  served 
as  andirons.  He  began  to  slowly  cover 
the  embers  with  ashes,  that  the  fire  might 
keep  till  morning. 

His  wife,  a faded  woman,  grown  early 
old,  was  bringing  the  stone  jar  of  yeast  to 
place  close  by  the  hearth,  that  it  might  not 
“take  a chill”  in  some  sudden  change  of 
the  night.  It  was  heavy,  and  she  bent  in 
carrying  it.  Awkward,  and  perhaps  nerv- 
ous, she  brought  it  sharply  against  the 
shovel  in  his  hands. 

The  clash  roused  the  old  crone  in  the 
corner.  She  recognized  the  situation  in- 
stantly, and  the  features  that  sleep  had  re- 
laxed into  inexpressiveness  took  on  a wea- 
ry apprehension,  which  they  wore  like  a 
habit.  The  man  barely  raised  his  surly 
black  eyes,  but  his  wife  drew  back  humbly 
with  a mutter  of  apology. 

The  next  moment  the  shovel  was  al- 
most thrust  out  of  his  grasp.  A tiny 
barefooted  girl,  in  a straight  unbleached 
cotton  night-gown  and  a quaint  little  cot- 
ton night -cap,  cavalierly  pushed  him 
aside,  that  she  might  cover  in  the  hot  ash- 
es a burly  sweet-potato,  destined  to  slowly 
roast  before  morning.  A long  and  care- 
ful job  she  made  of  it,  and  unconcernedly 
kept  him  waiting  while  she  pottered  back 
and  forth  about  the  hearth.  She  looked 
up  once  with  an  authoritative  eye,  and  he 
hastily  helped  to  adjust  the  potato  with 
the  end  of  the  shovel.  And  then  he 
glanced  at  her,  incongruously  enough,  as 
if  waiting  for  her  autocratic  nod  of  ap- 
proval. She  gravely  accorded  it,  and  pat- 
tered nimbly  across  the  puncheon  floor  to 
the  already  well-filled  bed. 

“Now,”  he  drawled,  in  gruff  accents, 


“ ef  you-uns  hev  all  hed  yer  fill  o’  foolin’ 
with  this  hyar  fire,  I’ll  kiver  it,  like  I hev 
started  out  ter  do.” 

At  this  moment  there  was  a loud  tram- 
pling upon  the  porch  without.  The  bat- 
ten door  shook  violently.  The  ranger 
sprang  up.  As  he  frowned,  the  hair  on 
his  scalp,  drawn  forward,  seemed  to  rise 
like  bristles. 

“Dad  burn  that  thar  f resky  filly!”  he 
cried,  angrily.  “Jes’  brung  her  noisy 
bones  up  on  that  thar  porch  agin,  an’  her 
huffs  will  bust  spang  through  the  planks 
o’  the  floor,  the  fust  thing  ye  know.” 

The  narrow  aperture,  as  he  held  the 
door  ajar,  showed  outlined  against  the 
darkness  the  graceful  head  of  a young 
mare,  and  once  more  hoof-beats  resound- 
ed on  the  rotten  planks  of  the  porch. 

Clouds  were  adrift  in  the  sky.  No  star 
gleamed  in  the  wide  space  high  above  the 
sombre  mountains.  On  every  side  they 
encompassed  Lonesome  Cove, which  seem- 
ed to  have  importunately  thrust  itself  into 
the  darkling  solemnities  of  their  intimacy. 

All  at  once  the  ranger  let  the  door  fly 
from  his  hand,  and  stood  gazing  in  blank 
amazement.  For  there  was  estrange  mo- 
tion in  the  void  vastnesses  of  the  wilder- 
ness. They  were  creeping  into  view. 
How,  he  could  not  say,  but  the  summit  of 
the  great  mountain  opposite  was  marvel-  ' 
lously  distinct  against  the  sky.  He  saw 
the  naked,  gaunt  December  woods.  He 
saw  the  grim  gray  crags.  And  yet  Lone- 
some Cove  below  and  the  spurs  on  the  oth- 
er side  were  all  benighted.  A pale  flicker- 
ing light  was  dawning  in  the  clouds;  it 
brightened,  faded,  glowed  again,  and  their 
sad  gray  folds  assumed  a vivid  vermilion 
reflection,  for  there  was  a fire  in  the  for- 
est below.  Only  these  reactions  of  color 
on  the  clouds  betokened  its  presence  and 
its  progress.  Sometimes  a fluctuation  of 
orange  crossed  them,  then  a glancing  line 
of  blue,  and  once  more  that  living  red  hue 
which  only  a pulsating  flame  can  bestow. 

“Air  it  the  cornin’  o'  the  JedgmintDay, 
r Tobe  ?”  asked  his  wife,  in  a meek  whisper. 

“I’d  be  afraid  so  if  I war  ez  big  a sin- 
ner ez  you-uns,”  he  returned. 

“The  woods  air  afire,”  the  old  woman 
declared,  in  a shrill  voice. 

“They  be  a-soakin’  with  las’  night’s 
rain,”  he  retorted,  gruffly. 

The  mare  was  standing  near  the  porch. 
Suddenly  he  mounted  her  and  rode  hasti- 
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ly  off,  without  a word  of  his  intention  to 
Uie  staring  women  in  the  doorway. 

He  left  freedom  of  speech  behind  him. 
“Take  yer  bones  along,  then,  ye  tongue- 
tied  catamount!”  his  wife’s  mother  apos- 
trophized him,  with  all  the  acrimony  of 
long  repression.  “ Got  no  mo1  politeness 
’n  a settin’  hen,”  she  muttered,  as  she 
turned  back  into  the  room. 

The  young  woman  lingered  wistfully. 
“I  wislit  he  wouldn’t  go  a-ridin’  off  that 
thar  way  ’thout  lettin’  we-uns  know  whar 
he  air  bound  fur,  an1  when  he’ll  kem  back. 
He  mought  git  hurt  some  wTays  roun’  that 
thar  fire — git  overtook  by  it,  mebbe.” 

“Ef  he  war  roasted,  ’twould  be  mighty 
peaceful  round  in  Lonesome,”  the  old 
crone  exclaimed,  rancorously. 

Her  daughter  stood  for  a moment  with 
the  bar  of  the  door  in  her  hand,  still  gazing 
out  at  the  flare  in  the  sky.  The  unwont- 
ed emotion  had  conjured  a change  in  the 
stereotyped  patience  in  her  face  — even 
anxiety,  even  the  acuteness  of  fear,  seem- 
ed a less  pathetic  expression  than  that 
meek  monotony  bespeaking  a broken  spir- 
it. As  she  lifted  her  eyes  to  the  mount- 
ain, one  might  wonder  to  see  that  they 
were  so  blue.  In  the  many  haggard  lines 
drawn  upon  her  face,  the  effect  of  the 
straight  lineaments  was  lost;  but  just 
now,  embellished  with  a flush,  she  looked 
young— as  young  as  her  years. 

As  she  buttoned  the  door  and  put  up 
the  bar,  her  mother’s  attention  was  caught 
by  the  change.  Peering  at  her  critically, 
and  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand  from 
the  uncertain  flicker  of  the  tallow  dip,  she 
broke  out,  passionately:  “Wa’al,  Madeli- 
ny,  who  would  ever  liev  thought  ez  yer 
cake  would  be  all  dough?  Sech  a laffin’, 
plump,  spry  gal  ez  ye  useter  be — fur  all 
the  worl’  like  a fresky  young  deer!.  An’ 
sech  a pack  o’  men  ez  ye  hed  the  ch’ice 
amongst!  An’  ter  pick  out  Tobe  Gryce 
an’  marry  him,  an’  kem  ’way  down  hyar 
ter  live  along  o’  him  in  Lonesome  Cove!” 

She  chuckled  aloud,  not  that  she  relish- 
ed her  mirth,  but  the  harlequinade  of  fate 
constrained  a laugh  for  its  antics.  The 
words  recalled  the  past  to  Madeline;  it 
rose  visibly  before  her.  She  had  had 
scant  leisure  to  reflect  that  her  life  might 
have  been  ordered  differently.  In  her 
widening  eyes  were  new  depths,  a vague 
terror,  a wild  speculation,  all  struck  aghast 
by  its  own  temerity. 

“ Ye  never  said  nuthin  ter  hender,”  she 
faltered. 
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‘ ‘ I never  knowed  Tobe,  sca’cely.  How’s 
ennybody  goin’  ter  know  a man  ez  lived 
’way  off  down  hyar  in  Lonesome  Cove  ?” 
her  mother  retorted,  acridly,  on  the  defen- 
sive. “He  never  courted  me,  nohows. 

All  the  word  he  gin  me  war,  4 Howdy,’  an’ 

I gin  him  no  less.” 

There  was  a pause. 

Madeline  knelt  on  the  hearth.  She 
placed  together  the  broken  chunks,  and 
fanned  the  flames  with  a turkey  wing. 

“I  won’t  kiver  the  fire  yit,”  she  said, 
thoughtfully.  “He  mought  be  chilled 
when  he  gits  home.” 

The  feathery  flakes  of  the  ashes  flew; 
they  caught  here  and  there  in  her  brown 
hair.  The  blaze  flared  up,  and  flickered 
over  her  flushed,  pensive  face  and  glowed 
in  her  large  and  brilliant  eyes. 

‘ 4 Tobe  said  4 Howdy,  ’ ” her  mother  bi^k^- 
ered  on.  “I  knowed  by  that  ez  he  hed 
the  gift  o’  speech,  but  he  spent  no  mo’ 
words  on  me.”  Then, suddenly : “I  war 
a fool,  though,  ter  gin  my  cornsent  ter  yer 
marryin’  him,  bein’  ez  ye  war  the  only 
child  I hed,  an’  I knowed  I’d  hev  ter  live 
with  ye  ’way  down  hyar  in  Lonesome 
Cove.  I wish  now  ez  ye  hed  abided  by 
yer  fust  ch’ice,  an’  married  Luke  Todd.” 

Madeline  looked  up  with  a gathering 
frown.  “I  hev  no  call  ter  spen’  words 
’bout  Luke  Todd,”  she  said,  with  dignity, 

“ ez  me  an'  him  are  both  married  ter  other 
folks.” 

“I  never  said  ye  hed,”  hastily  replied 
the  old  woman,  rebuked  and  embarrassed. 
Presently,  however,  her  vagrant  specula- 
tion went  recklessly  on.  “Though  ez  ter 
Luke's  marryin’,  ’tain’t  wuth  while  ter  set 
store  on  sech.  The  gal  he  found  over 
thar  in  Big  Fox  Valley  favors  ye  ez  close 
ez  two  black-eyed  peas.  That’s  why  he 
married  her.  She  looks  percisely  like  ye 
useter  look.  An’  she  laffs  the  same.  An’ 

I reckon  she  ’ain’t  hed  no  call  ter  quit 
laffin’,  ’kase  he  air  a powerful  easy-goin’ 
man.  Leastways  he  useter  be  when  we- 
uns  knowed  him.” 

“That  ain’t  no  sign,”  said  Madeline. 

“ A saafter-spoken  body  I never  seen  than 
Tobe  war  when  he  fust  kem  a-courtin’ 
round  the  settlemint.” 

“Sech  ez  that  ain’t  goin’  ter  las’  no- 
ways,” dryly  remarked  the  philosopher 
of  the  chimney-corner. 

This  might  seem  rather  a reflection 
upon  the  courting  gentry  in  general  than 
a personal  observation.  But  Madeline’s 
consciousness  lent  it  point. 
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44  La ws-a- massy,”  she  said,  44  Tobe  ain’t 
so  rampagious,  noliows,  ez  folks  make 
him  out.  He  air  toler’ble  peaceable,  com* 
siderin’  ez  nobody  liev  ever  hed  grit 
enough  ter  make  a stand  agin  him,  ’tliout 
’twar  the  Cunnel  thar.” 

She  glanced  around  at  the  little  girl's 
face  framed  in  the  frill  of  her  niglit-cap, 
and  peaceful  and  infantile  as  it  lay  on  the 
pillow. 

44  Whenst  the  Cunnel  war  born,”  Mad- 
eline went  on,  languidly  reminiscent, 
“Tobe  war  powerful  outed  ’kase  she  war 
a gal.  I reckon  ye  ’members  ez  how  he 
said  he  hed  no  use  for  sech  cattle  ez  that. 
An’  when  she  tuk  sick  he  'lowed  he  seen 
no  differ.  4 Jes  ez  well  die  ez  live,’  ez  he 
said.  An’  bein’  ailin’,  the  Cunnel  tuk  it 
inter  her  head  ter  holler.  Sech  hollerin’ 
we-uns  hed  never  hearn  with  none  o’  the 
t’other  chil'ren.  The  boys  war  nowhar. 
But  a-fust  it  never  ’sturbed  Tobe.  He  jes 
yelled  out  same  ez  he  useter  do  at  the 
tothers,  4Shet  up,  ye  pop-eyed  buzzard!' 
Wa'al,  sir,  the  Cunnel  jes  blinked  at  him, 
an’  braced  herself  ez  stiff,  an’  yelled!  I 
’lowed  ’twould  take  off  the  roof.  An’ 
Tobe  said  he'd  wring  her  neck  ef  she 
warn’t  so  mewlin’ -lookin’  an’  peaked. 
An’  he  tuk  her  up  an’  walked  across  the 
floor  with  her,  an’  she  sliet  up ; an’  he  walk- 
ed back  agin,  an’  she  staid  shet  up.  Ef 
he  sot  down  fur  a minit,  she  yelled  so  ez 
ye’d  think  ye'd  be  deef  fur  life,  an’  ye 
’most  hoped  ye  would  be.  So  Tobe  war 
obleeged  ter  tote  her  agin  ter  git  shet  o’ 
the  noise.  He  got  started  on  that  thar 
4 forced  march,’  ez  he  calls  it,  an’  he  never 
could  git  off'n  it.  Trot  lie  must  when 
the  Cunnel  pleased.  He  ’lowed  she  re- 
minded him  o’  that  thar  old  Cunnel  that 
he  sarved  under  in  the  wars.  Ef  it  kill- 
ed the  regiment,  he  got  thar  on  time. 
Sence  then  the  Cunnel  jes  gins  Tobe  her 
orders,  an’  lie  moseys  ter  do  ’em  quick, 
jes  like  he  war  obleeged  ter  obey.  I 
b’lieve  he  air,  somehows.” 

44  Wa’al,  some  day,”  said  the  disaffected 
old  woman,  assuming  a port  of  prophetic 
wisdom,  “Tobe  will  find  a differ.  Thar 
ain’t  no  man  so  headin’  ez  don't  git  treat- 
ed with  perslinuicss  by  somebody  some 
time.  I knowed  a man  wunst  ez  owned 
fovver  horses  an’  cattle  - critters  quarry- 
spondin’,  an'  he  couldn’t  prove  ez  lie  war 
too  old  ter  be  summonsed  ter  work  on  the 
road,  an’  war  fined  by  the  overseer  ’cord- 
in’ ter  law.  Tobe  will  git  his  wheel  scotch- 
ed yit,  sure  ez  ye  air  born.  Somebody  be- 
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sides  the  Cunnel  will  skeer  up  grit  enough 
ter  make  a stand  agin  him.  I don’  know 
how  other  men  kin  sleep  o’  night,  knowin’ 
how  he  be  always  darin’  folks  ter  differ 
with  him,  an’  how  brigaty  he  be.  The  Bible 
’pears  ter  me  ter  hev  Tobe  in  special  mind 
when  it  gits  ter  mourniu’  ’bout’n  the  stiff- 
necked ones.” 

The  spirited  young  mare  that  the  ran- 
ger rode  strove  to  assert  herself  against 
him  now  and  then,  as  she  went  at  a break- 
neck speed  along  the  sandy  bridle-path 
through  the  woods.  How  was  she  to 
know  that  the  white-wanded  young  wil- 
low by  the  way-side  was  not  some  spirit- 
ual manifestation  as  it  suddenly  material- 
ized in  a broken  beam  from  a rift  in  the 
clouds?  But  as  she  reared  and  plunged, 
she  felt  his  heavy  hand  and  his  heavy 
heel,  and  so  forward  again  at  a steady 
pace.  The  forests  served  to  screen  the 
strange  light  in  the  sky,  and  the  lonely 
road  was  dark,  save  where  the  moonbeam 
was  splintered  and  the  mists  loitered. 

Presently  there  were  cinders  flying  in 
the  breeze,  a smell  of  smoke  pervaded  the 
air,  and  the  ranger  forgot  to  curse  the 
mare  when  she  stumbled. 

“I  wonder,”  he  muttered,  44 what  them 
no  ’count  half-livers  o’  town  folks  hev  hed 
the  insurance  ter  let  ketch  afire  thar  ?” 

The  infirmities  of  his  pronunciation 
must  be  duly  considered;  he  was  not  suf- 
ficiently sophisticated  to  appreciate  the 
necessity  of  insurance  before  letting  things 
catch  fire. 

As  he  neared  the  brink  of  the  mount- 
ain he  saw  a dense  column  of  smoke 
against  the  sky,  and  a break  in  the  woods 
showed  the  little  town— the  few  log  houses, 
the  “gyarden  spots”  about  them,  and  in 
the  centre  of  the  Square  a great  mass  of 
coals,  a flame  flickering  here  and  there, 
two  gaunt  and  tottering  chimneys  where 
once  the  court-house  had  stood.  At  some 
distance— for  the  heat  was  still  intense — 
were  grouped  the  slouching,  spiritless  fig- 
ures of  the  mountaineers.  On  the  porches 
of  the  houses,  plainly  visible  in  the  un- 
wonted red  glow,  were  knots  of  women 
and  children — here  and  there  a brat  in  the 
scantiest  of  raiment  ran  nimbly  in  and 
out.  The  clouds  still  borrowed  the  light 
from  below,  and  the  solemn  leafless  woods 
on  one  side  were  outlined  distinctly  against 
the  reflection  in  the  sky.  The  flare  show- 
ed, too,  the  abrupt  precipice  on  the  other 
side,  the  abysmal  gloom  of  the  valley,  the 
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austere  summit-line  of  the  mountain  be- 
yond, and  gave  the  dark  mysteries  of  the 
night  a sombre  revelation,  as  in  visible 
blackness  it  filled  the  illimitable  space. 

The  little  mare  was  badly  blown  as  the 
ranger  sprang  to  the  ground.  He  himself 
was  panting  with  amaze  and  eagerness. 

44  The  stray -book !”  he  cried.  “ Whar’s 
the  stray -book  ?” 

One  by  one  the  slow  group  turned,  all 
looking  at  him  with  a peering  expression 
as  he  loomed  distorted  through  the  shim- 
mer of  the  heat  above  the  bed  of  live  coals 
and  the  hovering  smoke. 

44  Whar’s  the  stray-book  ?”  he  reiterated, 
imperiously. 

44  Wliar’s  the  court-house,  I reckon  ye 
mean  ter  say,”  replied  the  sheriff — a burly 
mountaineer  in  brown  jeans  and  high 
boots  on  which  the  spurs  jingled ; for  in 
his  excitement  he  had  put  them  on  as  me- 
chanically as  his  clothes,  as  if  they  were 
an  essential  part  of  his  attire. 

“Naw,  I airtt  meanin’  ter  say  whar’s 
the  court-house,”  said  the  ranger,  coming 
up  close,  with  the  red  glow  of  the  fire  on 
his  face,  and  his  eyes  flashing  under  the 
broad  brim  of  his  wool  hat.  He  had  a 
threatening  aspect, and  his  elongated  shad- 
ow, following  him  and  repeating  the  men- 
ace of  his  attitude,  seemed  to  back  him  up. 
44  Ye  air  sech  a triflin’,  slack-twisted  tribe 
hyar  in  town,  ez  ennybody  would  know 
ef  a spark  cotclied  fire  ter  suthin,  ye’d  set 
an’  suck  yer  paws,  an’  eye  it  till  it  boda- 
ciously  burnt  up  the  court-house — sech  a 
dad-burned  lazy  set  o’  half-livers  ye  be! 
I never  axed  ’bout’n  the  court-house.  I 
want  ter  know  whar’s  that  tliar  stray- 
book,”  he  concluded,  inconsequently. 

44  Tohe  Gryce,  ye  air  fairly  demented,” 
exclaimed  the  register — a chin- whiskered, 
grizzled  old  fellow,  sitting  on  a stump  and 
hugging  his  knee  with  a desolate,  be- 
reaved look — 44  talkin’  ’bout  the  stray-book , 
an’  all  the  records  gone ! What  will  folks 
do ’bout  thar  deeds,  an’ mortgages,  an ’sech? 
An’  that  thar  keerful  index  ez  I lied  made 
— ez  straight  ez  a string— all  cinders!” 

He  shook  his  head,  a forlorn  masculine 
Rachel,  mourning  alike  for  the  party  of 
the  first  part  and  the  party  of  the  second 
part,  and  the  vestiges  of  all  that  they  had 
agreed  together. 

“ An’  ye  ter  kem  mopin’  hyar  this  time 
o’  night  arter  the  stray-book /”  said  the 
sheriff,  44  Shucks !”  And  he  turned  aside 
and  spat  disdainfully  on  the  ground. 

44 1 want  that  thar  stray-book!”  cried 
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Gryce,  indignantly.  44  Ain’t  nobody  seen 
it  ?”  Then  realizing  the  futility  of  the 
question,  he  yielded  to  a fresh  burst  of  an- 
ger, and  turned  upon  the  bereaved  regis- 
ter. 44  An'  did  ye  jes  set  thar  an’  say, 
‘Good  Mister  Fire, don’t  burn  the  records; 
what  ’ll  folks  do  ’bout  thar  deeds  an’  sech?’ 
an’  hold  them  claws  o’  yourn,  an’  see  the 
court-house  burn  up, with  that  thar  stray- 
book  in  it  ?” 

Half  a dozen  men  spoke  up.  44  The  fire 
tuk  inside,  an’  the  court-house  war  haffen 
gone  ’fore  ’twar  seen,”  said  one,  in  sulky 
extenuation. 

“Leave  Tobe  be — let  him  jaw!”  said 
another,  cavalierly. 

4 4 Tobe  ’pears  ter  be  spilin  fur  a fight,” 
said  a third,  impersonally,  as  if  to  direct 
the  attention  of  any  belligerent  in  the 
group  to  the  opportunity. 

The  register  had  an  expression  of  slow 
cunning  as  he  cast  a glance  up  at  the 
overbearing  ranger. 

“What  ailed  the  stray-book  ter  bide 
hyar  in  the  court-house  all  night,  Tobe  ? 
Couldn’t  ye  gin  it  house-room  ? Thar 
warn’t  no  special  need  fur  it  to  be  hyar.” 

Tobe  Gryce’s  face  showed  that  for  once 
he  was  at  a loss.  He  glowered  down  at 
the  register  and  said  nothing. 

“Ez  ter  me,”  resumed  that  worthy, 
“by  the  law  o’  the  land  my  books  war 
obligated  ter  be  thar.”  He  quoted  mourn- 
fully, 44  ‘shall  at  all  times  be  and  remain 
in  his  office.’  ” 

He  gathered  up  his  knee  again  and  sub- 
sided into  silence. 

All  the  freakish  spirits  of  the  air  were 
a-loose  in  the  wind.  In  fitful  gusts  they 
rushed  up  the  gorge,  and  suddenly  the 
boughs  would  fall  still  again,  and  one 
could  hear  the  eerie  rout  a-rioting  far  off 
down  the  valley.  Now  and  then  the  glow 
of  the  fire  would  deepen,  the  coals  trem- 
ble, and  with  a gleaming  fibrous  swirl, 
like  a garment  of  flames,  a sudden  anima- 
tion would  sweep  over  it,  as  if  an  appari- 
tion had  passed,  leaving  a line  of  flying 
coals  to  mark  its  trail. 

“I’m  goin’ home,”  drawled  Tobe  Gryce 
presently.  “I  don’t  keer  a frog’s  toe-nail 
ef  the  whole  settlemint  burns  bodaciously 
up;  ’tain’t  nuthin'  ter  me.  I hev  never 
hankered  ter  live  in  towns  an’  git  tuk  up 
with  town  ways,  an’  set  an’  view  the  court- 
house like  the  apple  o’  my  eye.  We-uns 
don’t  ketch  fire  down  in  the  Cove,  though 
mebbe  we  ain’t  so  peart  ez  folks  ez  herd  ter- 
gether  like  sheep  an’  sech.”* 
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The  footfalls  of  the  little  black  mare 
annotated  the  silence  of  the  place  as  he 
rode  away  into  the  darkling  woods.  The 
groups  gradually  disappeared  from  the 
porches.  The  few  voices  that  sounded  at 
long  intervals  were  low  and  drowsy.  The 
red  fire  smouldered  in  the  centre  of  the 
place,  and  sometimes  about  it  appeared  so 
doubtful  a shadow  that  it  could  hardly 
argue  substance.  Far  away  a dog  barked, 
and  then  was  still. 

Presently  the  great  mountains  loom  ag- 
gressively along  the  horizon.  The  black 
abysses,  the  valleys  and  coves,  show  dun- 
colored  verges  and  grow  gradually  dis- 
tinct, and  on  the  slopes  the  ash  and  the 
pine  and  the  oak  are  all  lustrous  with  a 
silver  rime.  The  mists  are  rising,  a wind 
springs  up,  the  clouds  set  sail,  and  a beam 
slants  high. 

“ What  I want  ter  know,”  said  a mount- 
aineer newly  arrived  on  the  scene,  sitting 
on  the  verge  of  the  precipice,  and  dan- 
gling his  long  legs  over  the  depths  be- 
neath, “air  how  do  folks  ez  live  ’way 
down  in  Lonesome  Cove,  an’  who  nobody 
knowed  nuthin  about  noways,  ever  git 
’lected  ranger  o’  the  county  ennyhow.  I 
ain’t  s'prised  none  ter  hear  ’bout  Tobe 
Gryce’s  goin’s-on  hyar  las’  night.  I hev 
looked  fur  more’n  that.” 

“ Wa’al,  I’ll  tell  ye,”  replied  the  regis- 
ter. “Nuthin but  favoritism  in  the  county 
court.  Ranger  air  ’lected  by  the  jestices. 
Ye  know,”  he  added,  vainglorious  of  his 
own  tenure  of  office  by  the  acclaiming 
voice  of  the  sovereign  people,  “ ranger  ain’t 
’lected,  like  the  register,  by  pop’lar  vote.” 

A slow  smoke  still  wreathed  upward 
from  the  charred  ruins  of  the  court-house. 
Gossiping  groups  stood  here  and  there, 
mostly  the  jeans-clad  mountaineers,  but 
there  w ere  a few  who  wore  4 4 store  clothes,” 
being  lawyers  from  more  sophisticated  re- 
gions of  the  circuit.  Court  had  been  in 
session  the  previous  day.  The  jury,  serv- 
ing in  a criminal  case— still  strictly  segre- 
gated, and  in  charge  of  an  officer— were 
walking  about  wearily,  waiting  with  what 
patience  they  might  their  formal  dis- 
charge. 

The  sheriff’s  dog,  a great  yellow  cur, 
trotted  in  the  rear.  When  the  officer 
was  first  elected,  this  animal,  observing 
the  change  in  his  masters  habits,  de- 
duced his  own  conclusions.  He  seemed 
to  think  the  court-house  belonged  to  the 
sheriff,  and  thenceforward  guarded  the 
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door  with  snaps  and  growls : being  a for- 
midable brute,  his  idiosyncrasies  invested 
the  getting  into  and  getting  out  of  law  with 
abnormal  difficulties.  Now,  as  he  follow- 
ed the  disconsolate  jury,  he  bore  the  vigi- 
lant mien  with  which  he  formerly  drove 
up  the  cows,  and  if  a juror  loitered  or 
stepped  aside  from  the  path,  the  dog  made 
a slow  detour  as  if  to  round  him  in,  and 
the  melancholy  cortege  wandered  on  as 
before.  More  than  one  looked  wistfully 
at  the  group  on  the  crag,  for  it  was  distin- 
guished by  that  sprightly  interest  which 
scandal  excites  so  readily. 

44  Ter  my  way  of  thinkin’,”  drawled  Sam 
Peters,  swinging  his  feet  over  the  giddy 
depths  of  the  valley,  “Tobe  ain’t  sech  ez 
oughter  be  set  over  the  county  ez  a ranger, 
noways.  ’Pears  not  ter  me,  an’  I hev  been 
keepin’  my  eye  on  him  mighty  sharp.” 

A shadow  fell  among  the  group,  and  a 
man  sat  down  on  a bowlder  hard  by.  He, 
too,  had  just  arrived,  being  lured  to  the 
town  by  the  news  of  the  fire.  His  slide 
had  been  left  at  the  verge  of  the  clearing, 
and  one  of  the  oxen  had  already  lain  down ; 
the  other,  although  hampered  by  the  yoke 
thus  diagonally  displaced,  stood  medita- 
tively gazing  at  the  distant  blue  mount- 
ains. Their  master  nodded  a slow,  grave 
salutation  to  the  group,  produced  a plug 
of  tobacco,  gnawed  a fragment  from  it, 
and  restored  it  to  his  pocket.  He  had  a 
pensive  face,  with  an  expression  which 
in  a man  of  wider  culture  we  should  dis- 
criminate as  denoting  sensibility.  He 
had  long  yellow  hair  that  hung  down  to 
his  shoulders,  and  a tangled  yellow  beard. 
There  was  something  at  once  wistful  and 
searching  in  his  gray  eyes,  dull  enough  too, 
at  times.  He  lifted  them  heavily, and  they 
had  a drooping  lid  and  lash.  There  seem- 
ed an  odd  incongruity  between  this  sensi- 
tive weary  face  and  his  stalwart  physique. 
He  was  tall  and  well  proportioned.  A lea- 
ther belt  girded  his  brown  jeans  coat.  The 
ends  of  his  trousers  were  stuffed  into  great 
cowhide  boots.  His  pose,  as  he  leaned  on 
the  rock,  had  a muscular  picturesqueness. 

“Who  be  ye  a- talkin’  about?”  be 
drawled. 

Peters  relished  his  opportunity.  He 
laughed  in  a distorted  fashion,  his  pipe- 
stem  held  between  his  teeth. 

“You -tins  ain’t  wantin’  ter  swop  lies 
’bout  sech  ez  him,  Luke ! We  war  a-talkin’ 
’bout  Tobe  Gryce.” 

The  color  flared  into  the  new-comer’s 
face.  A sudden  animation  fired  his  eye. 
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“Tobe  Gryce  air  jes  the  man  I’m  al- 
ways wantin’  ter  hear  a word  about.  Jes 
perceed  with  yer  rat-killin’.  I’m  with  ye.” 
And  Luke  Todd  placed  his  elbows  on  his 
knees  and  leaned  forward  with  an  air  of 
attention. 

Peters  looked  at  him,  hardly  compre- 
hending this  ebullition.  It  was  not  what 
he  had  expected  to  elicit.  No  one  laughed. 
His  fleer  was  wide  of  the  mark. 

“Wa'al” — he  made  another  effort — 
“ Tobe,  we  war  jes  say  in’,  ain’t  fitten  fur 
ter  be  ranger  o’  the  county.  He  be  ez 
peart  in  gittin’  ter  own  other  folkses’  stray 
cattle  ez  he  war  in  courtin’  other  folkses’ 
sweetheart,  an’,  ef  the  truth  mus’  be  know- 
ed,  in  marry  in’  her.”  He  suddenly  twisted 
round,  in  some  danger  of  falling  from  his 
perch.  4 4 1 wran  t ter  ax  one  o’  them  thar  big- 
headed lawyers  a question  on  a pint  o’ 
law,”  he  broke  off  abruptly. 

“ What  be  Tobe  Gryce  a-doin’  of  now  ?” 
asked  Luke  Todd,  with  eager  interest  in 
the  subject. 

“ Wa'al,”  resumed  Peters,  nowise  loath 
to  return  to  the  gossip,  “Tobe,  ye  see,  air 
the  ranger  o’  this  hyar  county,  an’  by  law 
all  the  stray  horses  ez  air  tuk  up  by  folks 
hev  ter  be  reported  ter  him,  an’ appraised 
by  two  householders,  an’  swore  to  afore 
the  magistrate  an’  be  advertised  by  the 
ranger,  an’  ef  they  ain’t  claimed  ’fore 
twelve  months,  the  taker-up  kin  pay  into 
the  county  treasury  one-haffen  the  ap- 
praisement an’  hev  the  critter  fur  his’n. 
An’  the  owner  can't  prove  it  away  arter 
that.” 

“Thanky,”  said  Luke  Todd,  dryly. 
“S’pose  ye  teach  yer  gran’mammy  ter 
suck  aigs.  I knowed  all  that  afore.” 

Peters  was  abashed,  and  with  some  dif- 
ficulty collected  himself. 

“ An'  I knowed  ye  knowed  it,  Luke,”  he 
hastily  conceded.  “ But  hyar  be  what  I’m 
a-lookin’  at — the  law  ’ain’t  got  no  pervision 
fur  a stray  horse  ez  kem  of  a dark  night, 
’thout  uobody’s  percuremint,  ter  the  ran- 
ger’s own  house.  Now,  the  p’int  o’  law  ez 
I wanted  ter  ax  the  lawyers  ’bout  air  this 
—kin  the  ranger  be  the  ranger  an’  the 
taker-up  too  ?” 

He  turned  his  eyes  upon  the  great  land- 
scape lying  beneath,  flooded  with  the  chill 
matutinal  sunshine,  and  flecked  here  and 
there  with  the  elusive  shadows  of  the  fleecy 
drifting  clouds.  Far  away  the  long  hori- 
zontal lines  of  the  wooded  spurs,  conver- 
ging on  either  side  of  the  valley  and  rising 
one  behind  the  other,  wore  a subdued 
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azure,  all  unlike  the  burning  blue  of  sum- 
mer, and  lay  along  the  calm,  passionless 
sky,  that  itself  was  of  a dim,  repressed  tone. 

On  the  slopes  nearer,  the  leafless  boughs, 
massed  together,  had  purplish-garnet  depths 
of  color  wherever  the  sunshine  struck 
aslant,  and  showed  richly  against  the  faint- 
ly tinted  horizon.  Here  and  there  among 
the  boldly  jutting  gray  crags  hung  an  ever- 
green vine,  and  from  a gorge  on  the  oppo- 
site mountain  gleamed  a continuous  flash, 
like  the  waving  of  a silver  plume,  where  a 
cataract  sprang  down  the  rocks.  In  the 
depths  of  the  valley,  a field  in  which  crab- 
grass  had  grown  in  the  place  of  the  har- 
vested wheat  showed  a tiny  square  of  palest 
yellow,  and  beside  it  a red  clay  road,  run- 
ning over  a hill,  was  visible.  Above  all 
a hawk  was  flying. 

“Afore  the  winter  fairly  set  in  las’  year,” 
Peters  resumed,  presently,  4 4 a stray  kem  ter 
Tobe’s  house.  He  ’lowed  ter  me  ez  he  fund 
her  a-standin’  by  the  fodder-stack  a-pullin’ 
off’n  it.  An’ he  ’quired  round,  an'  he  never 
hearn  o’  no  owner.  I reckon  he  never  axed 
outside  o’  Lonesome,”  he  added,  cynically. 

He  puffed  industriously  at  his  pipe  for  a 
few  moments;  then  continued:  “Wa’al, 
he  ’lowed  he  couldn't  feed  the  critter  fur 
fun.  An’  he  couldn’t  work  her  till  she 
war  appraised  an’  sech,  that  bein’  agin 
the  law  fur  strays.  So  he  jes  ondertook 
ter  be  ranger  an’  taker-up  too —the  bang- 
edest  consarn  in  the  ken  try ! Ef  the  leetle 
mare  lied  been  wall-eyed,  or  lame,  or  enny- 
thing,  he  wouldn’t  hev  wanted  ter  be  ran- 
ger an’  taker-up  too.  But  she  air  the  peart- 
est  little  beastis — she  war  jes  bridle-wise 
when  she  fust  kem — young  an'  spry !” 

Luke  Todd  was  about  to  ask  a question, 
but  Peters,  disregarding  him,  persisted: 

“Wa’al,  Tobe  tuk  up  the  beastis,  an’  I 
reckon  he  reported  her  ter  hisself,  bein’ 
the  ranger— the  critter  makes  me  laff — 
an’  he  lied  that  thar  old  liaffen-blind  un- 
cle o’  his’n  an’  Perkins  Bates,  ez  be  never 
sober,  ter  appraise  the  vally  o’  the  mare, 
an’  I s'pose  he  delivered  thar  certificate  ter 
hisself,  an’  I reckon  he  tuk  oath  that  she 
kem  ’thout  his  procurewwnf  ter  his  place, 
in  the  presence  o’  the  ranger.” 

“I  reckon  thar  ain't  no  law  agin  the 
ranger's  bein’  a ranger  an'  a taker-up  too,” 
put  in  one  of  the  by-standers.  ’Tain’t 
like  a sher’ff's  buyin’  at  his  own  sale. 
An’  he  hed  ter  pay  haffen  her  vally  into 
the  treasury  o’  the  county  arter  twelve 
months,  ef  the  owner  never  proved  her 
away.” 
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“ Thar  ain’t  no  sign  he  ever  paid  a cent,” 
said  Peters,  with  a malicious  grin,  pointing 
at  the  charred  remains  of  the  court-house, 
“an’  the  treasurer  air  jes  dead.” 

4‘ Wa’al,  Tobe  bed  ter  make  a report  ter 
the  jedge  o’  the  county  court  every  six 
months.” 

“The  papers  of  his  office  air  cinders,” 
retorted  Peters. 

“Wa’al,  then,”  argued  the  optimist, 
“the  stray-book  will  show  ez  she  war  re- 
ported an’  sech.” 

“The  ranger  took  mighty  partic’lar 
pains  ter  hev  his  stray-book  in  that  tliar 
court-house  when  ’twar  burnt.” 

There  was  along  pause  while  the  party 
sat  ruminating  upon  the  suspicions  thus 
suggested. 

Luke  Todd  heard  them,  not  without  a 
thHll  of  satisfaction.  He  found  them  easy 
to  adopt.  And  he,  too,  had  a disposition 
to  theorize. 

4 4 It  takes  a mighty  mean  man  ter  steal 
a horse,”  he  said.  “Stealin’  a horse  air 
powerful  close  ter  murder.  Folkses’  lives 
fairly  depend  on  a horse  ter  work  thar 
corn  an’  sech,  an’  make  a support  fur  ’em. 
I hev  knowed  folks  ter  kem  mighty  close 
ter  starvin’  through  hevin  thar  horse 
stole.  Why,  even  that  thar  leetle  filly 
of  our'n,  though  she  liedn’t  been  fairly 
bruk  ter  the  plough,  war  mightily  missed. 
We-uns  lied  ter  make  out  with  the  old  sor- 
rel, ez  air  nigh  fourteen  year  old,  ter  work 
the  crap,  an’  we  war  powerful  disapp'int- 
ed.  But  we  ain’t  never  fund  no  trace  o’ 
the  filly  sence  she  war  tolled  off  one  night 
las’  fall  a year  ago.” 

The  hawk  and  its  winged  shadow  disap- 
# peared  together  in  the  dense  glooms  of  a 
deep  gorge.  Luke  Todd  watched  them  as 
they  vanished. 

Suddenly  he  lifted  his  eyes.  They  were 
wide  with  a new  speculation.  An  angry 
flare  blazed  in  them.  4 4 What  sort’n  beastis 
is  this  hyar  mare  ez  the  ranger  tuk  up  ?” 
he  asked. 

Peters  looked  at  him,  hardly  compre- 
hending his  tremor  of  excitement.  4 4 Seems 
sorter  sizable,”  he  replied,  sibilantly,  suck- 
ing his  pipe-stem. 

Todd  nodded  meditatively  several  times, 
leaning  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  landscape.  “Hev  she  got 
enny  partic’lar  marks,  ez  ye  knows  on?” 
he  drawled. 

“Wa’al,  she  be  ez  black  ez  a crow,  with 
the  nigh  fore-foot  white.  An’  she  hev 
got  a white  star  spang  in  the  middle  o’  her 
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forehead,  an’  the  left  side  o’  her  nozzle  is 
white  too.” 

Todd  rose  suddenly  to  his  feet.  “By 
gum!”  he  cried,  with  a burst  of  passion, 
“she  air  my  filly!  An’  ’twar  that  thar 
durned  horse- thief  of  a ranger  ez  tolled 
her  off!” 

Deep  among  the  wooded  spurs  Lone- 
some Cove  nestles,  sequestered  from  the 
world.  Naught  emigrates  thence  except 
an  importunate  stream  that  forces  its  way 
through  a rocky  gap,  and  so  to  freedom 
beyond.  No  stranger  intrudes;  only  the 
moon  looks  in  once  in  a while.  The  roam- 
ing wind  may  explore  its  solitudes;  and 
it  is  but  the  vertical  sun  that  strikes  to  the 
heart  of  the  little  basin,  because  of  the 
massive  mountains  that  wall  it  round  and 
serve  to  isolate  it.  So  nearly  do  they  meet 
at  the  gap  that  one  great  assertive  crag, 
beetling  far  above,  intercepts  the  view  of 
the  wide  landscape  beyond,  leaving  its 
substituted  profile  jaggedly  serrating  the 
changing  sky.  Above  it,  when  the  wea- 
ther is  fair,  appear  vague  blue  lines,  dis- 
tant mountain  summits,  cloud  strata,  vi- 
sions. Below  its  jutting  verge  may  be 
caught  glimpses  of  the  widening  valley 
without.  But  pre-eminent,  gaunt,  sombre, 
it  sternly  dominates  “Lonesome,” and  is 
the  salient  feature  of  the  little  world  it 
limits. 

Tobe  Gryce’s  house,  gray,  weather-beat- 
en, moss-grown,  had  in  comparison  an 
ephemeral,  modern  aspect.  For  a hun- 
dred years  its  inmates  had  come  and  gone 
and  lived  and  died.  They  took  no  heed 
of  the  crag,  but  never  a sound  was  lost 
upon  it.  Their  drawling  iterative  speech 
the  iterative  echoes  conned.  The  ringing 
blast  of  a horn  set  astir  some  phantom 
chase  in  the  air.  When  the  cows  came 
lowing  home,  there  were  lowing  herds  in 
viewless  company.  Even  if  one  of  the 
children  sat  on  a rotting  log  crooning  a 
vague,  fragmentary  ditty,  some  faint- 
voiced spirit  in  the  rock  would  sing.  Lone- 
some Cove?— home  of  invisible  throngs! 

As  the  ranger  trotted  down  the  wind- 
ing road,  the  multitudinous  hoof -beats, 
as  of  a troop  of  cavalry,  heralded  his  ap- 
proach to  the  little  girl  who  stood  on  the 
porch  of  the  log  cabin  and  watched  for 
him. 

“Hy’re,  Cunnel!”  he  cried,  cordially. 

But  the  little  “Colonel”  took  no  heed. 
She  looked  beyond  him  at  the  vague  blue 
mountains,  on  which  the  great  grim  rock 
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was  heavily  imposed,  every  ledge,  every 
waving  dead  crisp  weed,  distinct. 

He  noticed  the  smoke  curling  briskly 
up  in  the  sunshine  from  the  clay  and 
stick  chimney.  He  strode  past  her  into 
the  house,  as  Madeline,  with  all  semblance 
of  youth  faded  from  her  countenance,  hag- 
gard and  hollow-eyed  in  the  morning  light, 
was  hurrying  the  corn-dodgers  and  veni- 
son steak  on  the  table. 

Perhaps  he  did  not  appreciate  that  the 
women  were  pining  with  curiosity,  for  he 
vouchsafed  no  word  of  the  excitements  in 
the  little  town;  and  he  himself  was  ill  at 
ease. 

“ What  ails  the  Cunnel,  Madeliny  ?”  he 
asked  presently,  glancing  up  sharply  from 
under  his  hat  brim,  and  speaking  with  his 
mouth  full. 

“The  cat  'pears  ter  hev  got  her  tongue,” 
said  Madeline,  intending  the  “Colonel” 
should  hear,  and  perhaps  profit.  “She 
ain’t  able  ter  talk  none  this  mornin’.” 

The  little  body  cast  so  frowniug  a glance 
upon  them  as  she  stood  in  the  doorway 
that  her  expression  was  but  slightly  less 
lowering  than  her  father  s.  It  was  an  in- 
congruous demonstration,  with  her  infan- 
tile features,  her  little  yellow  head,  and 
the  slight  physical  force  she  represented. 
She  wore  a blue  cotton  frock,  fastened  up 
the  back  with  great  horn  buttons ; she  had 
on  shoes  laced  with  leather  strings;  one 
of  her  blue  woollen  stockings  fell  over 
her  ankle,  disclosing  the  pinkest  of  plump 
calves ; the  other  stocking  was  held  in 
place  by  an  unabashed  cotton  string.  She 
had  a light  iu  her  dark  eyes  and  a color  in 
her  cheek,  and  albeit  so  slight  a thing,  she 
wielded  a strong  coercion. 

“ La ws-a- massy,  Cunnel !”  said  Tobe,  in 
a liarried  manner,  “couldn't  ye  find  me 
nowhar  ? I'm  powerful  sorry.  I couldu't 
git  back  hyar  no  sooner.” 

But  not  in  this  wise  was  she  to  be  pla- 
cated. She  fixed  her  eyes  upon  him,  but 
made  no  sign. 

He  suddenly  rose  from  his  half-finished 
breakfast.  “ Look -a-hyar,  Cunnel,”  he 
cried,  joyously,  “don't  ye  want  ter  ride 
the  filly? — ye  know  ye  hanker  ter  ride 
the  filly.” 

Even  then  she  tried  to  frown,  but  the 
bliss  of  the  prospect  overbore  her.  Her 
cheek  and  chin  dimpled,  and  there  was  a 
gurgling  display  of  two  rows  of  jagged 
little  teeth  as  the  doughty  “ Colonel”  was 
swung  to  his  shoulder,  and  he  stepped  out 
of  the  door. 
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He  laughed  as  he  stood  by  the  glossy 
black  mare,  and  lifted  the  child  to  the 
saddle.  The  animal  arched  her  neck  and 
turned  her  head  and  gazed  back  at  him 
curiously.  “Hold  on  tight,  Cunnel,”  he 
said  as  lie  looked  up  at  her,  his  face 
strangely  softened  almost  beyond  recog- 
nition. And  she  gurgled  and  laughed 
and  sc  reamed  with  delight  as  he  began  to 
slowly  lead  the  mare  along. 

The  “Colonel”  had  the  gift  of  continu- 
ance. Some  time  elapsed  before  she  ex- 
hausted the  joys  of  her  exaltation.  More 
than  once  she  absolutely  refused  to  dis- 
mount. Tobe  patiently  led  the  beast  up 
and  down,  and  the  “Colonel”  rode  in 
state.  It  was  only  when  the  sun  had 
grown  high,  and  occasionally  she  was 
fain  to  lift  her  chubby  hands  to  lier  eyes, 
imperiling  lier  safety  on  the  saddle,  that 
he  ventured  to  seriously  remonstrate,  and 
finally  she  permitted  herself  to  be  assisted 
to  the  ground.  When,  witli  the  little  girl 
at  his  heels,  he  reached  the  porch,  he  took 
off  his  hat,  and  wiped  the  perspiration 
from  his  brow  with  his  great  brown  hand. 

“I  tell  ye,  jouncin'  round  arter  the  Cun- 
nel air  powerful  hot  work,”  be  declared. 

The  next  moment  lie  paused.  His  wife 
had  come  to  the  door,  and  there  was  a 
strange  expression  of  alarm  among  the 
anxious  lines  of  her  face. 

“ Tobe,  "she  said,  in  a bated  voice,  “who 
war  them  men  ?” 

He  stared  at  her,  whirled  about,  sur- 
veyed the  vacant  landscape, and  once  more 
turned  dumfounded  toward  her.  “ What 
men  ?”  he  asked. 

“Them  men  ez  acted  so  cur'ous,”  she 
said.  “ I couldn’t  see  thar  faces  plain,  an' 

I don’  know  who  they  war.” 

‘ 4 Whar  war  they  ?”  And  he  looked  over 
his  shoulder  once  more. 

“Yander  along  the  ledges  of  the  big 
rock.  Thar  war  two  of  ’em,  hidin’  ahint 
that  thar  jagged  aidge.  An’  ef  yer  back 
war  turned  they'd  peep  out  at  ye  an'  the 
Cunnel  rulin'.  But  whenst  ye  would  face 
round  agin,  they'd  drap  down  ahint  the 
aidge  o'  the  rock.  I 'lowed  wunst  ez  I'd 
holler  ter  ye, but  I war  feared  ye  moughtn't 
keer  ter  know.”  Her  voice  fell  in  its  dep- 
recatory cadence. 

He  stood  in  silent  perplexity.  “Ye  air 
a fool,  Madeliny,  an'  ye  never  seen  nuthin. 
Nobody  hev  got  enny  call  ter  spy  on  me.” 

He  stepped  in  doors,  took  down  his  rifie 
from  the  rack, and  went  out  frowning  into 
the  sunlight. 
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The  suggestion  of  mystery  angered  him. 
He  had  a vague  sense  of  impending  dan- 
ger. As  he  made  his  way  along  the  slope 
toward  the  great  beetling  crag,  all  his  fac- 
ulties were  on  the  alert.  He  saw  naught 
when  he  stood  upon  its  dark  seamed  sum- 
mit, aud  he  went  cautiously  to  the  verge 
and  looked  down  at  the  many  ledges.  They 
jutted  out  at  irregular  intervals,  the  first 
only  six  feet  below,  and  all  accessible 
enough  to  an  expert  climber.  A bush 
grew  in  a niche.  An  empty  nest,  riddled 
by  the  wind,  hung  dishevelled  from  a 
twig.  Coarse  withered  grass  tufted  the 
crevices,  and  lichens  clung.  Far  below 
he  saw  the  depths  of  the  Cove  — the 
tops  of  the  leafless  trees,  and  glimpsed 
through  the  interlacing  boughs  were  piles 
of  rocks,  the  rush  of  a mountain  rill,  and 
a white  flash  as  a sunbeam  slanted  on  the 
foam. 

He  was  turning  away,  all  incredulous, 
when  with  a sudden  start  lie  looked  back. 
On  one  of  the  ledges  was  a slight  depres- 
sion. It  was  filled  with  sand  and  earth. 
Imprinted  upon  it  was  the  shape  of  a man's 
foot.  The  ranger  paused  and  gazed  fixedly 
at  it.  44  Wa'al,by  the  Lord I”  he  exclaimed, 
under  his  breath.  Presently,  “But  they 
hev  no  call !”  he  argued.  Then  once  more, 
softly,  44  By  the  Lord !” 

The  mystery  baffled  him.  More  than 
once  that  day  he  went  up  to  the  crag  and 
stood  and  stared  futilely  at  the  foot  print. 
Conjecture  had  license  and  limitations  too. 
As  the  hours  wore  on  he  became  harassed 
by  the  sense  of  espionage.  He  was  a bold 
man  before  the  foes  he  knew, but  this  idea 
of  inimical  lurking,  of  furtive  scrutiny  for 
unknown  purposes, preyed  upon  him.  He 
brooded  over  it  as  he  sat  idle  by  the  fire. 
Once  he  went  to  the  door  and  stared  spec- 
ulatively at  the  great  profile  of  the  cliff. 
The  sky  above  it  was  all  a lustrous  amber, 
for  the  early  sunset  of  the  shortest  days  of 
the  year  was  at  hand.  The  mountains, 
seen  partly  above  and  partly  below  it,  wore 
a glamourous  purple.  There  were  clouds, 
and  from  their  rifts  loug  divergent  lines 
of  light  slanted  down  upon  the  valley, 
distinct  among  their  shadows.  The  sun 
was  not  visible— only  in  the  western  hea- 
vens was  a half-veiled  effulgence  too  daz- 
zlingly  white  to  be  gazed  upon.  The  ran- 
ger shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand.  No 
motion,  no  sound ; for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  the  unutterable  loneliness  of  the  place 
impressed  him. 

“Madelinv,”he  said,  sutklenlv,  looking 
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over  his  shoulder  within  the  cabin,  “be 
you-uns  sure  ez  they  wa r— folks  t” 

“I  don’  know  what  ye  mean,” she  fal- 
tered, her  eyes  dilated.  44  They  looked  like 
folks.” 

“I  reckon  they  war,” he  said,  re-assur- 
ing himself.  “The  Lord  knows  I hope 
they  war.” 

That  night  the  wind  rose.  The  stars  all 
seemed  to  have  burst  from  their  moorings, 
and  were  wildly  adrift  in  the  sky.  There 
was  a broken  tumult  of  billowy  clouds, 
and  the  moon  tossed  hopelessly  among 
them,  a lunar  wreck,  sometimes  on  her 
beam  ends,  sometimes  half  submerged, 
once  more  gallantly  struggling  to  the  sur- 
face, and  again  sunk.  The  bare  boughs 
of  the  trees  beat  together  in  a dirge-like 
monotone.  Now  and  again  a leaf  went 
sibilantly  whistling  past.  The  wild  com- 
motion of  the  heavens  and  earth  was  visi- 
ble, for  the  night  was  not  dark.  The  ran- 
ger, standing  within  the  rude  stable  of  un- 
hewn logs,  all  undaubed,  noted  how  pale 
were  the  horizontal  bars  of  gray  light  al- 
ternating with  the  black  logs  of  the  wall. 
He  was  gi ving  the  mare  a feed  of  corn, but 
he  had  not  brought  his  lantern  as  was  his 
custom.  That  mysterious  espionage  had 
in  some  sort  shaken  his  courage,  and  he 
felt  the  obscurity  a shield.  He  had  brought 
instead  his  rifle. 

The  equine  form  was  barely  visible 
among  the  glooms.  Now  and  then,  as  the 
mare  noisily  munched,  she  lifted  a hoof 
and  struck  it  upon  the  ground  with  a dull 
thud.  How  the  gusts  outside  were  swirl- 
ing up  the  gorge ! The  pines  swayed  and 
sighed.  Again  the  boughs  of  the  chestnut- 
oak  above  the  roof  crashed  together.  Did 
a fitful  blast  stir  the  door? 

He  lifted  his  eyes  mechanically.  A cold 
thrill  ran  through  every  fibre.  For  there, 
close  by  the  door,  somebody — something — 
was  peering  through  the  space  between 
the  logs  of  the  wall.  The  face  was  invis- 
ible, but  the  shape  of  a man's  head  was 
distinctly  defined.  He  realized  that  it  was 
no  supernatural  manifestation  when  a 
husky  voice  began  to  call  the  mare,  in  a 
hoarse  whisper,  “Cobe!  Cobe!  Cobe!” 
With  a galvanic  start  he  was  about  to 
spring  forward  to  hold  the  door.  A hand 
was  laid  upon  it. 

He  placed  the  muzzle  of  the  rifle  between 
the  logs,  a jet  of  red  light  was  suddenly 
projected  into  the  darkness,  the  mare  was 
rearing  and  plunging  violently,  the  little 
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shanty  was  surcharged  with  roar  and  re- 
verberation, and  far  and  wide  the  crags 
and  chasms  echoed  the  report  of  the  rifle. 

There  was  a vague  clamor  outside,  an 
oath, a cry  of  pain.  Hasty  footfalls  sound- 
ed among  the  dead  leaves,  and  died  in  the 
distance. 

When  the  ranger  ventured  out  he  saw 
the  door  of  his  house  wide  open,  and  the 
fire-light  flickering  out  among  the  leafless 
bushes.  His  wife  met  him  half-way  down 
the  hill. 

“Air  ye  hurt,  Tobe?”  she  cried.  “Did 
yer  gun  go  off  suddint  ?” 

44  Mighty  suddint,”  he  replied,  savagely. 

“Ye  didn't  fire  it  a-purpose?”  she  fal- 
tered. 

“ Edzactly  so,”  he  declared. 

44  Ye  never  hurt  nobody,  did  ye,  Tobe  ?” 
She  had  turned  very  pale.  “I  ’lowed  it 
couldn't  be  the  wind  ez  I Learn  a-holler- 

in’.” 

44 1 hopes  an’  prays  I hurt  ’em,”  he  said, 
as  he  replaced  the  rifle  in  the  rack.  He 
was  shaking  the  other  hand,  which  had 
been  jarred  in  some  way  by  the  hasty  dis- 
charge of  the  weapon.  “Some  dad-burn- 
ed horse-thief  war  arter  the  mare.  Jedg- 
in’  from  the  sound  o’  thar  run n in’,  ’peared 
like  to  me  ez  thar  mought  be  two  o’  ’em.” 

The  next  day  the  mare  disappeared  from 
the  stable.  Yet  she  could  not  be  far  off, 
for  Tobe  was  about  the  house  most  of  the 
time,  and  when  he  and  the  4 4 Colonel”  came 
in  doors  in  the  evening  the  little  girl  held 
in  her  hand  a half-munched  ear  of  corn, 
evidently  abstracted  from  the  mare's  sup- 
per. 

“ Wliar  be  the  filly  hid,  Tobe  ?”  Made- 
line asked,  curiosity  overpowering  her. 

“Ax  me  no  questions  an’  I’ll  tell  ye 
no  lies,”  he  replied,  gruffly. 

In  the  morning  there  was  a fall  of  snow, 
and  she  had  some  doubt  whether  her  mo- 
ther, who  had  gone  several  days  before  to 
a neighbor's  on  the  summit  of  the  range, 
would  return;  but  presently  the  creak  of 
unoiled  axles  heralded  the  approach  of  a 
wagon,  and  soon  the  old  woman,  bundled 
in  shawls,  was  sitting  by  the  fire.  She 
wore  heavy  woollen  socks  over  her  shoes 
as  protection  against  the  snow.  The  in- 
compatibility of  the  shape  of  the  hose  with 
the  human  foot  was  rather  marked,  and 
as  they  were  somewhat  inelastic  as  well, 
there  was  a muscular  struggle  to  get  them 
off  only  exceeded  by  the  effort  which 
had  been  required  to  get  them  on.  She 
shook  her  head  again  and  again,  with  a 


red  face,  as  she  bent  over  the  socks,  but 
plainly  more  than  this  discomfort  vexed 
her. 

“Laws-a-massy,  Madeliny  ! I hearn  a 
awful  tale  over  yander  ’mongst  them  Jen- 
kins folks.  Ye  ougliter  liev  married  Luke 
Todd,  an’  so  I tole  ye  an’  fairly  beset  ye 
ter  do  ten  year  ago.  He  keered  fur  ye. 
An’  Tobe — shucks ! Wa'al,  laws-a-massy, 
child!  I hearn  a awful  tale  'bout  Tobe  up 
yander  at  Jenkinses'.” 

Madeline  colored. 

44  Folks  lied  better  take  keer  how  they 
talk  ’bout  Tobe,”  she  said,  with  a touch  of 
pride.  44  They  be  powerful  keerful  ter  do 
it  out'n  rifle  range.” 

With  one  more  mighty  tug  the  sock 
came  off,  the  red  face  was  lifted,  and  Mrs. 
Pearce  shook  her  head  ruefully. 

“The  Bible  say  4 words  air  foolishness.’ 
Ye  don’  know  what  ye  air  talkin’  ’bout, 
child.” 

With  this  melancholy  preamble  she  de- 
tailed the  gossip  that  had  arisen  at  the 
county  town  and  pervaded  the  country- 
side. Madeline  commented,  denied,  flash- 
ed into  rage,  then  lapsed  into  silence. 
Although  it  did  not  constrain  credulity, 
there  was  something  that  made  her  afraid 
when  her  mother  said : 

“Ye  lied  better  not  be  talkin’  'bout 
rifle  range  so  brash,  Madeliny,  noliows. 
They  ’lowed  ez  Luke  Todd  an’  Sam  Peters 
kem  hyar — ’twar  jes  night  before  las’ — 
aimin’  ter  take  the  mare  away  ’tliout  no 
words  an’  no  lawin’,  ’kase  they  didu't 
want  ter  wait.  Luke  lied  got  a chance 
ter  view  the  mare,  an’  knowed  ez  she  war 
his'n.  An’  Tobe  war  hid  in  the  dark  be- 
side the  mare,  an’  fired  at  ’em,  an’  the  rifle- 
ball  tuk  Sam  right  through  the  beam  o’ 
his  arm.  I reckon,  though,  ez  that  warn't 
true,  else  ye  would  Lev  knowed  it.” 

She  looked  up  anxiously  over  her  spec- 
tacles at  her  daughter. 

“I  hearn  Tobe  shoot,”  faltered  Made- 
line. “ I seen  blood  on  the  leaves.” 

“ Laws-a-massy !”  exclaimed  the  old  wo- 
man, irritably.  44 1 be  fairly  feared  ter 
bide  hyar;  ’twouldn't  s’prise  me  none  ef 
they  kem  hyar  an’  hauled  Tobe  out  an’ 
lynched  him  an’  sech,  an’  who  knows  who 
mought  git  hurt  in  the  scrimmage  ?” 

They  both  fell  silent  as  the  ranger 
strode  in.  They  would  need  a braver 
heart  than  either  bore  to  reveal  to  him 
the  suspicions  of  horse- stealing  sown 
broadcast  over  the  mountain.  Madeline 
felt  that  this  in  itself  was  coercive  evi- 

Qriginal  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


138 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


dence  of  his  innocence.  Who  dared  so 
much  as  say  a word  to  his  face  ? 

The  weight  of  the  secret  asserted  itself, 
however.  As  she  went  about  her  accus- 
tomed tasks,  all  bereft  of  their  wonted  in- 
terest, vapid  and  burdensome,  she  carried 
so  woe  begone  a face  that  it  caught  his 
attention,  and  he  demanded,  angrily, 

“What  ails  ye  ter  look  so  durned 
peaked  ?” 

This  did  not  abide  long  in  his  memory, 
however,  and  it  cost  her  a pang  to  see 
him  so  unconscious. 

She  went  out  upon  the  porch  late  that 
afternoon  to  judge  of  the  weather.  Snow 
was  falling  again.  The  distant  summits 
had  disappeared.  The  mountains  near  at 
hand  loomed  through  the  myriads  of  ser- 
ried white  flakes.  A crow  flew  across  the 
Cove  in  its  midst.  It  heavily  thatched 
the  cabin,  aqd  tufts  dislodged  by  the  open- 
ing of  the  door  fell  down  upon  her  hair. 
Drifts  lay  about  the  porch.  Each  rail  of 
the  fence  was  laden.  The  ground,  the 
rocks,  were  deeply  covered.  She  reflect- 
ed with  satisfaction  that  the  red  splotch 
of  blood  on  the  dead  leaves  was  no  longer 
visible.  Then  a sudden  idea  struck  her 
that  took  her  breath  away.  She  came  in, 
her  cheeks  flushed,  her  eyes  bright,  with 
an  excited  dubitation. 

Her  husband  commen  ted  on  the  change. 
44  Ye  air  a powerful  cur’ous  critter,  Made- 
liny,”  he  said:  “a  while  ago  ye  looked 
some  fower  or  five  hundred  year  old — 
now  ye  favors  yerself  when  I fust  kem 
a-courtin’  round  the  settlemint.” 

She  hardly  knew  whether  the  dull  stir 
in  her  heart  were  pleasure  or  pain.  Her 
eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  the  irradiated 
iris  shone  through  them  with  a liquid 
lustre.  She  could  not  speak. 

Her  mother  took  ephemeral  advantage 
of  his  softening  mood.  “Ye  useter  be 
mighty  perlite  and  saaft-spoken  in  them 
days,  Tobe,”  she  ventured. 

“I  hed  ter  be,”  he  admitted,  frankly, 
44  ’kase  thar  war  sech  a many  o’  them 
mealy-mouthed  cusses  a waitin’  on  Made- 
liny.  The  kentry  'peared  ter  me  ter  bris- 
tle with  Luke  Todd;  he  ’minded  me  o’ 
brum  saidge — everyichar  ye  seen  his  yal- 
ler  head,  ez  homely  an’  ez  onwelcome.” 

44 1 never  wunst  gin  Luke  a thought 
arter  ye  tuk  ter  cornin’  round  the  settle- 
mint,”  Madeline  said,  softly. 

“ I wisht  I hed  knowed  that  then,”  he 
replied;  “else  I wouldn’t  hev  been  so  all- 
fired  oneasy  an’  beset.  I wasted  mo’  time 
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a-studyin’  ’bout  ye  an’  Luke  Todd  ’n  ye 
war  both  wutb,  an’  went  ’thout  my  vittles 
an’  sot  up  a nights.  Ef  I hed  spent  that 
time  a-moanin’  fur  my  sins  an’  seltin’  my 
soul  at  peace,  I’d  be  ’quirin’  roun’  the 
throne  o’  Grace  now!  Young  folks  air 
powerful  fursaken  fools.” 

Somehow  her  heart  was  warmer  for 
this  allusion.  She  was  more  hopeful. 
Her  resolve  grew  stronger  and  stronger 
as  she  sat  and  knitted,  and  looked  at  the 
fire  and  saw  among  the  coals  all  her  old 
life  at  the  settlement  newly  aglow.  She 
was  remembering  now  that  Luke  Todd 
had  been  as  wax  in  her  hands.  She  re- 
called that  when  she  was  married  there 
was  a gleeful  “sayin”’  going  the  rounds 
of  the  mountain  that  he  had  taken  to  the 
woods  with  grief,  and  he  was  heard  of  no 
more  for  days.  The  gossips  relished  his 
despair  as  the  corollary  of  the  happy  brid- 
al. He  had  had  no  reproaches  for  her.  He 
had  only  looked  the  other  way  when  they 
met,  and  she  had  not  spoken  to  him  since. 

“He  set  store  by  my  word  in  them 
days,”  she  said,  her  lips  vaguely  moving. 

“I  misdoubts  ef  he  hev  furgot.” 

All  through  the  long  hours  of  the  win- 
ter night  she  silently  canvassed  her  plan. 
The  house  was  still  noiseless  and  dark 
when  she  softly  opened  the  door  and  soft- 
ly closed  it  behind  her. 

It  had  ceased  to  snow  and  the  sky  had 
cleared.  The  trees,  all  the  limbs  whiten- 
ed, were  drawn  distinctly  upon  it,  and 
through  the  boughs  overhead  a brilliant 
star,  aloof  and  splendid,  looked  coldly 
down.  Along  the  chill  east  Orion  had 
drawn  his  glittering  blade.  Above  the 
snowy  mountains  a melancholy  waning 
moon  was  swinging.  The  valley  was 
full  of  mist,  white  and  shining  where 
the  light  fell  upon  it,  a vaporous  purple 
where  the  shadows  held  sway.  So  still  it 
was!  the  only  motion  in  all  the  world 
the  throbbing  stars  and  her  palpitating 
heart.  So  solemnly  silent!  It  was  a re- 
lief, as  she  trudged  on  and  on,  to  note  a 
gradual  change;  to  watch  the  sky  with- 
draw, seeming  fainter;  to  see  the  moon 
grow  filmy,  like  some  figment  of  the 
frost;  to  mark  the  gray  mist  steal  on 
apace,  swathe  mountain,  valley,  and  hea- 
ven with  mystic  folds,  shut  out  all  vision 
of  things  familiar.  Through  it  only  the 
sense  of  dawn  could  creep. 

She  recognized  the  locality;  her  breath 
was  short;  her  step  quickened.  She  ap- 
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peared,  like  an  apparition  out  of  the  mists, 
close  to  a fence,  and  peered  through  the 
snow  laden  rails.  A sudden  pang  pierced 
her  heart. 

For  there,  milking  the  cow,  she  saw, 
all  blooming  in  the  snow — herself;  the 
azalea-like  girl  she  had  been! 

She  had  not  known  how  dear  to  her 
was  that  bright  young  identity  she  re- 
membered. She  had  not  realized  how  far 
it  had  gone  from  her.  She  felt  a forlorn 
changeling  looking  upon  her  own  es- 
tranged estate. 

A faint  cry  escaped  her. 

The  cow,  with  lifted  head  and  a mut- 
tered low  of  surprise,  moved  out  of  reach 
of  the  milker,  who,  half  kneeling  upon 
the  ground,  stared  with  wide  blue  eyes  at 
her  ghost  in  the  mist. 

There  was  a pause.  It  was  only  a mo- 
ment before  Madeline  spoke;  it  seemed 
years,  so  charged  it  was  with  retrospect. 

44 1 kem  over  hyar  ter  hev  a word  with 
ye  ’’she  said. 

At  the  sound  of  a human  voice  Luke 
Todd's  wife  struggled  to  her  feet.  She 
held  the  piggin  with  one  arm  encircled 
about  it,  and  with  the  other  hand  she 
clutched  the  plaid  shawl  around  her 
throat.  Her  bright  hair  was  tossed  by 
the  rising  wind. 

44 1 ’lowed  I’d  find  ye  hyar  a-milkin’ 
’bout  now.” 

The  homely  allusion  re-assured  the 
younger  woman. 

“I  hev  ter  begin  toler'ble  early,”  she 
said.  44  Spot  gins  'bout  a gallon  a milkin’ 
now.” 

Spot’s  calf,  which  subsisted  on  what  was 
left  over,  seemed  to  find  it  cruel  that  de- 
lay should  be  added  to  his  hardships,  and 
he  lifted  up  his  voice  in  a plaintive  re- 
monstrance. This  reminded  Mrs.  Todd 
of  his  existence;  she  turned  and  let  down 
the  bars  that  served  to  exclude  him. 

The  stranger  was  staring  at  her  very 
hard.  Somehow  she  quailed  under  that 
look.  Though  it  was  fixed  upon  her  in 
unvarying  intensity,  it  had  a strange  im- 
personality. This  woman  was  not  seeing 
her,  despite  that  wide,  wistful,  yearning 
gaze;  she  was  thinking  of  something  else, 
seeing  some  one  else. 

And  suddenly  Luke  Todd’s  wife  began 
to  stare  at  the  visitor  very  hard,  and  to 
think  of  something  that  was  not  before 
her. 


44  I be  the  ranger’s  wife,”  said  Madeline. 
44 1 kem  over  hyar  ter  tell  ye  he  never 
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tuk  yer  black  mare  nowise  but  honest,  be- 
in’ the  ranger.” 

She  found  it  difficult  to  say  more.  Un- 
der that  speculative,  unseeing  look  she  too 
faltered. 

44  They  tell  me  ez  Luke  Todd  air  power- 
ful outed  ’bout’n  it.  An’  I ’lowed  ef  he 
knowed  from  me  ez  ’twar  tuk  fair,  he'd 
b'lieve  me.” 

She  hesitated.  Her  courage  was  flag- 
ging; her  hope  had  fled.  The  eyes  of  the 
man's  wife  burned  upon  her  face. 

We-uns  useter  be  toler’ble  well  ’quaint- 
ed  ’fore  he  ever  seen  ye,  an’  I ’lowed  he’d 
b'lieve  my  word,”  Madeline  continued. 

Another  silence.  The  sun  was  rising; 
long  liquescent  lines  of  light  of  purest 
amber-color  were  streaming  through  the 
snowy  woods;  the  shadows  of  the  fence 
rails  alternated  with  bars  of  dazzling  glis- 
ter; elusive  prismatic  gleams  of  rose  and 
lilac  and  blue  shimmered  on  every  slope 
— thus  the  winter  flowered.  Tiny  snow- 
birds were  hopping  about;  a great  dog 
came  down  from  the  little  snow-thatched 
cabin,  and  was  stretching  himself  elas- 
tically and  yawning  most  portentously. 

44  An’  I ’lowed  I'd  see  ye  an’  git  you-uns 
ter  tell  him  that  word  from  me,  an’  then 
he’d  b’lieve  it,”  said  Madeline. 

The  younger  woman  nodded  mechan- 
ically, still  gazing  at  her. 

And  was  this  her  mission  ! Somehow 
it  had  lost  its  urgency.  Where  was  its 
potency,  her  enthusiasm  ? Madeline  re- 
alized that  her  feet  were  wet,  her  skirts 
draggled;  that  she  was  chilled  to  the  bone 
and  trembling  violently.  She  looked 
about  her  doubtfully.  Then  her  eyes 
came  back  to  the  face  of  the  woman  be- 
fore her. 

44  Ye’ll  tell  him,  Is’pose?” 

Once  more  Luke  Todd’s  wife  nodded 
mechanically,  still  staring. 

There  was  nothing  further  to  be  said. 
A vacant  interval  ensued.  Then,  44 1 ’low- 
ed I'd  tell  ye,”  Madeline  reiterated,  vague- 
ly, and  turned  away,  vanishing  with  the 
vanishing  mists. 

Luke  Todd's  wife  stood  gazing  at  the 
fence  through  which  the  apparition  had 
peered.  She  could  see  yet  her  own  face, 
grown  old  and  worn.  The  dog  wagged 
his  tail  and  pressed  against  her,  looking 
up  and  claiming  her  notice.  Once  more 
he  stretched  himself  elastically  and  yawn- 
ed widely,  with  shrill  variations  of  tone. 
The  calf  was  frisking  about  in  awkward 
bovine  elation,  and  now  and  then  the  cow 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


140 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


affectionately  licked  its  coat  with  the  air 
of  making1  its  toilet.  An  assertive  chant- 
icleer was  proclaiming  the  dawn  within 
the  hen-house,  wrhence  came  a clamor  of 
sounds,  for  the  door,  which  served  to  ex- 
clude any  marauding  fox,  was  closed  upon 
the  imprisoned  poultry.  Still  she  looked 
steadily  at  the  fence  where  the  rangers 
wife  had  stood. 

44  That  tliar  woman  favors  me,”  she  said 
presently.  And  suddenly  she  burst  into 
tears. 

Perhaps  it  was  well  that  Madeline  could 
not  see  Luke  Todd's  expression  as  his  wife 
recounted  the  scene.  She  gave  it  truly, 
but  without,  alas!  the  glamour  of  sym- 
pathy. 

“She  Mowed  ezye’d  b’lieve  her,  bein’  ez 
ye  useter  be  ’quainted.” 

His  face  flushed.  44  Wa’al,  sir!  the  in- 
surance o’  that  thar  woman  !”  he  exclaim- 
ed. “I  war  ’quainted  with  her;  I war 
mighty  well  ’quainted  with  her.”  He  had 
a casual  remembrance  of  those  days  when 
“he  tuk  ter  the  woods  ter  wear  out  liis 
grief.”  “She  never  gin  me  no  promise, 
but  me  an’  her  kep’  company  some.  Sech 
dependence  ez  I put  on  her  war  mightily 
wasted.  I dunno  what  ails  the  critter  ter 
’low  ez  I set  store  by  her  word.” 

Poor  Madeline!  There  is  nothing  so 
dead  as  ashes.  His  flame  had  clean  burned 
out.  So  far  afield  were  all  his  thoughts 
that  he  stood  amazed  when  his  wife,  with 
a sudden  burst  of  tears,  declared  passion- 
ately that  she  knew  it— she  saw  it— she  fa- 
vored Madeline  Gryce.  She  had  found  out 
that  he  had  married  her  because  she  look- 
ed like  another  woman. 

44  Madeliny  Gryce  liev  got  powerful  lit- 
tle ter  do  ter  kem  a-jouncin’  through  the 
snow  over  liyar  ter  try  ter  set  yc  an’  me 
agin  one  another,”  he  exclaimed,  angrily. 
“Stealiu'  the  filly  ain’t  enough  ter  sati'fy 
her!” 

His  wi  fe  was  in  some  sort  mollified.  She 
sought  to  re  assure  herself. 

“Air  we-uns  of  a favor  ?” 

“I  dunno,”  he  replied,  sulkily.  “I  ’ain’t 
seen  the  critter  fur  nigh  on  ter  ten  year. 
I hev  furgot  the  looks  of  her.  ’Peal's  like 
ter  me,”  he  went  on,  ruminating,  “ez’twar 
in  my  mind  when  I fust  seen  ye  ez  thar 
war  a favor  ’twixt  ye.  But  I misdoubts 
now.  Do  she  ’low  ez  I hev  bed  nuthin 
ter  study  ’bout  sence  ?” 

Perhaps  Madeline  is  not  the  only  woman 
who  overrates  the  strength  of  a sentiment- 
al attachment.  A gloomy  intuition  of  fail- 
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ure  kept  her  company  all  the  lengthening 
way  home.  The  chill  splendors  of  the  win- 
try day  grated  upon  her  dreary  mood.  How 
should  she  care  for  the  depth  and  richness 
of  blue  deepening  to  waixl  the  zenith  in  those 
vast  skies?  What  was  it  to  her  that  the 
dead  vines,  climbing  the  grim  rugged  crags, 
were  laden  with  tufts  andcorollated  shapes 
wherever  these  fantasies  of  flowers  might 
cling,  or  that  the  snow  flashed  with  crys- 
talline scintillations  ? She  only  knew  that 
they  glimmered  and  dazzled  upon  the  tears 
in  her  eyes,  and  she  was  moved  to  slied 
them  afresh.  She  did  not  wonder  whether 
her  venture  had  resulted  amiss.  She  only 
wondered  that  she  had  tried  aught.  And 
she  was  humbled. 

When  she  reached  Ixmesome  Cove  she 
found  the  piggin  where  she  had  hid  it, 
and  milked  the  cow  in  haste.  It  was  no 
great  task,  for  the  animal  was  going  dry. 
“Their’n  gins  a gallon  a milkin’,”  she  said, 
in  rueful  comparison. 

As  she  came  up  the  slope  with  the  pig- 
gin  on  her  head,  her  husband  was  looking 
down  f rom  the  porch  with  a loweringbrow. 
“Why  n’t  ye  spen’  the  day  a-milkiu’  the 
cow  ?”  he  drawled.  44  Dawdlin’  yander  in 
the  cow-pen  till  this  time  in  the  momin’! 

An’  ter-morrer’s  Chrismus!” 

The  word  smote  upon  her  weary  heart 
with  a dull  pain.  She  had  no  cultured 
phrase  to  characterize  the  sensation  as  a 
presentiment,  but  she  was  conscious  of 
the  prophetic  process.  To-night  “all  the 
mounting”  would  be  riotous  with  that  du- 
bious hilarity  known  as  “Chrismus  in  the 
bones.”  and  there  was  no  telling  whnt 
might  come  from  the  combined  orgy  ai.d 
an  inflamed  public  spirit. 

She  remembered  the  familiar  doom  of 
the  mountain  horse-thief,  the  men  lurking 
on  the  cliff,  the  inimical  feeling  against 
the  ranger.  She  furtively  watched  him 
with  forebodings  as  he  came  and  weut  at 
intervals  throughout  the  day. 

Dusk  had  fallen  when  he  suddenly  look- 
ed in  and  beckoned  to  the  “Colonel,”  who 
required  him  to  take  her  with  him  when- 
ever he  fed  the  mare. 

“Let  me  tie  this  hyar  comforter  over 
the  Cunnel’s  head,”  Madeline  said,  as  he 
bundled  the  child  in  a shawl  and  lifted 
her  in  his  arms. 

“’Tain't  no  use,”  he  declared.  “The 
Cunnel  ain’t  travel liu’  fur.” 

She  heard  him  step  from  the  creaking 
porch.  She  heard  the  dreary  wind  with- 
out. 
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Within,  the  clumsy  shadows  of  the 
warping-bars,  the  spinning-wheel,  and  the 
churn  were  dancing  in  the  fire-light  on 
the  wall.  The  supper  was  cooking  on  the 
live  coals.  The  children,  popping  corn  in 
the  ashes,  were  laughing;  as  her  eye  fell 
upon  the  “Colonel's'’  vacant  little  chair 
her  mind  returned  to  the  child’s  excursion 
with  her  father,  and  again  she  wondered 
futilely  where  the  mare  could  be  hid.  The 
next  moment  she  was  heartily  glad  that 
she  did  not  know. 

It  was  like  the  fulfillment  of  some  dread- 
ful dream  when  the  door  opened.  A man 
entered  softly,  slowly;  the  flickering  fire 
showed  his  shadow — was  it  ?— nay,  another 
man,  and  still  another,  and  another. 

The  old  crone  in  the  corner  sprang  up, 
screaming  in  a shrill,  tremulous,  cracked 
voice.  For  they  were  masked.  Over  the 
face  of  each  dangled  a bit  of  homespun, 
with  great  empty  sockets  through  which 
eyes  vaguely  glanced.  Even  the  coarse 
fibre  of  the  intruders  responded  to  that 
quavering,  thrilling  appeal.  One  spoke 
instantly: 

“ Laws-a-massy ! Mis’  Pearce,  don’t  ye 
feel  interrupted  none  — nor  Mis’  Gryce 
nuther.  We-uns  ain't  harmful  noways 
— jes  want  ter  know  whar  that  thar  black 
mare  hev  disappeared  to.  She  ain't  in  the 
stable.” 

He  turned  his  great  eye-sockets  on  Ma- 
deline. The  plaid  homespun  mask  dan- 
gling about  his  face  was  grotesquely  in- 
congruous with  his  intent,  serious  gaze. 

“I  don’  know,”  she  faltered;  “I  don’ 
know.” 

She  had  caught  at  the  spinning-wheel 
for  support.  The  fire  crackled.  The  baby 
was  counting  aloud  the  grains  of  com  pop- 
ping from  the  ashes.  “Six,  two,  free,”  lie 
babbled.  The  kettle  merrily  sang. 

The  man  still  stared  silently  at  the  ran- 
ger's wife.  The  expression  in  his  eyes 
changed  suddenly.  He  chuckled  derisive- 
ly. The  others  echoed  his  mocking  mirth. 
“Ha!  ha!  ha!”  they  laughed  aloud;  and 
the  eye-sockets  in  the  homespun  masks  all 
glared  significantly  at  each  other.  Even 
the  dog  detected  something  sinister  in  this 
laughter.  He  had  been  sniffing  about  the 
heels  of  the  strangers;  he  bristled,  showed 
his  teeth,  and  growled.  The  spokesman 
hastily  kicked  him  in  the  ribs,  and  the  ani- 
mal fled  yelping  to  the  further  side  of  the 
fire  place  behind  the  baby,  where  he  stood 
and  barked  defiance.  The  rafters  rang 
with  the  sound. 


Some  one  on  the  porch  without  spoke 
to  the  leader  in  a low  voice.  This  man, 
who  seemed  to  have  a desire  to  conceal 
his  identity  which  could  not  be  served  by 
a mask,  held  the  door  with  one  hand  that 
the  wind  might  not  blow  it  wide  open.  The 
draught  fanned  the  fire.  Once  the  great 
bowing,  waving  white  blaze  sent  a long, 
quivering  line  of  light  through  the  nar- 
row aperture,  and  Madeline  saw  the  dark 
lurking  figure.  He  had  one  arm  in  a 
sling.  She  needed  no  confirmation  to  as- 
sure her  that  this  was  Sam  Peters,  whom 
her  husband  had  shot  at  the  stable  door. 

The  leader  instantly  accepted  his  sug- 
gestion. “Wa'al,  Mis’  Gryce,  I reckon 
ye  don’  know  whar  Tobe  be,  nuther  ?” 

“Naw,  I don’  know,”  she  said,  in  a 
tremor. 

The  homespun  fragment  swayed  with 
the  distortions  of  his  face  as  he  sneered : 

“Ye  mean  ter  say  ye  don't  ’low  ter  tell 
us.” 

“ I don’  know  whar  he  be.”  Her  voice 
had  sunk  to  a whisper. 

Another  exchange  of  glances. 

“Wa’al,  ma’am,  jes  gin  us  the  favor  of  a 
light  by  yer  fire,  an’  we-uns  'll  find  him.” 

He  stepped  swiftly  forward,  thrust  a 
pine  torch  into  the  coals,  and  with  it  all 
wliitely  flaring  ran  out  into  the  night;  the 
others  followed  his  example;  and  the  ter- 
ror-stricken women,  hastily  barring  up 
the  door,  peered  after  them  through  the 
little  batten  shutter  of  the  window. 

The  torches  were  already  scattered  about 
the  slopes  of  Lonesome  Cove  like  a fallen 
constellation.  What  shafts  of  white  light 
they  cast  upon  the  snow  in  the  midst  of 
the  dense  blackness  of  the  night!  Some- 
how they  seemed  endowed  with  volition, 
for  their  brilliancy  almost  cancelled  the 
figures  of  the  men  that  bore  them — only 
an  occasional  erratic  shapeless  shadow 
was  visible.  Now  and  then  a flare  pierced 
the  icicle-tipped  holly  bushes,  and  again 
there  was  a fibrous  glimmer  in  the  fringed 
pines. 

The  search  was  terribly  silent.  The 
snow  deadened  the  tread.  Only  the  wind 
was  loud  among  the  muffled  trees,  and 
sometimes  a dull  thud  sounded  when  the 
weight  of  snow  fell  from  the  evergreen 
laurel  as  the  men  thrashed  through  the 
foliage.  They  separated  after  a time, 
and  here  and  there  an  isolated  stellular 
light  illumined  the  snow,  and  conjured 
white  mystic  circles  into  the  wide  spaces 
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of  the  darkness.  The  effort  flagged  at 
last,  and  its  futility  only  sharpened  the 
sense  of  injury  in  Luke  Todd's  heart. 

He  was  alone  now,  close  upon  the  great 
rock,  and  looking  at  its  jagged  ledges  all 
cloaked  with  snow.  Above  those  soft 
white  outlines  drawn  against  the  deep 
clear  sky  the  frosty  stars  scintillated.  Be- 
neath were  the  abysmal  depths  of  the  val- 
ley masked  by  the  darkness. 

His  pride  was  touched.  In  the  old  quar- 
rel his  revenge  had  been  hampered,  for  it 
was  the  girl’s  privilege  to  choose,  and  she 
had  chosen.  He  cared  nothing  for  that 
now,  but  he  felt  it  indeed  a reproach  to 
tamely  let  this  man  take  his  horse  when 
he  had  all  the  mountain  at  his  back. 
There  was  a sharp  humiliation  in  his  po- 
sition. He  felt  the  pressure  of  public 
opinion. 

“Dad  burn  him !”  he  exclaimed.  “ Ef 
I kin  make  out  ter  git  a glimge  o’  him,  I’ll 
shoot  him  dead — dead !” 

He  leaned  the  rifle  against  the  rock. 
It  struck  upon  a stone.  A metallic  vi- 
bration rang  out.  Again  and  again  the 
sound  was  repeated— now  loud,  still  clang- 
ing; now  faint,  but  clear;  now  soft  and 
away  to  a doubtful  murmur  which  he 
hardly  was  sure  that  he  heard.  Never 
before  had  he  known  such  an  echo.  And 
suddenly  he  recollected  that  this  was 
the  great  “Talking  Rock,’’  famed  beyond 
the  limits  of  Lonesome.  It  had  tradi- 
tions as  well  as  echoes.  He  remembered 
vaguely  that  beneath  this  cliff  there  w^as 
said  to  be  a cave  which  was  utilized  in  the 
manufacture  of  saltpetre  for  gunpowder 
in  the  war  of  1812. 

As  he  looked  down  the  slope  below  he 
thought  the  snow  seemed  broken— by  foot- 
prints, was  it?  With  the  expectation  of 
a discovery  strong  upon  him,  he  crept 
along  a wide  ledge  of  the  crag,  now  and 
then  stumbling  and  sending  an  avalanche 
of  snow  and  ice  and  stones  thundering  to 
the  foot  of  the  cliff.  He  missed  his  way 
more  than  once.  Then  he  would  turn 
about,  laboriously  retracing  his  steps,  and 
try  another  level  of  the  ledges.  Sudden- 
ly before  him  was  the  dark  opening  he 
sought.  No  creature  had  lately  been  here. 
It  was  filled  with  growing  bushes  and 
dead  leaves  and  brambles.  Looking  again 
down  upon  the  slope  beneath,  he  felt  very 
sure  that  he  saw  foot  prints. 

“ The  old  folks  useter  ’low  ez  thar  war 
two  openings  ter  this  liyar  cave,”  he 
said.  “ Tobe  Gryce  mought  hev  hid  hyar 


through  a opening  down  yander  on  the 
slope.  But  Fit  go  the  way  ez  I hev  hearn 
tell  on,  an'  peek  in,  an’  ef  I kin  git  a glimge 
o’  him,  I'll  make  him  tell  me  whar  that 
thar  filly  air,  or  I'll  let  daylight  through 
him,  sure!” 

He  paused  only  to  bend  aside  the  bram- 
bles, then  he  crept  in  and  took  his  way 
along  a low,  narrow  passage.  It  had  many 
windings,  but  was  without  intersections 
or  intricacjr.  He  heard  his  own  steps 
echoed  like  a pursuing  footfall.  His  la- 
bored breathing  returned  in  sighs  from 
the  inanimate  rocks.  It  was  an  uncanny 
place,  with  strange,  sepulchral,  solemn  ef- 
fects. He  shivered  with  the  cold.  A 
draught  stole  in  from  some  secret  crevice 
known  only  to  the  wild  mountain  winds. 
The  torch  flared,  crouched  before  the  gust, 
flared  again,  then  darkness.  He  hesitated, 
took  one  step  forward,  and  suddenly — a 
miracle! 

A soft  aureola  with  gleaming  radia- 
tions, a low,  shadowy  chamber,  a beast 
feeding  from  a manger,  and  within  it  a 
child's  golden  head. 

His  heart  gave  a great  throb.  Somehow 
he  was  smitten  to  his  knees.  Christmas 
Eve ! He  remembered  the  day  with  a rush 
of  emotion.  He  stared  again  at  the  vouch- 
safed vision.  He  rubbed  his  eyes.  It  had 
changed. 

Only  hallucination  caused  by  an  abrupt 
transition  from  darkness  to  light;  only  the 
most  mundane  facts  of  the  old  troughs 
and  ash-hoppers, relics  of  the  industry  that 
had  served  the  hideous  carnage  of  battle; 
only  the  yellow  head  of  the  ranger's  brat, 
who  had  climbed  into  one  of  them,  from 
which  the  mare  was  calmly  munching  her 
corn. 

Yet  this  was  Christmas  Eve.  And  the 
Child  did  lie  in  a manger. 

Perhaps  it  was  well  for  him  that  his  ig- 
norant faith  could  accept  the  illusion  as  a 
vision  charged  with  all  the  benignities  of 
peace  on  earth,  good-will  toward  men. 
With  a keen  thrill  in  his  heart,  on  his 
knees  he  drew  the  charge  from  his  rifle* 
and  flung  it  down  a rift  in  the  rocks. 

“ Chrismus  Eve,”  he  murmured.  He  lean- 
ed his  empty  weapon  against  the  wall,  and 
strode  out  to  the  little  girl  who  was  perched 
up  on  the  trough. 

“Chrismus  gift,  Cunnel!”  he  cried, 
cheerily.  “ Ter-morrer’s  Chrismus.” 

The  echoes  caught  the  word.  In  vibra- 
tory jubilance  they  repeated  it.  “Chris- 
mus!” rang  from  the  roof,  scintillating 
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with  calc-spar ; 4 4 Chrismus  I”  sounded  from 
the  colonnade  of  stalactites  that  hung 
down  to  meet  the  uprising  stalagmites; 
44 Chrismus!”  repeated  the  walls  incrust- 
ed  with  roses  that,  shut  in  from  the  light 
and  the  fresh  air  of  heaven,  bloomed  for- 
ever in  the  stone.  Was  ever  chorus  so 
sweet  as  this? 

It  reached  Tobe  Gryce,  who  stood  at  his 
improvised  corn-bin.  With  a bundle  of 
fodder  still  in  his  arms  he  stepped  forward. 
There  beside  the  little  Colonel  and  the 
black  mare  he  beheld  a man  seated  upon 
an  inverted  half -bushel  measure,  peace- 
fully lighting  his  pipe  with  a bunch  of 
straws  which  he  kindled  at  the  lantern 
on  the  ash-hopper. 

The  rangers  black  eyes  were  wide  with 
wonder  at  this  intrusion, and  angrily  flash- 
ed. He  connected  it  at  once  with  the  at- 
tack on  the  stable.  The  hair  on  his  low 
forehead  rose  bristlingly  as  he  frowned. 
Yet  he  realized  with  a quaking  heart  that 
he  was  helpless.  He,  although  the  crack 
shot  of  the  county,  would  not  have  fired 
while  the  Colonel  was  within  two  yards  of 
his  mark,  for  the  State  of  Tennessee. 

He  stood  his  ground  with  stolid  courage 
—a  target. 

Then,  with  a start  of  surprise,  he  per- 
ceived that  the  intruder  was  unarmed. 
Twenty  feet  away  his  rifle  stood  against 
the  wall. 

Tobe  Gryce  was  strangely  shaken.  He 
experienced  a sudden  revolt  of  credulity. 
This  was  surely  a dream. 

44  Ain't  that  thar  Luke  Todd  ? Why  air 
ye  a- waitin’  thar  ?”  he  called  out  in  ahusky 
undertone. 

Todd  glanced  up, and  took  his  pipe  from 
his  mouth ; it  was  now  fairly  alight. 

“Ease  it  be  Chrismus  Eve,  Tobe,”  he 
said,  gravely. 

The  ranger  stared  for  a moment ; then 
came  forward  and  gave  the  fodder  to  the 
mare,  pausing  now  and  then  and  looking 
with  oblique  distrust  down  upon  Luke  as 
he  smoked  his  pipe. 

4iI  want  ter  tell  ye,  Tobe,  ez  some  o’ 
the  mounting  boys  air  a-sarchin  fur  ye 
outside.” 

“Who  air  they?”  asked  the  ranger, 
calmly. 

His  tone  was  so  natural,  his  manner  so 
unsuspecting,  that  a new  doubt  began  to 
stir  in  Luke  Todd’s  mind. 

“What  ails  ye  ter  keep  the  mare  down 
hyar,  Tobe  ?”  he  asked,  suddenly.  44  ’Pears 
like  ter  me  ez  that  be  powerful  comical.” 
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“Ease,”  said  Tobe,  reasonably,  “some 
durned  horse-thieves  kem  arter  her  one 
night.  I fired  at  ’em.  I hain’t  hearn  on 
’em  sence.  An’  so  I jes  hid  the  mare.” 

Todd  was  puzzled.  He  shifted  his  pipe 
in  his  mouth.  Finally  he  said:  4 4 Some 
folks  Towed  ez  ye  hed  no  right  ter  take  up 
that  mare,  bein’  ez  ye  war  the  ranger.” 

Tobe  Gryce  whirled  round  abruptly. 

44  What  war  I a-goin’  ter  do,  then?  Feed 
the  critter  fur  nuthin  till  the  triflin’  scamp 
ez  owned  her  kem  arter  her  ? I couldn’t 
work  her  ’thout  takin’  her  up  an’  hevin  her 
appraised.  Thar’s  a law  agin  sech.  An’  I 
couldn’t  git  somebody  ter  toll  her  off  an’ 
take  her  up.  That  ain’t  fair.  What  ought 
I ter  liev  done  ?” 

44  Wa’al,”  said  Luke,  drifting  into  argu- 
ment, “the  town-folks  Tow  ez  ye  hev  got 
nuthin  ter  prove  it  by,  the  stray-book  an’ 
records  bein’  burnt.  The  town-folks  Tow 
ez  ye  can’t  prove  by  writin’  an’  sech  ez  ye 
ever  tried  ter  find  the  owner.” 

“The  town -folks  air  fairly  sodden  in 
foolishness,”  exclaimed  the  ranger,  indig- 
nantly. 

He  drew  from  his  ample  pocket  a roll 
of  ragged  newspapers,  and  pointed  with 
his  great  thumb  at  a paragraph.  And 
Luke  Todd  read  by  the  light  of  the  lan- 
tern the  advertisement  and  description  of 
the  estray  printed  according  to  law  in  the 
nearest  newspaper. 

The  newspaper  was  so  infrequent  a fac- 
tor in  the  lives  of  the  mountain  gossips 
that  this  refutation  of  their  theory  had 
never  occurred  to  them. 

The  sheet  was  trembling  in  Luke  Todd’s 
hand;  his  eyes  filled;  the  cavern  with 
its  black  distances,  its  walls  close  at  hand 
sparkling  with  delicate  points  of  whitest 
light ; the  yellow  flare  of  the  lantern ; the 
grotesque  shadows  on  the  ground ; the  fair 
little  girl  with  her  golden  hair;  the  sleek 
black  mare ; the  burly  figure  of  the  ran- 
ger— all  the  scene  swayed  before  him. 

He  remembered  the  gracious  vision  that 
had  saluted  him;  he  shuddered  at  the 
crime  from  which  he  was  rescued.  Pity 
him  because  he  knew  naught  of  the  sci- 
ence of  optics;  of  the  bewildering  effects 
of  a sudden  burst  of  light  upon  the  deli- 
cate mechanism  of  the  eye;  of  the  vaga- 
ries of  illusion. 

“Tobe,”  he  said,  in  a solemn  voice — all 
the  echoes  were  bated  to  awed  whispers 
— “I  hev  been  gin  ter  view  a vision  this 
night,  bein’  ’twar  Chrismus  Eve.  An’  now 
I want  ter  shake  hands  on  it  fur  peace.” 
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Then  he  told  the  whole  story,  regard- 
less of  the  ranger’s  demonstrations,  albeit 
they  were  sometimes  violent  enough. 
Tobe  sprang  up  with  a snort  of  rage,  his 
eyes  flashing,  his  thick  tongue  stumbling 
with  the  curses  crowding  upon  it,  when 
he  realized  the  suspicions  rife  against  him 
at  the  county  town.  But  he  stood  with 
his  clinched  hand  slowly  relaxing,  and 
with  the  vague  expression  which  one 
wears  who  looks  into  the  past,  as  he  listen- 
ed to  the  recital  of  Madeline’s  pilgrimage 
in  the  snowy  wintry  dawn.  “Mighty 
few  folks  hev  got  a wife  ez  set  store  by 
’em  like  that,”  Luke  remarked,  imper- 
sonally. 

The  ranger’s  rejoinder  seemed  irrelevant. 

“Madeliny  be  a-goin’  ter  see  a power- 
ful differ  arter  this,”  he  said,  and  fell  to 
musing. 

Snow,  fatigue,  and  futility  destroyed 
the  ardor  of  the  lynching  party  after  a 
time,  and  they  dispersed  to  their  homes. 
Little  was  said  of  this  expedition  after- 
ward, and  it  became  quite  impossible  to 
find  a man  who  would  admit  having  join- 
ed it.  For  the  story  went  the  rounds  of 
the  mountain  that  there  had  been  a mis- 
take as  to  unfair  dealing  on  the  part  of 
the  ranger,  and  Luke  Todd  was  quite  con- 
tent to  accept  from  the  county  treasury 


half  the  sum  of  the  mare’s  appraisement 
— with  the  deduction  of  the  stipulated  per 
cent,  which  Tobe  Gryce  had  paid,  the  re- 
ceipt for  which  he  produced. 

The  gossips  complained,  however,  that 
after  all  this  was  settled  according  to  law, 
Tobe  wouldn’t  keep  the  mare,  and  insist- 
ed that  Luke  should  return  to  him  the 
money  he  had  paid  into  the  treasury,  half 
her  value,  “bein’  so  brigaty  he  wouldn’t 
own  Ltike  Todd’s  beast.  An'  Luke  agreed 
ter  so  do ; but  he  didn’t  wanter  be  outdone, 
so  fur  the  keep  o’  the  filly  he  gin  the 
Cunnel  a heifer.  An’  Tobe  war  mighty 
nigh  tickled  ter  death  fur  the  Cunnel 
ter  hev  a cow  o’  her  own.” 

And  now  when  December  skies  darken 
above  Lonesome  Cove,  and  the  snow  in 
dizzying  whirls  sifts  softly  down,  and  the 
gaunt  brown  leafless  heights  are  clothed 
with  white  as  with  a garment,  and  the 
wind  whistles  and  shouts  shrilly,  and 
above  the  great  crag  loom  the  distant 
mountains,  and  below  are  glimpsed  the 
long  stretches  of  the  valley,  the  two  men 
remember  the  vision  that  illumined  the 
cavernous  solitudes  that  night,  and  bless 
the  gracious  power  that  sent  salvation 
’way  down  to  Lonesome  Cove,  and  cherish 
peace  and  good-will  for  the  sake  of  a lit- 
tle Child  that  lay  in  a manger. 


THE  GARROTERS. 
(a  farce.) 


AT  the  window  of  her  apartment  in 
Hotel  Bellingham, Mrs.  Roberts  stands 
looking  out  into  the  early  night-fall.  A 
heavy  snow  is  driving  without,  and  from 
time  to  time  the  rush  of  the  wind  and  the 
sweep  of  the  flakes  against  the  panes  are 
heard.  At  the  sound  of  hurried  steps  in 
the  anteroom,  Mrs.  Roberts  turns  from  the 
window,  and  runs  to  the  porti&re,  through 
which  she  puts  her  head. 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Is  that  you,  Edward? 
So  dark  here!  We  ought  really  to  keep 
the  gas  turned  up  all  the  time.” 

Mr.  Roberts,  in  a muffled  voice,  from 
without:  “Yes,  it’s  I.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Well,  hurry  in  to  the 
fire,  do ! Ugh,  what  a storm ! Do  you  sup- 
pose anybody  will  come?  You  must  be 
half  frozen , you  poor  th ing ! Come  quick, 
or  you’ll  certainly  perish  !”  She  flies  from 
the  2)°rtiere  to  the  fire  burning  on  the 
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hearth,  pokes  it,  flings  on  a log,  jumps 
back,  brushes  from  her  dress  with  a light 
shriek  the  sparks  driven  out  upon  it,  and 
continues  talking  incessantly  in  a voice 
lifted  for  her  husband  to  hear  in  the  ante- 
room. “ If  I’d  dreamed  it  was  any  such 
storm  as  this,  I should  never  have  let  you 
go  out  in  it  in  the  world.  It  wasn’t  at  all 
necessary  to  have  the  flowers.  I could 
have  got  on  perfectly  well,  and  I believe 
now  the  table  would  look  better  without 
them.  The  chrysanthemums  would  have 
been  quite  enough;  and  I know  you’ve 
taken  more  cold.  I could  tell  it  by  your 
voice  as  soon  as  you  spoke;  and  just  as 
quick  as  they’re  gone  to-night  I’m  going 
to  have  you  bathe  your  feet  in  mustard 
and  hot  water,  and  take  eight  of  aconite, 
and  go  straight  to  bed.  And  I don’t 
want  you  to  eat  very  much  at  dinner, 
dear,  and  you  must  be  sure  not  to  drink 
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any  coffee,  or  the  aconite  won't  be  of  the 
least  use  n She  turns  and  encounters  tier 
husband,  who  enters  through  the  portiere. 
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his  face  pale,  his  eves  yeild,  his  white  neck- 
tie pulled  out  of  knot,  and  his  shirt  frout 
rumpled  Why,  134 ward,  what  in  the 
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world  is  the  matter  ? What  has  happen- 
ed ?” 

Roberts,  sinking  into  a chair:  “ Get  me 
a glass  of  water,  Agnes — wine — whiskey — 
brandy — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  bustling  wildly  about: 
“Yes,  yes.  But  what — Bella!  Bridget! 
Maggy! — Oh,  I’ll  go  for  it  myself,  and  I 
won't  stop  to  listen ! Only — only  don't 
die!”  While  Roberts  remains  with  his 
eyes  shut  aud  his  head  sunk  on  his  breast 
in  token  of  extreme  exhaustion,  she  disap- 
pears and  re-appears  through  the  door  lead- 
ing to  her  chamber,  and  then  through  the 
portibre  cutting  off  the  dining-room.  She 
finally  descends  upon  her  husband  with  a 
flagon  of  cologne  in  one  hand,  a small  de- 
canter of  brandy  in  the  other,  and  a wine- 
glass held  in  the  hollow  of  her  arm  against 
her  breast.  She  contrives  to  set  the  glass 
down  on  the  mantel,  and  fill  it  from  the 
flagon,  then  she  turns  with  the  decanter 
in  her  hand, and  while  she  presses  the  glass 
to  her  husband’s  lips,  begins  to  pour  the 
brandy  on  his  head.  “Here!  this  will 
revive  you,  and  it  ’ll  refresh  you  to  have 
this  cologne  on  your  head.” 

Roberts,  rejecting  a mouthful  of  the  co- 
logne with  a furious  sputter,  and  spring- 
ing to  his  feet:  “Why,  you’ve  given  me 
the  cologne  to  drink,  Agnes ! What  are 
you  about?  Do  you  want  to  poison  me? 
Isn’t  it  enough  to  be  robbed  at  six  o’clock 
on  the  Common,  without  having  your  head 
soaked  in  brandy,  and  your  whole  system 
scented  up  like  a barber's  shop,  when  you 
get  home  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Robbed  ?”  She  drops  the 
wine-glass,  puts  the  decanter  down  on  the 
hearth,  and  carefully  bestowing  the  flagon 
of  cologne  in  the  wood-box,  abandons  her- 
self to  justice:  “Then  let  them  come  for 
me  at  once,  Edward ! If  I could  have  the 
heart  to  send  you  out  in  such  a night  as 
this  for  a few  wretched  rose-buds,  I’m 
quite  equal  to  poisoning  you.  Oh,  Edward ! 
who  robbed  you  ?” 

Roberts:  “That’s  what  I don’t  know.” 
He  continues  to  wipe  his  head  with  his 
handkerchief,  and  to  sputter  a little  from 
time  to  time.  “All  I know  is  that  when 
I got — phew! — to  that  dark  spot  by  the 
Frog  Pond,  just  by — phew! — that  little 
group  of— phew  ! — evergreens, you  know — 
phew ! — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Yes,  yes;  go  on  ! I can 
bear  it,  Edward.” 

Roberts : “ — a man  brushed  heavily 
against  me,  and  then  hurried  on  in  the 


other  direction.  I had  unbuttoned  my 
coat  to  look  at  my  watch  under  the  lamp 
post,  and  after  he  struck  against  me  I 
clapped  my  hand  to  my  waistcoat,  and— 
phew ! — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “ W aistcoat ! Yes  !” 

Roberts:  “ — found  my  watch  gone.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “ What ! Your  watch  ? 
The  watch  Willis  gave  you  ? Made  out 
of  the  gold  that  he  mined  himself  when 
he  first  went  out  to  California?  Don’t 
ask  me  to  believe  it,  Edward ! But  I’m 
only  too  glad  that  you  escaped  with  your 
life.  Let  them  have  the  watch  and  wel- 
come. Oh,  my  dear,  dear  husband !”  She 
approaches  him  with  extended  arms,  and 
then  suddenly  arrests  herself.  “But  you’ve 
got  it  on !” 

Roberts,  with  as  much  returning  digni- 
ty as  can  comport  with  his  dishevelled  ap- 
pearance : “ Yes ; I took  it  from  him.  ” At 
his  wife’s  speechless  astonishment:  “I 
went  after  him  and  took  it  from  him.'’ 
He  sits  down,  and  continues  with  resolute 
calm,  while  his  wife  remains  standing  be- 
fore him  motionless:  “Agnes,  I don’t 
know  how  I came  to  do  it.  I wouldn't 
have  believed  I could  do  it.  I’ve  never 
thought  that  I had  much  courage — phys- 
ical courage;  but  when  I felt  my  watch 
was  gone,  a sort  of  frenzy  came  over  me. 

I wasn't  hurt;  and  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life  I realized  what  an  abominable  outrage 
theft  was.  The  thought  that  at  six  o’clock 
in  the  evening,  in  the  very  heart  of  a 
great  city  like  Boston,  an  inoffensive  citi- 
zen could  be  assaulted  and  robbed,  made 
me  furious.  I didn’t  call  out.  I simply 
buttoned  my  coat  tight  round  me  and 
turned  and  ran  after  the  fellow.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “ Edward !” 

Roberts:  “Yes,  I did.  He  hadn’t  got 
half  a dozen  rods  away — it  all  took  place 
in  a flash — and  I could  easily  run  him 
down.  He  was  considerably  larger  than 
I—” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “Oh !” 

Roberts : “ — and  he  looked  young  and 
very  athletic;  but  these  things  didn't 
seem  to  make  any  impression  on  me.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “ Oh,  I wonder  that  you 
live  to  tell  the  tale,  Edward !” 

Roberts:  “Well,  I wonder  a little  at 
mvself.  I don’t  set  up  for  a great  deal 
of—” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “But  I always  knew  you 
had  it!  Go  on.  Oh,  when  I tell  Willis 
of  this ! Had  the  robber  any  accomplices  ? 
Were  there  many  of  them  ?” 
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Roberts : “I  only  saw  one.  And  I saw 
that  my  only  chance  was  to  take  him  at  a 
disadvantage.  I sprang  upon  him,  and 
pulled  him  over  on  his  back.  I merely 
said,  4 I'll  trouble  you  for  that  watch  of 
mine,  if  you  please, ’ jerked  open  his  coat, 
snatched  the  watch  from  his  pocket — I 
broke  the  chain,  I see — and  then  left  him 
and  ran  again.  He  didn't  make  the  slight- 
est resistance,  nor  utter  a word.  Of  course 
it  wouldn’t  do  for  him  to  make  any  noise 
about  it,  and  I dare  say  he  was  glad  to 
get  off  so  easily.”  With  affected  noncha- 
lance: 44  I’m  pretty  badly  rumpled,  I see. 
He  fell  against  me,  and  a scuffle  like  that 
doesn't  improve  one’s  appearance.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , very  solemnly : ‘‘Edward ! 
I don't  know  what  to  say!  Of  course 
it  makes  my  blood  run  cold  to  realize 
what  you’ve  been  through,  and  to  think 
what  might  have  happened;  but  I think 
you  behaved  splendidly.  Why,  I never 
heard  of  such  perfect  heroism!  You 
needn't  tell  me  that  he  made  no  resistance. 
There  was  a deadly  struggle — your  neck- 
tie and  everything  about  you  shows  it. 
And  you  needn’t  think  there  was  only  one 
of  them — ” 

Roberts , modestly:  “I  don’t  believe 
there  was  more.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Nonsense!  There  are 
aluxiys  two!  I've  read  the  accounts  of 
those  garrotings.  And  to  think  you  not 
only  got  out  of  their  clutches  alive,  but  got 
you  r property  back — W illis’s  watch ! Oh , 
what  will  Willis  say  ? But  I know  how 
proud  of  you  he’ll  be.  Oh,  I wish  I could 
scream  it  from  the  house-tops.  Why 
didn't  you  call  the  police  ?” 

Roberts:  “ I didn’t  think — I hadn’t  time 
to  think.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “No  matter.  I’m  glad 
you  have  all  the  glory  of  it.  I don’t  be- 
lieve you  half  realize  what  you’ve  been 
through  now.  And  perhaps  this  was  the 
robbers’  first  attempt,  and  it  will  be  a les- 
son to  them.  Oh  yes!  I’m  glad  you  let 
them  escape,  Edward.  They  may  have 
families.  If  every  one  behaved  as  you’ve 
done,  there  would  soon  be  an  end  of  gar- 
roting.  But,  oh!  I can’t  bear  to  think  of 
the  danger  you've  run.  And  I want  you 
to  promise  me  never,  never  to  undertake 
such  a thing  again !” 

Roberts  : “Well,  I don’t  know — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Yes,  yes;  you  must! 
Suppose  you  had  got  killed  in  that  awful 
struggle  with  those  reckless  wretches  tug- 
ging to  get  away  from  you ! Think  of  the 


children ! Why,  you  might  have  burst  a 
blood-vessel!  Will  you  promise,  Edwards 
Promise  this  instant,  on  your  bended 
knees,  just  as  if  you  were  in  a court  of  jus- 
tice !”  Mrs.  Roberts’s  excitement  mounts, 
and  she  flings  herself  at  her  husband’s  feet, 
and  pulls  his  face  down  to  hers  with  the 
arm  she  has  thrown  about  hisneck.  “Will 
you  promise?” 

Mrs . Crashaw , entering  unobserved: 
“Promise  you  what,  Agnes?  The  man 
doesn’t  smoke  now.  What  more  can  you 
ask  ?”  She  starts  back  from  the  spectacle 
of  Roberts's  disordered  dress.  “Why, 
what’s  happened  to  you,  Edward  ?” 

Mr 8.  Roberts , springing  to  her  feet: 
“ Oh,  you  may  well  ask  that,  Aunt  Mary ! 
Happened  ? You  ought  to  fall  down  and 
worship  him ! And  you  will  when  you 
know  what  he’s  been  through.  He’s  been 
robbed !” 

Mr 8.  Crashaw : “ Robbed  ? What  non- 
sense! Who  robbed  him?  Where  was 
he  robbed  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “He  was  attacked  by 
two  garroters — ” 

Roberts  : “ No,  no — ” 

Mr 8.  Roberts : “Don’t  speak,  Edward! 
I know  there  were  two.  On  the  Common. 
Not  half  an  hour  ago.  As  he  was  going 
to  get  me  some  rose-buds.  In  the  midst  of 
this  terrible  storm.” 

Mrs . Crashaw : “Is  this  true,  Edward?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “ Don’t  answer,  Edward ! 
One  of  the  band  threw  his  arm  round  Eld- 
ward’s  neck— so.”  She  illustrates  by  gar- 
roting  Mrs.  Crashaw,  who  disengages  her- 
self with  difficulty. 

Mr 8.  Crashaw : “Mercy,  child!  What 
are  you  doing  to  my  lace  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “And  the  other  one 
snatched  his  watch,  and  ran  as  fast  as  he 
could.” 

Mrs.Crashaw : “Willis’s watch?  Why, 
he’s  got  it  on.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , with  proud  delight:  “ Ex- 
actly what  I said  when  he  told  me.”  Then, 
very  solemnly:  “And  do  you  know  why 
he’s  got  it  on  ? — ’Sh,  ICdward ! I will  tell ! 
Because  he  ran  after  them  and  took  it 
back  again.” 

Mrs.  Crashatv  : “Why,  they  might 
have  killed  him !” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Of  course  they  might. 
But  Edward  didn’t  care.  The  idea  of 
being  robbed  at  six  o’clock  on  the  Com- 
mon made  him  so  furious  that  he  scorned 
to  cry  out  for  help,  or  call  the  police,  or 
anything;  but  he  just  ran  after  them — ” 
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Roberts : 4 4 Agnes ! Agnes ! There  was 
only  one.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Nonsense,  Edward! 
How  could  you  tell,  so  excited  as  you 
were  ?^— And  caught  hold  of  the  largest 
of  the  wretches — a perfect  young  giant — ” 

Roberts:  “No,  no;  not  a giant , my 
dear.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Well,  he  was  young , 
anyway ! — And  flung  him  on  the  ground.” 
She  advances  upon  Mrs.  Crashaw  in  her 
enthusiasm. 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Don’t  you  fling  me 
on  the  ground,  Agnes!  I won’t  have  it.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : 4 4 And  tore  his  coat  open, 
while  all  the  rest  were  tugging  at  him, 
and  snatched  his  watch,  and  then— and 
then  just  walked  coolly  away.” 

Roberts:  “No,  my  dear;  I ran  as  fast 
as  I could.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “Well,  ran.  It’s  quite 
the  same  thing,  and  I’m  just  as  proud  of 
you  as  if  you  had  walked.  Of  course  you 
were  not  going  to  throw  your  life  away.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “I  think  he  did  a very 
silly  thing  in  going  after  them  at  all.” 

Roberts : “ Why,  of  course,  if  I’d  thought 
twice  about  it,  I shouldn’t  have  done  it.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “Of  course  you  wouldn’t, 
dear!  And  that’s  what  I want  him  to 
promise,  Aunt  Mary:  never  to  do  it  again, 
no  matter  how  much  he’s  provoked.  I 
want  him  to  promise  it  right  here  in  your 
presence,  Aunt  Mary!” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “ I think  it’s  much  more 
important  he  should  put  on  another  col- 
lar and — shirt,  if  he’s  going  to  see  com- 
pany.” 

Mr 8.  Roberts:  “Yes:  go  right  off  at 
once,  Edward.  How  you  do  think  of 
things,  Aunt  Mary!  I really  suppose  I 
should  have  gone  on  all  night  and  never 
noticed  his  looks.  Run,  Edward,  and  do 
it,  dear.  But — kiss  me  first!  Oh,  it  don't 
seem  as  if  you  could  be  alive  and  well 
after  it  all!  Are  you  sure  you’re  not 
hurt  ?” 

Roberts , embracing  her:  44 No;  I’m  all 
right.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : 44  And  you’re  not  injured 
internally  ? Sometimes  they’re  injured 
internally — aren’t  they,  Aunt  Mary? — and 
it  doesn’t  show  till  months  afterward. 
Are  you  sure  ?” 

Roberts , making  a cursory  examination 
of  his  ribs  with  his  hands:  “Yes,  I think 
so.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  44  And  you  don’t  feel  any 
bad  effects  from  the  cologne,  nowi  Just 
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think,  Aunt  Mary,  I gave  him  cologne  to 
drink,  and  poured  the  brandy  on  his  head, 
when  he  came  in!  But  I was  determined 
to  keep  calm,  whatever  I did.  And  if  I’ve 
poisoned  him  I’m  quite  willing  to  die  for 
it.  Oh,  quite!  I would  gladly  take  the 
blame  of  it  before  the  whole  world.” 

Mr 8.  Crashaw : 4 4 Well,  for  pity’s  sake, 
let  the  man  go  and  make  himself  decent. 
There’s  your  bell,  now.” 

Mr 8.  Roberts:  “Yes,  do  go,  Edward. 
But — kiss  me — ” 

Mrs.  Crashaiv : “He  did  ki$s  you,  Ag- 
nes. Don’t  be  a simpleton !” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Did  he?  Well,  kiss  me 
again,  then,  Edward.  And  now  do  go, 
dear.  M-m-m-m.”  The  inarticulate  en- 
dearments represented  by  these  signs  termi- 
nate in  a wild  embrace,  protracted  half- 
way across  the  room,  in  the  height  of 
which  Mr.  Willis  Campbell  enters. 

Willis , pausing  in  contemplation : 

44  Hello ! What’s  the  matter  ? What’s  she 
trying  to  get  out  of  you,  Roberts  ? Don’t 
you  do  it,  anyway,  old  fellow.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , in  an  ecstasy  of  satisfac- 
tion : 44  Willis ! Oh,  you’ve  come  in  time 
to  see  him  just  as  he  is.  Look  at  him, 
Willis!”  In  the  excess  of  her  emotion 
she  twitches  her  husband  about,  and  with 
his  arm  fast  in  her  clutch,  presents  him  in 
the  disadvantageous  effect  of  having  just 
been  taken  into  custody.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstances Roberts’s  attempt  at  an  expres- 
sion of  diffident  heroism  fails;  he  looks 
sneaking,  he  looks  guilty,  and  his  eyes  fall 
under  the  astonished  regard  of  his  bro- 
ther-in-law. 

Willis:  44  What’s  the  matter  with  him  ? 
What’s  he  been  doing  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “’Sh,  Edward! — What’s 
he  been  doing  ? What  does  he  look  as  if  he 
had  been  doing  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  44  Agnes — ” 

Willis:  “He  looks  as  if  he  had  been 
signing  the  pledge.  And  he — smells  like 
it.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “For  shame,  Willis!  I 
should  think  you’d  sink  through  the  floor. 
Edward,  not  a word!  I am  ashamed  of 
him,  if  he  is  my  brother.” 

Willis:  “Why,  what  in  the  world’s  up, 
Agnes  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts : 4 4 Up  ? He’s  been  robbed  ! 
— robbed  on  the  Common,  not  five  minutes 
ago!  A whole  gang  of  garroters  surround- 
ed him  under  the  Old  Elm —or  just  where 
it  used  to  be — and  took  his  watch  away ! 
And  he  ran  after  them,  and  knocked  the 
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largest  of  the  gang  down,  and  took  it  back 
again.  He  wasn’t  hurt,  but  we’re  afraid  he's 
been  injured  internally;  he  may  be  bleed- 
ing internally,  now — Oh,  do  you  think 
he  is,  Willis?  Don't  you  think  we  ought 
to  send  for  a physician  ? — That,  and  the  co- 
logne I gave  him  to  drink.  It’s  the  brandy 
I poured  on  his  head  makes  him  smell  so. 
And  he  all  so  exhausted  he  couldn’t  speak, 
and  I didn’t  know  what  I was  doing,  ei- 
ther ; but  he’s  promised — oh  yes,  he's  prom- 
ised!— never,  never  to  do  it  again.”  She 
again  flings  her  arms  about  her  husband, 
and  then  turns  proudly  to  her  brother. 

Willis:  “Do  you  know  what  it  means, 
Aunt  Mary  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “Not  in  the  least ! But 
I’ve  no  doubt  that  Edward  can  explain, 
after  lie's  changed  his  linen — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts : 4 4 Oh,  yes,  do  go,  Edward ! 
Not  but  what  I should  be  proud  and  hap- 
py to  have  you  appear  just  as  you  are  be- 
fore the  whole  world,  if  it  was  only  to  put 
Willis  down  with  his  jokes  about  your  ab- 
sent-mindedness, and  his  boastsabout  those 
California  desperadoes  of  his.” 

Roberts:  44 Come,  come,  Agnes!  I must 
protest  against  your — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  44  Oh,  I know  it  doesn’t 
become  me  to  praise  your  courage, darling ! 
But  I should  like  to  know  what  Willis 
would  have  done,  with  all  his  California 
experience,  if  a garroter  had  taken  his 
w atch  ?” 

Willis:  44  I should  have  let  him  keep  it, 
and  pay  five  dollars  a quarter  himself  for 
getting  it  cleaned  and  spoiled.  Anybody 
but  a literary  man  would.  How  many 
of  them  were  there,  Roberts  ?” 

Roberts : “ I only  saw  one.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “But  of  course  there 
were  more.  How  could  he  tell,  in  the 
dark  aud  excitement  ? And  the  one  he  did 
see  was  a perfect  giant ; so  you  can  imagine 
what  the  rest  must  have  been  like.” 

Willis:  “Did  you  really  knock  him 
down  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “ Knock  him  down?  Of 
course  he  did.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  14  Agnes,  will  you  hold 
your  tongue,  and  let  the  men  alone  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts , whimpering:  “I  can't, 
Aunt  Mary.  Amd  you  couldn’t,  if  it  was 
yours.” 

Roberts:  44 1 pulled  him  over  back- 
wards.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “There,  Willis!” 

Willis:  “And  grabbed  your  watch  from 
him  ?” 
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Roberts:  “I  was  in  quite  a frenzy;  I 
really  hardly  knew  what  I was  doing — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “And  he  didn’t  call  for 
the  police,  or  anything — ” 

Willis:  44  Ah,  that  showed  presence  of 
mind!  He  knew  it  wouldn’t  have  been 
any  use.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “And  when  he  had  got 
his  watch  away  from  them,  he  just  let  them 
go,  because  they  had  families  dependent 
on  them.” 

Willis:  “ I should  have  let  them  go  in 
the  first  place,  but  you  behaved  handsome- 
ly in  the  end,  Roberts;  there’s  no  denying 
that.  And  when  you  came  in  she  gave 
you  cologne  to  drink,  and  poured  brandy 
on  your  head.  It  must  have  revived  you. 

I should  think  it  would  wake  the  dead.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “I  was  all  excitement, 
Willis-” 

Willis:  44 No,  I should  think  from  the 
fact  that  you  had  set  the  decanter  here  on 
the  hearth,  and  put  your  cologne  into  the 
wood-box,  you  were  perfectly  calm,  Ag- 
nes.” He  takes  them  up  and  hands  them 
to  her.  44  Quite  as  calm  as  usual.”  The 
door-bell  rings. 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  44  Willis,  will  you  let 
that  ridiculous  man  go  away  and  make 
himself  presentable  before  people  begin  to 
come?”  The  bell  rings  violently,  peal 
upon  peal. 

Mrs.  Roberts : 4 4 Oh, my  goodness,  what’s 
that  ? It’s  the  garroters — I know  it  is ; and 
we  shall  all  be  murdered  in  our  beds!” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “What  in  the  world 
can  it — ” 

Willis : 44  Why  don't  your  girl  answer 
the  bell,  Agnes  ? Or  I’ll  go,  myself.”  The 
bell  rings  violently  again. 

Mrs.  Roberts:  44  No,  Will  is,  you  sha’n’t! 
Don’t  leave  me,  Edward!  Aunt  Mary!— 

Oh,  if  we  must  die,  let  us  all  die  together! 

Oh, my  poor  children  ! Ugh!  What’s  that?” 
The  servant-maid  opens  the  outer  door, 
and  uttering  a shriek,  rushes  in  through 
the  drawing-room  portiere. 

Bella,  the  Maid:  44  Oh,  my  goodness! 
Mrs.  Roberts,  it’s  Mr.  Beinis!” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “ Which  Mr.  Bemis  ?” 

Roberts : 44  What’s  the  matter  with  him  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  44  Why  doesn’t  she  show 
him  in  ?” 

Willis:  44  Has  he  been  garroting  some- 
body too  ?” 

Mr.  Bemis , appearing  through  the  por- 
tiere: 44 1 — I beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Rob- 
erts. I oughtn't  to  present  myself  in  this 
state — I — But  I thought  I'd  better  stop  on 
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my  way  home  imd  report,  so  that  my  son  Bemis : coming’  through  the  Gom- 

nerdn't  be  alarmed  at  my  absence  when  m<m — 

he  corner.  I — He  stops,  exhausted,  ami  lifts,  Roberts:  11  Vr$,  Edu'ard  was  com- 
regards  the  others  with  a wild  stare,  while  ing  through  the  Common." 
they  stand  taking  note  of  his  disordered  Bonus:  u — of  my  watch—" 
coat,  his  torn  vest,  and  his  tumbled  hat.  Mrs.  Roberts,  m rapturous  admiration 
* IVe  just  been  robbed—'*  of  the  coincidence:  “ Oh.  and  it  was  Ed* 

Mrs.  Roberts:  vV  Robbed?  Why,  Ed-  ward's  iratch  they  took!" 
ward  has --beet)  robbed  too/'  Willis-:  ’ * It's  a parallel  case,  Agnes. 
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Pour  him  out  a glass  of  cologne  to  drink, 
and  rub  his  head  with  brandy.  And  you 
might  let  him  sit  down  and  rest  while 
you’re  enjoying  the  excitement.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , in  hospitable  remorse: 
“ Oh,  what  am  I thinking  of!  Here,  Ed- 
ward— or  no,  you’re  too  weak,  you  mustn’t. 
Willis,  you  help  me  to  help  him  to  the 
sofa.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “I  think  you’d  better 
help  him  off  with  his  overcoat  and  his 
arctics.”  To  the  maid:  “Here,  Bella,  if 
you  haven’t  quite  taken  leave  of  your  wits, 
undo  his  shoes.” 

Roberts:  “771  help  him  off  with  his 
coat — ” 

Bemis : “ Careful ! careful ! I may  be 
injured  internally.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Oh,  if  you  only  were , 
Mr.  Bemis,  perhaps  I could  persuade  Ed- 
ward that  he  was  too:  I know  he  is.  Ed- 
ward, don’t  exert  yourself ! Aunt  Mary, 
will  you  stop  him,  or  do  you  all  wish  to 
see  me  go  distracted  here  before  your 
eyes  ?” 

Willis , examining  the  overcoat  which 
Roberts  has  removed:  “Well,  you  won’t 
have  much  trouble  buttoning  and  unbut- 
toning this  coat  for  the  present.” 

Mr.  Bemis : 4 4 They  tore  it  open,  and  tore 
my  watch  from  my  vest  pocket — ” 

Willis,  looking  at  the  vest:  “I  see. 
Pretty  lively  work.  Were  there  many 
of  them  ?” 

Bemis:  “ There  must  have  been  two,  at 
least—” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “ There  were  half  a doz- 
en in  the  gang  that  attacked  Edward.” 

Bemis:  “One  of  them  pulled  me  vio- 
lently over  on  my  back — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  4 4 Edward’s  put  his  arm 
round  his  neck  and  choked  him.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : 4 4 Agnes !” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “I  know  he  did,  Aunt 
Mary.” 

Bemis  : “ And  the  other  tore  my  watch 
out  of  my  pocket.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “ Edward's — ” 

Mrs . Crashaw:  44  Agnes,  I’m  thorough- 
ly ashamed  of  you.  Will  you  stop  inter- 
rupting ?” 

Bemis:  “And  left  me  lying  in  the 
snow.” 

Mrs.  Roberts  : “ And  then  he  ran  after 
them,  and  snatched  his  watch  away  again 
in  spite  of  them  all ; and  he  didn’t  call  for 
the  police,  or  anything,  because  it  was 
their  first  offense,  and  he  couldn’t  bear  to 
think  of  their  suffering  families.” 

Dk;itL":y01" 


Bemis , with  a stare  of  profound  aston- 
ishment: “Who?” 

Mrs.  Roberts : 44  Edward.  Didn’t  I say 
Edward,  all  the  time  ?” 

Bemis : 44 1 thought  you  meant  me.  I 
didn’t  think  of  pursuing  them;  but  you 
may  be  very  sure  that  if  there  had  been  a 
policeman  within  call — of  course  there 
wasn’t  one  within  cannon-shot — I should 
have  handed  the  scoundrels  over  without 
the  slightest  remorse.” 

Roberts : “Oh !”  He  sinks  iuto  a chair 
with  a slight  groan. 

Willis : “ What  is  it  ?” 

Roberts:  44 ’Sh!  Don’t  say  anything. 
But — stav  here.  I want  to  speak  with 
you,  Willis.” 

Bemis , with  mounting  wrath:  “I 
should  not  have  hesitated  an  instant  to 
give  the  rascal  in  charge,  no  matter  who 
was  dependent  upon  him  — no  matter  if 
he  were  my  dearest  friend,  my  own  bro- 
ther.” 

Roberts , under  his  breath:  “Gracious 
powers !” 

Bemis:  “And  while  I am  very  sorry 
to  disagree  with  Mr.  Roberts,  I can’t  help 
feeling  that  he  made  a great  mistake  in 
allowing  the  ruffians  to  escape.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw , with  severity:  “I  think 
you  are  quite  right,  Mr.  Bemis.” 

Bemis:  “Probably  it  was  the  same 
gang  attacked  us  both.  After  escaping 
from  Mr.  Roberts  they  fell  upon  me.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “I  haven't  a doubt  of 
it.” 

Roberts , sotto  voce  to  his  brother-in- 
law:  “I  think  I’ll  ask  you  to  go  with  me 
to  my  room,  Willis.  Don’t  alarm  Agnes, 
please.  I — I feel  quite  faint.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , crest-fallen : “I  can’t  feel 
that  Edward  was  to  blame.  Ed — Oh,  1 
suppose  he’s  gone  off  to  make  himself  pre- 
sentable. But  Willis — Where’s  Willis, 
Aunt  Mary  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Probably  gone  with 
him  to  help  him.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Oh,  he  saw  how  un- 
strung poor  Edward  was!  Mr.  Bemis,  I 
think  you’re  quite  prejudiced.  How  could 
Edward  help  their  escaping  ? I think  it 
was  quite  enough  for  him,  single-handed, 
to  get  his  watch  back.”  A ring  at  the 
door,  and  then  a number  of  voices  in  the 
anteroom.  “ I do  believe  they’re  all  there ! 
I’ll  just  run  out  and  prepare  your  son. 
He  would  be  dreadfully  shocked  if  he 
came  right  in  upon  you.”  She  runs  into 
the  anteroom,  and  is  heard  without : 44  Oh, 
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Dr.  Lawton!  Oh,  Lou,  dear!  Oft , Mr. 
Bemis ! How  can  I ever  tell  you  ? Your 
poor  father ! No,  no,  I can't  tell  you ! You 
mustn’t  ask  me ! It's  too  hideous!  And 
you  wouldn’t  believe  me  if  I did.” 

Chorus  of  anguished  voices : “ What  ? 
what?  what?” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “They’ve  been  robbed! 
Garroted  on  the  Common ! And,  oft,  Dr. 
Lawton,  I’m  so  glad  you've  come!  They’re 
both  injured  internally,  but  I wish  you’d 
look  at  Edward  first.” 

Bemis:  “Good  heavens!  Is  that  Mrs. 
Roberts’s  idea  of  preparing  my  son  ? And 
his  poor  young  wife!”  He  addresses  his 
demand  to  Mrs.  Crashaw,  who  lifts  the 
hands  of  impotent  despair. 

II. 

In  Mr.  Roberts’s  dressing-room,  that 
gentleman  is  discovered  tragically  con- 
fronting Mr.  Willis  Campbell,  with  a watch 
uplifted  in  either  hand. 

Willis:  “Well?” 

Roberts , gasping:  “My — my  watch!” 

Willis : “ Yes.  How  comes  there  to  be 
two  of  it  ?” 

Roberts:  “Don’t  you  understand? 
When  I went  out  I — didn’t  take  my  watch 
— with  me.  I left  it  here  on  my  bureau.” 

Willis:  “Well?” 

Roberts : 4 4 Oh,  merciful  heavens ! don’t 
you  see  ? Then  I couldn’t  have  been 
robbed  1” 

Willis:  “Well,  but  whose  watch  did 
you  take  from  the  fellow  that  didn’t  rob 
you,  then  ?” 

Roberts:  “His  own!”  He  abandons 
himself  powerlessly  upon  a chair.  “Yes: 
I left  my  own  watch  here,  and  when  that 
person  brushed  against  me  in  the  Com- 
mon, I missed  it  for  the  first  time.  I sup- 
posed he  had  robbed  me,  and  ran  after 
him,  and — ” 

Willis:  “Robbed  him!" 

Roberts:  “Yes.” 

Willis : “Ah,  ha,  ha,  ha ! I,  hi,  hi,  hi ! 
O,  ho,  ho,  ho!”  He  yields  to  a series  of 
these  gusts  and  paroxysms,  bowing  up  and 
down,  and  stamping  to  and  fro,  and  final- 
ly sits  down  exhausted,  and  wipes  the 
tears  from  his  cheeks.  “Really,  this  thing 
will  kill  me.  What  are  you  going  to  do 
about  it,  Roberts  ?” 

Roberts , with  profound  dejection  and 
abysmal  solemnity : “I  don’t  know, 
Willis.  Don’t  you  see  that  it  must  have 
been— that  I must  have  robbed— Mr.  Be- 
mis ? ” 


Willis : 4 4 Bemis !”  After  a moment  for 
tasting  the  fact.  “Why,  so  it  was!  Oh, 
Lord ! oh,  Lord ! And  was  poor  old  Bemis 
that  burly  ruffian  ? that  blood-thirsty  gang 
of  giants  ? that — that — oh,  Lord ! oh,  Lord !” 
He  bows  his  head  upon  his  chair  back  in 
complete  exhaustion,  demanding,  feebly, 
as  he  gets  breath  for  the  successive  ques- 
tions, “What  are  you  going  to  d-o-o-o? 
What  shall  you  s-a-a-a-y  ? How  can  you 
expla-a-ain  it  ?” 

Roberts : “I  can  do  nothing.  I can  say 
nothing.  I can  never  explain  it.  I must 
go  to  Mr.  Bemis  and  make  a clean  breast 
of  it ; but  think  of  the  absurdity — the  ridi- 
cule!” 

Willis , after  a thoughtful  silence : “ Oh, 
it  isn’t  that  you’ve  got  to  think  of.  You’ve 
got  to  think  of  the  old  gentleman’s  sense 
of  injury  and  outrage.  Didn’t  you  hear 
what  he  said — that  he  would  have  hand- 
ed over  his  dearest  friend,  his  own  brother, 
to  the  police  ?” 

Roberts : But  that  was  in  the  supposi- 
tion that  his  dearest  friend,  his  own  bro- 
ther, had  intentionally  robbed  him.  You 
can’t  imagine,  Willis — ” 

Willis:  “Oh,  I can  imagine  a great 
many  things.  It’s  all  well  enough  for  you 
to  say  that  the  robbery  was  a mistake;  but 
it  was  a genuine  case  of  garroting,  as  far 
as  the  assault  and  taking  the  watch  go. 
He’s  a very  pudgicky  old  gentleman.” 

Roberts:  “He  is.” 

Willis:  4 4 And  I don’t  see  how  you’re 
going  to  satisfy  him  that  it  was  all  a joke. 
Joke  ? It  wasn't  a joke!  It  was  a real  as- 
sault and  a bona  fide  robbery,  and  Bemis 
can  prove  it.” 

Roberts : 4 4 But  he  would  never  insist — ” 

Willis : “ Oh,  I don’t  know  about  that. 
He’s  pretty  queer,  Bemis  is.  You  can’t  say 
what  an  old  gentleman  like  that  will  or 
won't  do.  If  he  should  choose  to  carry  it 
into  court — ” 

Roberts : 4 4 Court !” 

Willis:  “ — it  might  be  embarrassing. 
And  anyway  it  would  have  a very  strange 
look  in  the  papers.” 

Roberts : 4 4 The  papers ! Good  gracious !” 

Willis:  “Ten  years  from  now,  a man 
that  heard  you  mentioned  would  forget  all 
about  the  acquittal,  and  say:  ‘Roberts? 
Oh  yes!  Wasn’t  he  the  one  they  sent  to 
the  House  of  Correction  for  garroting  an 
old  friend  of  his  on  the  Common  ?’  You 
see  it  wouldn’t  do  to  go  and  make  a clean 
breast  of  it  to  Bemis.” 

Roberts:  “I see.” 
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Willis:  “What  will  you  do  ?” 

Roberts:  “I  must  never  say  anything 
to  him  about  it.  Just  let  it  go.” 

Willis:  “And  keep  his  watch  ? I don’t 
see  how  you  could  manage  that.  What 
would  you  do  with  the  watch  ? You  might 
sell  it,  of  course—” 

Roberts : “Oh  no ; I couldn't  do  that.” 

Willis:  “You  might  give  it  away  to 
some  deserving  person ; but  if  it  got  him 
into  trouble — ” 

Roberts:  “No,  no;  that  wouldn’t  do, 
either.” 

Willis:  “And  you  can’t  have  it  lying 
around;  Agnes  would  be  sure  to  find  it, 
sooner  or  later.” 

Roberts:  “Yes.” 

Willis:  “Besides,  there’s yourconscience. 
Your  conscience  wouldn’t  let  you  keep 
Bemis's  watch  away  from  him.  And  if  it 
would,  what  do  you  suppose  Agnes’s  con- 
science would  do  when  she  came  to  find  it 
out?  Agnes  hasn’t  got  much  of  a head — 
the  want  of  it  seems  to  grow  upon  her; 
but  she’s  got  a conscience  as  big  as  the  side 
of  a house.” 

Roberts:  “Oh,  I see,  I see.” 

Willis , coming  up,  and  standing  over 
him,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  : “ I tell 
you  what,  Roberts,  you’re  in  a box.” 

Roberts , abjectly:  “ I know  it,  Willis;  I 
know  it.  What  do  you  suggest  ? You 
must  know  some  way  out  of  it.” 

Willis:  “It  isn’t  a simple  matter  like 
telling  them  to  start  the  elevator  down 
when  they  couldn’t  start  her  up.  I’ve  got 
to  think  it  over.”  He  walks  to  and  fro, 
Roberts’s  eyes  helplessly  following  his 
movements.  ‘ 4 How  would  it  do  to — No, 
that  wouldn’t  do,  either.” 

Roberts : 4 4 What  wouldn’t  ?” 

Willis:  “Nothing.  I was  just  think- 
ing— I say,  you  might — Or,  no,  you 
couldn’t.” 

Roberts : “ Couldn’t  what  ?” 

Willis:  “Nothing.  But  if  you  were 
to—  No;  up  a stump  that  way  too.” 

Roberts : “Which  way  ? For  mercy’s 
sake,  my  dear  fellow,  don’t  seem  to  get  a 
clew  if  you  haven’t  it.  It’s  more  than  I 
can  bear.”  He  rises  and  desperately  con- 
fronts Willis  in  his  promenade.  “ If  you 
see  any  hope  at  all — ” 

Willis,  stopping:  “ Why,  if  you  were  a 
different  sort  of  fellow,  Roberts,  the  thing 
would  be  perfectly  easy.” 

Roberts:  4 4 Very  well,  then.  What 
sort  of  fellow  do  you  want  me  to  be  ? I'll 
be  any  sort  of  fellow  you  like.” 


Willis : “Oh,  but  you  couldn’t ! With 
that  face  of  yours,  and  that  confounded 
conscience  of  yours  behind  it,  you  would 
give  away  the  whitest  lie  that  was  ever 
told.” 

Roberts:  “Do  you  wish  me  to  lie? 
Very  well,  then,  I will  lie.  What  is  the 
lie  ?” 

Willis:  44  Ah,  now  you’re  talking  like 
a man ! I can  soon  think  up  a lie,  if  you’re 
game  for  it.  Suppose  it  wasn’t  so  very 
white  ? Say  a delicate  blonde  ?” 

Roberts:  “I  shouldn’t  care  if  it  were 
as  black  as  the  ace  of  spades.” 

Willis  : 4 4 Roberts,  I honor  you ! It  isn’t 
everybody  who  could  steal  an  old  gentle- 
man’s watch,  and  then  be  so  ready  to  lie 
out  of  it.  Well,  you  have  got  courage— 
both  kinds — moral  and  physical.” 

Roberts:  “Thank  you,  Willis.  Of 
course  I don’t  pretend  that  I should  be 
willing  to  lie,  under  ordinary  circum- 
stances. But  for  the  sake  of  Agnes  and 
the  children — I don’t  want  any  awkward- 
ness about  the  matter;  it  would  be  the 
death  of  me.  Well,  what  do  you  wish 
me  to  say?  Be  quick;  I don’t  believe  I 
could  hold  out  for  a great  while.  I don’t 
suppose  but  what  Mr.  Bemis  would  be  rea- 
sonable even  if  I — ” 

Willis:  44 I’m  afraid  we  couldn’t  trust 
him.  The  only  way  is  for  you  to  take 
the  bull  by  the  horns.” 

Roberts:  “Yes?” 

Willis : 44  You  will  not  only  have  to  lie, 
Roberts,  but  you  will  have  to  wear  an  air 
of  innocent  candor  at  the  same  time.” 

Roberts:  “I  — I’m  afraid  I couldn’t 
manage  that.  What  is  your  idea  ?” 

Willis : “Oh,  just  come  into  the  room 
with  a laugh,  when  we  go  back,  and  say, 
in  an  off-hand  way:  4By-the-way,  Agnes, 
Willis  and  I made  a remarkable  discovery 
in  my  dressing-room.  We  found  my 
watch  there  on  the  bureau.  Ha,  ha,  hal’ 
Do  you  think  you  could  do  it  ?” 

Roberts  : 44 1 — I don’t  know.” 

Willis : 44  Try  the  laugh  now.” 

Roberts : 44  I’d  rather  not — now.” 

Willis : 44  Well,  try  it,  anyway.” 

Roberts:  “Ha!  ha!  ha!” 

Willis : 4 4 Once  more.  ” 

Roberts:  “Ha!  ha!  ha!” 

Willis:  44  Pretty  ghastly.  But  I guess 
you  can  come  it.” 

Roberts:  “I’ll  try.  And  then  what?” 

Willis : 44  And  then  you  say:  4 1 hadn't 
put  it  on  when  I went  out,  and  when  I got 
after  that  fellow  and  took  it  back,  I was 
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simply  getting*  somebody  else’s  watch!’ 
Then  you  hold  out  both  watches  to  her, 
and  laugh  again.  Everybody  laughs,  and 
crowds  round  you  to  examine  the  watches, 
and  you  make  fun  and  crack  jokes  at  your 
own  expense  all  the  time,  and  pretty  soon 
old  Bemis  says:  ‘Why,  this  is  my  watch, 
now  /’  and  you  laugh  more  than  ever — ” 

Robei'ts:  “I’m  afraid  I couldn’t  laugh 
when  he  said  that.  I don’t  believe  I 
could  laugh.  It  would  make  my  blood 
run  cold.” 

Willis:  “Oh  no,  it  wouldn’t.  You'd 
be  in  the  spirit  of  it  by  that  time.” 

Roberts : 1 ‘ Do  you  think  so  ? Well  ?” 

Willis:  “And  then  you  say:  ‘Well, 
this  is  the  most  remarkable  coincidence  I 
ever  heard  of.  I didn’t  get  my  own  watch 
from  the  fellow,  but  J got  yours,  Mr.  Be- 
mis,’ and  then  you  hand  it  over  to  him, 
and  say,  ‘Sorry  I had  to  break  the  chain 
in  getting  it  from  him,’  and  then  every- 
body laughs  again,  and — and  that  ends  it.” 

Roberts,  with  a profound  sigh:  “Do 
you  think  that  would  end  it  ?” 

Willis:  “Why,  certainly.  It  ’ll  put  old 
Bemis  in  the  wrong,  don’t  you  see  ? It  ’ll 
show  that  instead  of  letting  the  fellow  es- 
cape to  go  and  rob  him , you  attacked  him 
and  took  Bemis’s  property  back  from  him 
yourself.  Bemis  wouldn’t  have  a word  to 
say.  All  you’ve  got  to  do  is  to  keep  up  a 
light,  confident  manner.” 

Roberts:  “But  what  if  it  shouldn’t  put 
Bemis  in  the  wrong?  What  if  he  shouldn't 
say  or  do  anything  that  we’ve  counted 
upon,  but  something  altogether  different  ?” 

Willis : “Well,  then,  you  must  trust  to 
inspiration,  and  adapt  yourself  to  circum- 
stances.” 

Roberts : “ W ouldn’t  it  be  rather  more  of 
a joke  to  come  out  with  the  facts  at  once  ?” 

Willis : 1 ‘ On  you  it  would.  And  a year 
from  now— say  next  Christmas— you  could 
get  the  laugh  on  Bemis,  that  way.  But 
if  you  were  to  risk  it  now,  there’s  no  tell- 
ing how  he’d  take  it.  He’s  so  indignant 
he  might  insist  upon  leaving  the  house. 
But  with  this  plan  of  mine — ” 

Roberts , in  despair:  “I  couldn’t,  Wil- 
lis. I don’t  feel  light,  and  I don’t  feel 
confident ; and  I couldn’t  act  it.  If  it  were 
a simple  lie — ” 

Willis:  “Oh,  lies  are  never  simple. 
They  require  the  exercise  of  all  your  in- 
genuity. If  you  want  something  simple, 
you  must  stick  to  the  truth,  and  throw 
yourself  on  Bemis’s  mercy.” 

Roberts,  walking  up  and  down  in  great 
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distress:  “I  can’t  do  it;  I can’t  do  it.  It’s 
very  kind  of  you  to  think  it  all  out  for  me ; 
but” — struck  by  a sudden  idea — “Wil- 
lis, why  shouldn’t  you  do  it  ?” 

Willis:  “I?” 

Roberts : ‘ ‘ You’re  good  at  those  things. 
You  have  so  much  aplomb,  you  know. 

You  could  carry  it  off,  you  know,  first- 
rate.” 

Willis,  as  if  finding  a certain  fascina- 
tion in  the  idea:  “Well,  I don’t  know — ” 

Robei'ts:  “And  I could  chime  in  on  the 
laugh.  I think  I could  do  that,  if  some- 
body else  was  doing  the  rest.” 

Willis,  after  a moment  of  silent  reflec- 
tion : “ I should  like  to  do  it.  I should  like 
to  see  how  old  Bemis  would  look  when  I 
played  it  on  him.  Roberts!  I will  do  it. 

Not  a word!  I should  like  to  do  it.  Now 
you  go  on  and  hurry  up  your  toilet,  old 
fellow;  you  needn’t  mind  me  here.  I’ll 
be  rehearsing.” 

Mrs . Roberts,  knocking  at  the  door, 
outside : “Edward,  are  you  never  coming?” 

Roberts:  “Yes,  yes;  I’ll  be  there  in  a 
minute,  my  dear.” 

Willis:  “Yes,  he’ll  be  there.  Run  along 
back,  and  keep  it  going  till  we  come.  Rob- 
erts, I wouldn’t  take  a thousand  dollars 
for  this  chance.” 

Roberts:  “ I’m  glad  you  like  it.” 

Willis : ‘ ‘ Like  it  ? Of  course  I do.  Or, 
no!  Hold  on!  Wait!  It  won’t  do!  No; 
you  must  take  the  leading  part,  and  I’ll 
support  you,  and  I’ll  come  in  strong  if  you 
break  down.  That’s  the  way  we  have  got 
to  work  it.  You  must  make  the  start.” 

Roberts : 4 4 Couldn’t  you  make  it  better, 
Willis  ? It’s  your  idea.” 

Willis : “ No ; they’d  be  sure  to  suspect 
me,  and  they  can’t  suspect  you  of  any- 
thing— you’re  so  innocent.  The  illusion 
will  be  complete !” 

Roberts , very  doubtfully  : “ Do  you 
think  so  ?” 

Willis:  “Yes.  Hurry  up.  Let  me  un- 
button that  collar  for  you.” 

III. 

Mrs.  Roberts,  surrounded  by  her  guests, 
and  confronting  from  her  sofa  Mr.  Bemis, 
who  still  remains  sunken  in  his  arm-chair, 
has  apparently  closed  an  exhaustive  re- 
cital of  the  events  which  have  ended  in  his 
presence  there.  She  looks  round  with  a 
mixed  air  of  self-denial  and  self-satisfac- 
tion to  read  the  admiration  of  her  listen- 
ers in  their  sympathetic  countenances. 

Dr.  Lawton , with  an  ironical  sigh  of 
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profound  impression:  “ Well,  Mrs.  Rob- 
erts. you  are  certainly  the  most  lavishly 
hospitable  of  hostesses.  Every  one  knows 
whatdelightfuldinners  you  give;  butthese 
little  dramatic  episodes  which  you  offer 
your  guests,  by  way  of  appetizer,  are  cer- 
tainly unique.  Last  year  ah  elevator 
stuck  in  the  shaft  With  half  the  company 
in  it,  and  this  year  a highway  robbery,  its 
dariug  punishment  and  its  reckless  repeti- 
tion—what  the  newspapers  will  call  ‘ A 
Triple  Mystery’  when  it  gets  to  them  — and 
both  victims  among  our  commensals! 

Digitizes  ty  (jO  glC 


Really,  I don't  know  what  more  we  could 
ask  of  you,  unless  it  were  the  foot  padded 
foot- pad  himself  as  a commensal.  If  this 
sort  of  thing  should  become  de  rigueur  in 
society  generally.  I don’t  know  what's  to 
become  of  people  who  haven't  your  inven- 
tion/'’ 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Oh,  it's  all  very  well  to 
make  tun,  now,  l>r.  Lawton;  but  if  you 
had  been  here  when  they  first  came  i t » — * ’ 
Young  Mrs . Beniis:  “Yes,  indeed,  I 
think  so  too,  Mrs.  Roberts.  If  Mr.  Be  mis 
— Alfred,  I mean — and  papa  hadn't  been 
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with  me  when  you  came  out  there  to  pre- 
pare us,  I don’t  know  what  I should  have 
done.  I should  certainly  have  died,  or 
gone  through  the  floor.”  She  looks  fond- 
ly up  into  the  face  of  her  husband  for  ap- 
proval, where  he  stands  behind  her  chair, 
and  furtively  gives  him  her  hand  for  press- 
ure. 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “ Somebody  ought 
to  write  to  the  Curwens  — Mrs.  Curwen, 
that  is — about  it.” 

Mrs.  Bemis , taking  away  her  hand: 
44  Oh,  yes,  papa,  do  write!” 

Laivton:  “I  will,  my  dear.  Even  Mrs. 
Curwen,  dazzling  away  in  another  sphere 
— hemisphere — and  surrounded  by  cardi- 
nals and  all  the  other  celestial  lights  there 
at  Rome,  will  be  proud  to  exploit  this  new 
evidence  of  American  enterprise.  I can 
fancy  the  effect  she  will  produce  with  it.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  44  And  the  Millers — what 
a shame  they  couldn’t  come!  How  ex- 
cited they  would  have  been! — that  is,  Mrs. 
Miller.  Is  their  baby  very  bad,  Doctor?” 

Lawton:  “Well,  vaccination  is  always 
a very  serious  thing — with  a first  child.  I 
should  say,  from  the  way  Mrs.  Miller  feels 
about  it,  that  Miller  wouldn’t  be  able  to  be 
out  for  a week  to  come  yet.” 

Mrs.  Roberta:  “Oh,  how  ridiculous  you 
are,  Doctor!” 

Bemis , rising  feebly  from  his  chair: 
“Well,  now  that  it’s  all  explained,  Mrs. 
Roberts,  I thill  If  I’d  better  go  home;  and  if 
you’ll  kindly  have  them  telephone  for  a 
carriage — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “No,  indeed,  Mr.  Bemis! 
We  shall  not  let  you  go.  Why,  the  idea  ! 
You  must  stay  and  take  dinner  with  us, 
just  the  same.” 

Bemis : “ But  in  this  state — ” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Oh,  never  mind  the 
state.  You  look  perfectly  well;  and  if 
you  insist  upon  going  I shall  know  that 
you  bear  a grudge  against  Edward  for  not 
arresting  him.  Wait!  We  can  put  you  in 
perfect  order  in  just  a second.”  She  flies 
out  of  the  room,  and  then  comes  swooping 
back  with  a needle  and  thread,  a fresh 
white  neck-tie,  a handkerchief,  and  a hair- 
brush. 44  There ! I can’t  let  you  go  to  Ed- 
ward’s dressing-room,  because  he’s  there 
himself,  and  the  children  are  in  mine, 
and  we’ve  had  to  put  the  new  maid  in  the 
guest  chamber — you  are  rather  cramped 
in  flats,  that’s  true;  that’s  the  worst  of 
them — but  if  you  don’t  mind  having  your 
toilet  made  in  public,  like  the  King  of 
France—” 
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Bemis , entering  into  the  spirit  of  it: 

“ Not  the  least,  but — ” He  laughs,  and 
drops  back  into  his  chair. 

Mrs.  Roberts , distributing  the  brush  to 
young  Mr.  Bemis,  and  the  tie  to  his  wife, 
and  dropping  upon  her  knees  before  Mr. 
Bemis : 4 4 Now,  Mrs.  Lou,  you  just  whip  off 
that  crumpled  tie  and  whip  on  the  fresh 
one,  and,  Mister  Lou,  you  give  his  hair  a 
touch,  and  I’ll  have  this  torn  button-hole 
mended  before  you  can  think.  ” She  seizes 
it  and  begins  to  sew  vigorously  upon  it. 

Mrs . Crashaw : “Agnes,  you  are  the 
most  ridiculously  sensible  woman  in  the 
country.” 

Lawton , standing  before  the  group, 
with  his  arms  folded  and  his  feet  well 
apart,  in  an  attitude  of  easy  admiration : 

“ The  Wounded  Adonis,  attended  by  the 
Loves  and  Graces.  Familiar  Pompeiian 
fresco.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , looking  around  at  him: 

“I  don’t  see  a great  many  Loves.” 

Lawton:  “She  ignores  us,  Mrs.  Cra- 
shaw. And  after  what  you’ve  just  said !” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  44 Then  why  don’t  you 
do  something  ?” 

Laivton:  “The  Loves  never  do  any- 
thing— in  frescoes.  They  stand  round 
and  sympathize.  Besides,  we  are  waiting 
to  administer  an  anaesthetic.  But  what  I 
admire  in  this  subject  even  more  than  the 
activity  of  the  Graces  is  the  serene  dignity 
of  the  Adonis.  I have  seen  my  old  friend 
in  many  trying  positions,  but  I never  re- 
alized till  now  all  the  simpering  absurd- 
ity, the  flattered  silliness,  the  senile  co- 
quettishness, of  which  his  benign  counte- 
nance was  capable.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Don’t  mind  him  a bit, 

Mr.  Bemis;  it’s  nothing  but—” 

Lawton : “ Pure  envy.  I own  it.” 

Bemis:  44 All  right,  Lawton.  Wait 
till-” 

Mrs.  Roberts , making  a final  stitch, 
snapping  off  the  thread,  and  springing  to 
her  feet,  all  in  one:  44 There!  Have  you 
finished,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lou  ? Well,  then, 
take  this  lace  handkerchief,  and  draw  it 
down  from  his  neck  and  pin  it  in  his 
waistcoat,  and  you  have — ” 

Lawton , as  Mr.  Bemis  rises  to  his  feet : 

“A  Gentleman  of  the  Old  School.  Bemis, 
you  look  like  a miniature  of  yourself  by 
Malbone.  Rather  flattered,  but  — recog- 
nizable.” 

Bemis , with  perfectly  recovered  gayety : 

4 4 Go  on,  go  on , Lawton . I can  understand 
your  envy.  I can  pity  it.” 
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Lawton:  “Could  you  forgive  Roberts 
for  not  capturing  the  garroter  ?” 

Bemis : ‘ 1 Yes,  I could.  I could  give  the 
garroter  his  liberty,  and  present  him  with 
an  admission  to  the  Provident  Wood-yard, 
where  he  could  earn  an  honest  living  for 
his  family.” 

Lawton , compassionately:  “You  are 
pretty  far  gone,  Bemis.  Really,  I think 
somebody  ought  to  go  for  Roberts.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , innocently:  “Yes,  in- 
deed! Why,  what  in  the  world  can  be 
keeping  him  ?”  A nurse-maid  enters  and 
beckons  Mrs.  Roberts  to  the  door  with  a 
glance.  She  runs  to  her;  they  whisper; 
and  then  Mrs.  Roberts,  over  her  shoulder: 
‘‘That  ridiculous  great  boy  of  mine  says 
he  can’t  go  to  sleep  unless  I come  and  kiss 
him  good-night.” 

Lawton : “Which  ridiculous  great  boy, 
I wonder  ? — Roberts,  or  Campbell  ? But  I 
didn’t  know  they  had  gone  to  bed !” 

Mrs . Bemis:  “You’re  too  bad,  papa! 
You  know  it’s  little  Neddy.” 

Mrs.  Roberts , vanishing:  “Oh,  I don’t 
mind  his  nonsense,  Lou.  I’ll  fetch  them 
both  back  with  me.” 

Lawton , after  making  a melodramatic 
search  for  concealed  listeners  at  the  doors: 
“Now,  friends,  I have  a revelation  to 
make  in  Mrs.  Roberts’s  absence.  I have 
found  out  the  garroter — the  assassin.” 

All  the  others:  “What!” 

Lawton : “ He  has  been  secured — ” 

Mrs.  Crashaw , severely:  “Well,  I’m 
very  glad  of  it.” 

Young  Bemis : “By  the  police  ?” 

Mrs.  Bemis,  incredulously : “Papa!” 

Bemis:  “But  there  were  several  of 
them.  Have  they  all  been  arrested  ?” 

Lawton:  “There  was  only  one,  and 
none  of  him  has  been  arrested.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Where  is  he,  then  ?” 

Lawton:  “In  this  house.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “Now,  Dr.  Lawton,  you 
and  I are  old  friends — I shouldn’t  like  to 
say  how  old — but  if  you  don’t  instantly  be 
serious,  I — I’ll  carry  my  rheumatism  to 
somebody  else.” 

Lawton:  “My  dear  Mrs.  Crashaw,  you 
know  how  much  I prize  that  rheumatism 
of  yours ! I will  be  serious — I will  be  only 
too  serious.  The  garroter  is  Mr.  Roberts 
himself.” 

All,  horror  struck : “Oh!” 

Lawton:  “He  went  out  without  his 
watch.  He  thought  he  was  robbed,  but 
he  wasn't.  He  ran  after  the  supposed 
thief,  our  poor  friend  Bemis  here,  and  took 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Bemis’s  watch  away,  and  brought  it  home 
for  his  own.” 

Young  Bemis:  “Yes,  but — ” 

Mrs.  Bemis : “But,  papa— ” 

Bemis:  “ How  do  you  know  it?  I can 
see  how  such  a thing  might  happen,  but— 
how  do  you  know  it  did 

Lawton:  “I  divined  it.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Nonsense!” 

Lawton:  “Very  well,  then,  I read  of 
just  such  a case  in  the  Advertiser  a year 
ago.  It  occurs  annually — in  the  news- 
papers. And  I’ll  tell  you  what,  Mrs. 
Crashaw — Roberts  found  out  his  mistake 
as  soon  as  he  went  to  his  dressing-room ; 
and  that  ingenious  nephew  of  yours,  who’s 
closeted  with  him  there,  has  been  trying 
to  put  him  up  to  something — to  some 
game.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “Willis  has  too  much 
sense.  He  would  know  that  Edward 
couldn’t  carry  out  any  sort  of  game.” 

Lawton:  “Well,  then,  he’s  getting  Rob- 
erts to  let  him  carry  out  the  game.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Eld ward  couldn’t  do 
that,  either.” 

Lawton:  “Very  well,  then,  just  wait 
till  they  come  back.  Will  you  leave  me 
to  deal  with  Campbell  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “What  are  you  going 
to  do  ?” 

Young  Bemis:  “You  mustn’t  forget 
that  he  got  us  out  of  the  elevator,  sir.” 

Mrs.  Bemis:  “We  might  have  been 
there  yet  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  him, 
papa.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “ I shouldn’t  want  Wil- 
lis mortified.” 

Bemis:  “Nor  Mr.  Roberts  annoyed. 
We’re  fellow-sufferers  in  this  business.” 

Lawton:  “Oh,  leave  it  to  me,  leave  it 
to  me!  I’ll  spare  their  feelings.  Don’t 
be  afraid.  Ah,  there  they  come!  Now 
don’t  say  anything.  I’ll  just  step  into 
the  anteroom  here.” 

Roberts , entering  the  room  before  Camp- 
bell, and  shaking  hands  with  his  guests: 
“Ah,  Mr.  Bemis;  Mrs.  Bemis;  Aunt  Mary ! 
You’ve  heard  of  our  comical  little  coinci- 
dence—our — Mr.  Bemis  and  my — ” He 
halts,  confused,  and  looks  around  for  the 
moral  support  of  Willis,  who  follows  hi- 
lariously. 

Willis : ‘ ‘ Greatest  joke  on  record ! But 
I won’t  spoil  it  for  you,  Roberts.  Go 
on!”  In  a low  voice  to  Roberts:  “And 
don’t  look  so  confoundedly  down  in  the 
mouth.  They  won’t  think  it’s  a joke  at 
all.” 
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Roberts,  with  galvanic  lightness:  “ Yes, 
yes— such  a joke!  Well,  you  see— you 
see—” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “See  what , Edward? 
Do  get  it  out!” 

1 Villis,  jollily:  “Ah,  ha,  ha!” 

Roberts , lugubriously:  “Ah,  ha,  ha!” 

Mrs . Bemis:  ‘‘How  funny!  Ha,  ha, 
ha!” 

Young  Mr . Bemis : “Capital ! capital  I” 

Mr . Bemis : “ Excellent!” 

Willis : “Go  on,  Roberts,  do ! or  I shall 
die!  Ah,  ha,  ha!” 

Roberts , in  a low  voice  of  consterna- 
tion to  Willis:  “Where  was  I?  I can’t 
go  on  unless  I know  where  I was.” 

Willis,  sotto  voce  to  Roberts:  “You 
weren’t  anywhere  ! For  Heaven’s  sake, 
make  a start!” 

Roberts,  to  the  others,  convulsively  : 
“Ha,  ha,  ha!  I supposed  all  the  time, 
you  know,  that  I had  been  robbed,  and — 
and—” 

Willis : 4 4 Go  on ! go  on !” 

Roberts , whispering : “I  can’t  do  it !” 

Willis,  whispering:  “You’ve  got  to! 
You’re  the  beaver  that  clomb  the  tree. 
Laugh  naturally,  now !” 

Roberts,  with  a staccato  groan,  which 
he  tries  to  make  pass  for  a laugh:  “And 
then  I ran  after  the  man — ” He  stops, 
and  regards  Mr.  Bemis  with  a ghastly 
stare. 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “What  is  the  matter 
with  you,  Edward  ? Are  you  sick  ?” 

Willis:  “Sick?  No!  Can’t  you  see 
that  he  can’t  get  over  the  joke  of  the 
thing  ? It’s  killing  him.”  To  Roberts  : 
“Brace  up,  old  man!  You’re  doing  it 
splendidly.” 

Roberts , hopelessly:  “And  then  the 
other  man — the  man  that  had  robbed  me 
— the  man  that  I had  pursued — ugh !” 

Willis:  “Well,  it  is  too  much  for  him. 
I shall  have  to  tell  it  myself,  I see.” 

Roberts , making  a wild  effort  to  com- 
mand himself : “And  so— so — this  man — 
man — ma — ” 

Willis:  “Oh,  good  Lord—”  Dr.  Law- 
ton  suddenly  appears  from  the  anteroom 
and  confronts  him.  “Oh,  the  devil !” 

Lawton,  folding  his  arms,  and  fixing 
his  eyes  upon  him:  “Which  means  that 
you  forgot  I was  coming.” 

Willis:  “Doctor,  you  read  a man’s 
symptoms  at  a glance.” 

Lawton:  “ Yes;  and  I can  see  that  you 
are  in  a bad  way,  Mr.  Campbell.” 

Willis:  “Why  don’t  you  advertise, 


Doctor  ? Patients  need  only  inclose  a lock 
of  their  hair,  and  the  color  of  their  eyes, 
with  one  dollar  to  pay  the  cost  of  mate- 
rials, which  will  be  sent,  with  full  direc- 
tions for  treatment,  by  return  mail.  Sev- 
enth son  of  a seventh  son.” 

Lawton : “ Ah,  don’t  try  to  jest  it  away, 
my  poor  friend.  This  is  one  of  those  ob- 
scure diseases  of  the  heart — induration  of 
the  pericardium — which,  if  not  taken  in 
time,  result  in  deceitfulness  above  all 
things,  and  desperate  wickedness.” 

Willis:  “Look  here,  Dr.  Lawton,  what 
are  you  up  to  ?” 

Lawton:  “Look  here,  Mr.  Campbell, 
what  is  your  little  game  ?” 

Willis:  “ I don’t  know  what  you’re  up 
to.”  He  shrugs  his  shoulders  and  walks 
up  the  room. 

Lawton,  shruggiug  his  shoulders  and 
walking  up  the  room  abreast  of  Campbell : 
“ I don’t  know  what  your  little  game  is.” 
They  return  together,  and  stop,  confront- 
ing each  other. 

Willis:  “But  if  you  think  I’m  going  to 
give  myself  away—” 

Lawton:  44  If  you  suppose  I’m  going  to 
take  you  at  your  own  figure — ” They 
walk  up  the  room  together,  and  return  as 
before. 

Willis:  “Mrs.  Bemis,  what  is  this  un- 
natural parent  of  yours  after  ?” 

Mrs.  Bemis , tittering:  “ Oh,  I’m  sure  I 
can’t  tell.” 

Willis:  “Aunt  Mary,  you  used  to  be  a 
friend  of  mine.  Can’t  you  give  me  some 
sort  of  clew  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “I  should  be  ashamed 
of  you,  Willis,  if  you  accepted  anybody’s 
help.” 

Willis,  sighing:  “Well,  this  is  pretty 
hard  on  an  orphan.  Here  I come  to  join 
a company  of  friends  at  the  fireside  of  a 
burgled  brother-in-law,  and  I find  myself 
in  a nest  of  conspirators.  ” Suddenly,  after 
a moment:  “Oh,  I understand.  Why,  I 
ought  to  have  seen  at  once.  But  no  mat- 
ter— it’s  just  as  well.  I’m  sure  that  we 
shall  hear  Dr.  Lawton  leniently,  and  make 
allowance  for  his  well-known  foible. 
Roberts  is  bound  by  the  laws  of  hospital- 
ity, and  Mr.  Bemis  is  the  father-in-law  of 
his  daughter.” 

Mrs.  Bemis,  in  serious  dismay:  44 Why, 
Mr.  Campbell,  what  do  you  mean  ?” 

Willis:  “Simply  that  the  mystery  is 
solved — the  double  garroter  is  discovered. 
I’m  sorry  for  you,  Mrs.  Bemis;  and  no  one 
will  wish  to  deal  harshly  with  your  fa- 
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ther  when  he  confesses  that  it  was  he  who 
robbed  Mr.  Roberts  and  Mr.  Bemis.  All 
that  they  ask  is  to  have  their  watches 
back.  Go  on,  Doctor ! How  will  that  do. 
Aunt  Mary,  for  a little  flyer  ?” 

Mrs . Crashaw : “Willis,  I declare  I 
never  saw  anybody  like  you!”  She  em- 
braces him  with  joyous  pride. 

Roberts , coming  forward,  anxiously: 
“ But,  my  dear  Willis — ” 

Willis,  clapping  his  hand  over  his 
mouth,  and  leading  him  back  to  his  place : 
“We  can’t  let  you  talk  now.  I’ve  no 
doubt  you’ll  be  considerate,  and  all  that, 
but  Dr.  Lawton  has  the  floor.  Go  on, 
Doctor ! Free  you  r mind ! Don’t  be  afraid 
of  telling  the  whole  truth ! It  will  be  bet- 
ter for  you  in  the  end.”  He  rubs  his 
hands  gleefully,  and  then  thrusting  the 
points  of  them  into  his  waistcoat  pockets, 
stands  beaming  triumphantly  upon  Law- 
ton. 

Lawton : “Do  you  think  so?”  With 
well-affected  trepidation:  “Well,  friends, 
if  I must  confess  this — this — ” 

Willis:  “High-handed  outrage.  Go 
on.” 

Lawton:  “I  suppose  I must.  I shall 
not  expect  mercy  for  myself  — perhaps 
you’ll  say  that,  as  an  old  and  hardened 
offender,  I don’t  deserve  it.  But  I had  an 
accomplice — a young  man  very  respecta- 
bly connected,  and  who,  whatever  his  pre- 
vious life  may  have  been,  had  managed  to 
keep  a good  reputation;  a young  man  a 
little  apt  to  be  misled  by  overweening 
vanity  and  the  ill-advised  flattery  of  his 
friends;  but  I hope  that  neither  of  you 
gentlemen  will  be  hard  upon  him,  but 
will  consider  his  youth,  and  perhaps  his 
congenital  moral  and  intellectual  defi- 
ciencies, even  when  you  find  your  watch- 
es—on  Mr.  Campbell’s  person.”  He  leans 
forward,  rubbing  his  hands,  and  smiling 
upon  Campbell.  “ How  will  that  do,  Mr. 
Campbell,  for  a flyer  ?” 

Willis , turning  to  Mrs.  Crashaw : “One 
ahead,  Aunt  Mary?” 

Lawton,  clasping  him  by  the  hand: 
" No,  generous  youth : even !”  They  shake 
hands,  clapping  each  other  on  the  back 
with  their  lefts,  and  joining  in  the  general 
laugh. 

Bemis , coming  forward,  jovially: 
"Well,  now,  I gladly  forgive  you  both 
—or  whoever  did  rob  me — if  you’ll  only 
give  me  back  my  watch.” 

Willis : “ I haven ’t  got  your  watch . ” 
Lawton:  “Nor  I.” 


Roberts , rather  faintly,  and  coming  re- 
luctantly forward:  “ I— I have  it,  Mr.  Be- 
mis.” He  produces  it  from  one  waistcoat 
pocket  and  hands  it  to  Bemis.  Then,  visit- 
ing the  other:  “ And  what’s  worse,  I have 
my  own.  I don’t  know  how  I can  ever  ex- 
plain it,  or  atone  to  you  for  my  extraordi- 
nary behavior.  Willis  thought  you  might 
finally  see  it  as  a joke,  and  I’ve  done  my 
best  to  pass  it  off  lightly — ” 

Willis : 4 4 And  you  succeeded.  You  had 
all  the  lightness  of  a sick  hippopotamus.” 

Roberts : 4 4 I’m  afraid  so.  I’ll  have  the 
chain  mended,  of  course.  But  when  I 
went  out  this  evening  I left  my  watch  on 
my  dressing-table,  and  when  you  struck 
against  me  in  the  Common  I missed  it,  and 
supposed  I had  been  robbed,  and  I ran  aft- 
er you  and  took  yours — ” 

Willis : “Being  a man  of  the  most  vio- 
lent temper  and  the  most  desperate  cour- 
age—” 

Roberts:  “But  I hope,  my  dear  sir, 
that  I didn’t  hurt  you  seriously.” 

Bemis:  “Not  at  all— not  the  least.” 
Shaking  him  cordially  by  both  hands: 
“I’m  all  right.  Mrs.  Roberts  has  healed  all 
my  wounds  with  her  skillful  needle;  I’ve 
got  on  one  of  your  best  neck-ties,  and  this 
lace  handkerchief  of  your  wife’s,  which 
I’m  going  to  keep  for  a souvenir  of  the 
most  extraordinary  adventure  of  my 
life—” 

Lawton:  “Oh,  it’s  an  old  newspaper 
story,  Bemis,  I tell  you.” 

Willis : “Well,  Aunt  Mary,  I wish  Ag- 
nes were  here  now  to  see  Roberts  in  his 
character  of  moral  hero.  He  ‘done’  it 
with  his  little  hatchet,  but  he  waited  to 
make  sure  that  Bushrod  was  all  right  be- 
fore he  owned  up.” 

Mrs,  Roberts , appearing:  “Who,  Wil- 
lis?” 

Willis:  “A  very  great  and  good  man: 
George  Washington.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  44 1 thought  you  meant 
Edward.” 

Willis : 44  Well,  I don’t  suppose  there  is 
much  difference.” 

Mrs.  Crashatv:  “The  robber  has  been 
caught,  Agnes.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Caught?  Nonsense! 
You  don’t  mean  it!  How  can  you  trifle 
with  such  a subject  ? I know  you  are 
joking!  Who  is  it  ?” 

Young  Bemis:  44  You  never  could 
guess—” 

Mrs.  Bemis:  “Never  in  the  world!” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “I  don't  wish  to.  But 
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oh,  Mr.  Berais,  I’ve  just  come  from  my 
own  children,  and  you  must  be  merciful 
to  his  family  l” 

Bemis:  “For  your  sake,  dear  lady,  I 
will.” 


Bella,  between  the  portieres : “Dinner 
is  ready,  Mrs.  Roberts.” 

Mrs,  Roberts,  passing  her  hand  through 
Mr.  Bemis’s  arm:  “Oh,  then  you  must  go 
in  with  me,  and  tell  me  all  about  it.” 


©iiitnr’s  Cast]  Cjinir. 


WILSON  FLAGG  is  one  of  the  most 
charming  of  our  observers  of  nature, 
and  also  one  of  the  most  unknown.  He  lived 
in  the  neighborhood  of  Boston,  and  was  en- 
gaged in  business  in  that  city,  and  died  a few 
years  go.  u Though  once  a student  of  Har- 
vard College,”  he  says,  in  his  Woods  and  By - 
ways  of  New  England , 44  I am  not  a graduate ; 
and  though  in  my  early  manhood  for  many 
years  a contributor  to  the  political  press,  I 
have  never  been  an  editor  nor  a politician.  I 
have  lived  entirely  without  honors,  and  have 
never  rejected  any.”  His  books  are  records 
of  the  delightful  details  and  of  the  general 
aspect  of  woods  and  fields ; but  he  says  of  the 
one  to  which  \vc  have  alluded : “ My  book 
differs  from  learned  works  as  Lavater’s  Physi- 
ognomy differs  from  Cheselden’s  Anatomy,  or 
as  a lover's  description  of  his  lady's  hand 
would  differ  from  Bell’s  anatomical  descrip- 
tion of  it.”  He  is  less  44  subjective”  in  his  ob- 
servation than  Thoreau,  but  he  was  not  a less 
faithful  student  of  rural  arcana. 

44  When  November  arrives,”  he  says,  44  lead- 
ing along  with  it  the  short  days  and  the  dark- 
ness of  winter,  it  opens  the  windows  of  the 
deep  woods,  pervaded  all  summer  by  a sort 
of  artificial  twilight.”  He  proceeds  to  de- 
scribe and  explain  the  Indian  summer,  a mel- 
low season,  which,  despite  the  soft  days  of  lat- 
ter October,  44  belongs  to  November,  and  is 
only  a relic  of  the  past.”  There  is  one  conso- 
lation, however,  in  “ the  fall”  of  the  year  which 
Flagg  does  not  mention,  and  which  cheers  the 
sadness  that  Coleridge  felt  in  the  autumn.  As 
the  leaves  redden  and  drop  and  whirl  in  the 
chili  gusts,  and  the  asters  and  gentians  pro- 
long a little  the  floral  splendor  of  the  summer, 
and  the  hue  of  the  hills  sobers  into  brown,  and 
the  pyramids  of  apples  in  the  orchard,  and  the 
stooks  of  corn  like  Indian  camps  upon  the 
hill-sides,  and  the  now  infrequent  but  not  al- 
together silent 44  beat  of  the  thresher’s  flail” — 
which  struck  so  impressively  upon  Goethe’s 
car  and  imagination — proclaim  unquestion- 
able autumn,  they  say  not  only  that  summer 
is  gone,  but  that  Christmas  is  coming. 

Like  a voyager  coasting  along  the  continent 
by  day,  to  whom,  as  one  headland  is  rounded, 
another  appears,  and  by  night,  as  one  light  is 
passed, another 44  littlecandle  throws  its  beams” 
across  the  dark  waters,  so,  circling  the  year, 
as  the  flowers  leave  us,  the  fruits  appear,  and 
as  the  summer  holidays  vanish,  Christmas  be- 


gins to  rise,  the  noblest  festival  of  all.  As  He 
whom  it  commemorates  cheered  the  shrinking 
spirit  and  gathering  shadow  of  declining  life 
with  the  promise  of  a brighter  day,  so  pros- 
pective Christmas,  with  its  high  - blazing  fires 
and  generous  good  will,  consumes  the  melan- 
choly of  autumn;  and  the  Indian  summer, 
which  closes  with  tranquil  warmth  and  ten- 
derly luminous  air  the  pageant  of  the  year, 
may  well  seem  the  promise  and  dawn  of  that 
most  happy  season  which  itself  forecasts  celes- 
tial joys. 

The"  word  to  describe  Christmas  is  the  word 
cheerful.  In  its  strictest,  fullest,  and  most 
generous  sense  it  is  cheerful  Christmas.  It  is 
the  day  of  good  cheer  for  soul  and  body,  and 
the  delights  of  good  living  upon  this  happy 
day  merely  symbolize  the  spiritual  joy  which 
attends  it.  Consequently  it  is  not  the  ascetic 
nor  the  pietist  w ho  most  truly  appreciates  it, 
but  the  man  who  as  fully  enjoys  this  world  as 
he  reverently  hopes  to  enjoy  a better. 

The  irresistible  tendency  to  cheerfulness 
which  w*as  suppressed  by  the  law’s  of  the  Eng- 
lish Puritan  commonwealth  against  Christmas 
burst  out  agaiu  in  the  New’  England  Thanks- 
giving. This  was  a Puritan  Christmas,  an 
autumnal  Christmas,  and  in  New  England  it 
has  gathered  around  itself  much  of  the  tradi- 
tional observance  of  the  older  day. 

There  is  a sly  stroke  of  humor  in  Edmund 
Quincy’s  capital  sketch  of  44  an  octogenary 
fifty  years  since,”  which  represents  Thanks- 
giving as  a conqueror,  the  junior  feast-day 
bearing  off  the  savory  spoils  of  the  elder 
branch.  A young  under-graduate  at  Harvard, 
not  long  after  the  Revolution,  pays  a visit  of 
duty  to  a venerable  friend  of  the  family  at 
some  distance  from  Boston,  and  there  eats  his 
Thanksgiving  dinner.  The  abounding  ban- 
quet is  described  with  the  gusto  of  an  aesthet- 
ic gourmet,  and  after  the  preposterous  excess 
of  tautog  and  roast  turkey  and  beef  d la  mode 
and  boiled  chickens  “oystered,”  and  jellied 
venison  and  wild-ducks  and  partridges  and  less- 
er game  had  paid  due  tribute  and  passed  along, 
at  last  44  the  table  is  cleared,  and  anxious  ex- 
pectation sits  impatient  on  every  brow.  A 
pause  ensues.  The  door  opens,  and  lo!  he 
comes,  the  Pudding  of  the  Plum — Thanksgiv- 
ing Day’s  acknowledged  chief.  He  comes  at- 
tended, conqueror  - like,  by  the  dethroned 
monarch  of  Christmas  Day,  Mince  Pie,  who 
follow’s  crest-fallen  in  his  triumphal  train. 
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Apple  Pie,  too,  rears  his  1 honest,  soncy  face,’ 
in  sturdy  yeoman  pride.  Custard,  no  longer 
4 blasphemed  through  the  nose,’  receives  the 
respectful  deference  due  to  fallen  greatness. 
And  thou.  Pumpkin  Pie,  my  country’s  boast, 
when  I forget  thee,  may  my  right  hand  forget 
its  cunning ! And  Squash  Pie,  too,  when  I re- 
fuse to  celebrate  thy  praise,  may  my  tongue 
cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth  !” 

This  eulogy  of  dainty  dishes  might  be 
Choctaw  to  Brillat-Savarin,  and  Ude  might 
stare  at  the  barbaric  menu.  But  the  passage 
shows  how  in  the  mind  of  a New  England 
humorist  Thanksgiving  may  have  appropri- 
ated the  honors  of  Christmas,  which  to  him, 
scholar  and  gentleman,  is  apparently  no  more 
than  King  James  the  Pretender  to  Captain 
John  Gilpin  of  the  Georgian  era.  With  fine 
audacity  or  absolving  innocence  our  author 
blithely  lays  hands  upon  the  very  symbol  of 
old  Christmas,  the  Pudding  of  the  Plum,  and 
gravely  and  with  an  absolute  air  of  indisputa- 
bility, as  if  announcing  an  axiom  of  mathe- 
matics, declares  it  to  be  “ Thanksgiving  Day’s 
acknowledged  chief.”  What  a delightful  de- 
rangement of  epitaphs  and  whimsical  confu- 
sion of  ideas!  This  humorous  iconoclast 
might  as  well  have  robbed  Michaelmas  of  its 
goose  and  given  it  to  Martinmas,  or  bestowed 
the  pancakes  of  Shrove-Tuesday  upon  the 
modest  Ember-days,  or  garlanded  the  eve  of 
St.  Sylvester  with  Easter-eggs,  or  celebrated 
gracious  Whitsuntide  with  hot  cross-buns,  as 
have  stripped  Christmas  of  its  peculiar  and 
distinctive  gustatory  delight  and  bestowed 
it  upon  any  other  day,  even  were  it  so  meri- 
torious as  Thanksgiving. 

How  ready,  nevertheless,  Edmund  Quincy 
would  have  been  to  maintain  his  thesis,  and 
how  dexterously  he  would  have  done  it ! He 
would  willingly  have  nailed  it  upon  any  din- 
ing-room door,  and  defied  all  comers.  He  had 
always  a reason  for  his  faith,  and  in  debates 
of  this  dainty  kind  his  quiver  of  facts  was  full. 
A charming  bonhomie , a certain  tenderness  of 
feeling,  a racy  vigor,  and  a high-bred  court- 
esy, with  a keen  relish  for  the  quaint  and  ro- 
mantic aspects  of  old  New  England  life  and 
history,  a highly  cultivated  taste  and  gener- 
ous literary  accomplishment,  with  a pleasant 
humor  suffusing  all,  and  a conscious  exqui- 
siteness of  style  in  writing — these  all  belong- 
ed to  Edmund  Quincy.  He  was  a man  for 
a Christmas  guest  or  a Christmas  host.  No 
man  at  table  or  by  the  fire  would  have  told  a 
merrier  jest  in  a happier  way,  and  with  that 
sense  of  mirthful  appreciation  which  causes 
everybody  else  to  enjoy.  It  would  have  been 
a nimble  wit  which  excelled  his  repartee,  and 
a readier  memory  that  outstripped  his  in  apt 
allusion  and  happy  quotation. 

Mr.  Quincy  lived  pleasantly  at  Dedham,  in 
Massachusetts,  a country  gentleman  of  leisure, 
but  whose  leisure  was  devoted  to  the  society 
of  the  most  accomplished  among  his  contem- 
poraries, and  to  constant  intercourse  with  the 
best  authors,  especially  in  English  literature. 
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He  wrote  a great  deal,  much  in  the  form  of 
correspondence,  and  in  files  of  the  Antislavery 
Standard  and  of  the  New  York  Tribune  thirty  * 
years  ago  his  letters  are  among  the  most  de- 
lightful portions  of  these  old  journals.  His 
best-known  work  is  the  life  of  his  father,  Jo- 
siah  Quincy,  which  has  no  superior  in  Amer- 
ican political  biography.  Mr.  Quincy  was  a 
grandson  of  the  famous  Josiali  of  the  early 
Revolution,  the  friend  of  Adams  and  Warren 
and  Hancock.  He  was  honorably  proud  of 
his  lineage.  No  gentleman  of  the  old  French 
court  felt  more  truly  than  he  that  ndtlesse  oblige , 
and,  like  Lafayette  in  the  Revolution,  he  was 
one  of  the  first  of  those  who  were  accounted 
gentlemen  in  New  England  to  offer  his  serv- 
ices to  the  antislavery  cause. 

When  the  work  was  done  he  relapsed  with 
satisfaction  into  his  secluded  and  studious 
life,  sharing  all  tranquil  social  pleasures  with 
the  utmost  zest,  the  freshness  of  his  interest  in 
life  unworn,  and  with  the  promise  of  a long 
and  bright  Indian  summer  of  age.  But  one 
day,  returning  to  his  home  from  the  library 
in  Boston  in  which  so  many  of  his  golden 
hours  were  spent,  he  suddenly  died.  In  a 
singularly  beautiful  sonnet  Lowell  ha9  em- 
balmed his  memory,  who  yet  lives  always  a 
man  of  the  most  cheerful  refinement  of  mind 
and  manner  and  aspect  to  those  who  knew 
him. 

There  was  another  man  of  Quincy’s  time, 
but  not  of  his  kind,  the  friend  of  his  friends, 
if  not  his  own  friend,  whom  this  Christmas 
will  not  see.  He  had  none  of  Quincy’s  lei- 
surely spirit,  no  humorous  delight  in  the  good 
cheer  of  the  body  which  the  Christmas  season 
suggests  and  brings  again.  The  life  of  Will- 
iam Page  was  a life  of  spiritual  enthusiasm 
and  untiring  devotion  to  the  high  ideal  of  his 
art.  It  was  truly  the  artist’s  life  as  it  is  felt 
and  described  by  Browning : 

“I  could  have  painted  pictures  like  that  youth's 
Ye  praise  so — ” 

Fascinated  by  the  great  works  of  the  great 
painters,  he  sought  long  and  unweariedly  the 
secret  of  that  superb  color,  that  divine  glow, 
which  has  been  the  inspiration  and  the  de- 
spair of  generations  of  artists.  How  much  of 
that  mellow  brilliancy  which  is  the  splendor 
of  the  Venetians  he  caught  and  transferred  to 
his  own  canvas,  those  best  know  who  are  most 
intelligently  familiar  with  his  works.  But  he 
never  rested.  He  was  Emerson’s  “endless 
experimenter,”  and  some  of  his  finest  portraits, 
painted  according  to  his  method  of  the  mo- 
ment, have  gradually  darkened  and  are  prac- 
tically extinct. 

But  the  noble  enthusiasm  to  which  the  rev- 
erent pursuit  of  expression  in  art  is  a religion 
and  not  a trade,  if  it  kept  him  always  poor, 
made  him  always  youug,  and  was  as  fresh  at 
threescore  and  ten,  and  in  the  feebleness  of  ill- 
ness, as  it  had  been  in  the  youth  of  the  pupil 
at  the  Academy.  He  walked  hand  in  hand 
with  poetry  as  with  painting.  Familiar  with 
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the  sonnets  of  Shakespeare  as  with  the  por- 
traits of  Titian,  he  lived  among  men  rapt  in 
that  high  ideal  world 

“Whose  light  doth  trample  on  our  days.” 

If  it  was  pathetic  to  see  how  far  he  fell  short, 
in  his  own  estimate,  of  the  excellence  that  he 
revered,  it  was  inspiring  and  re-assuring  to 
human  nature  to  watch  a devotion  so  abso- 
lute, and  so  invincible  a faith.  But  of  Page 
it  is  true,  as  of  so  many  men  of  the  finest  na- 
ture, that  his  works,  however  beautiful  and 
valuable,  are  but  glimpses  and  gleams  of  a 
genius  which  leaves  no  adequate  expression. 

So  the  Christmas  season  recalls  those  who 
shall  hear  its  cheerful  greeting  no  more. 

“ With  trembling  fingers  did  we  weave 
The  holly  round  the  Christmas  hearth.” 

It  restores,  not  mournfully,  the  figures  of  those 
of  its  own  spirit,  lay  preachers  in  their  lives 
and  works  of  its  lofty  fervor  of  faith,  of  its  hu- 
mane and  happy  gospel.  With  all  its  social 
delight  they  are  associated,  and  at  the  Christ- 
mas feast,  if  at  no  other,  the  old  tale  told  of 
the  spiritual  Swedeuborgians  is  made  true,  and 
a plate  is  set  for  the  invisible  guest.  So  also 
Thackeray  sings  in  his  Christmas  hymn  to 
the  Mahogany  Tree : 

“Evenings  we  knew 
Happy  as  this ; 

Faces  we  miss, 

Pleasant  to  see. 

Kind  hearts  and  true, 

Gentle  and  just, 

Peace  to  your  dust! 

We  sing  round  the  tree.” 


The  tender  singer  himself  also  is  gone,  a quar- 
ter of  a century  ago ! His  face,  too,  is  missed. 
The  evenings  we  knew  which  he  made  so 
happy  are  vanished.  But  how  many  an  even- 
ing he  still  makes  happy,  and  how  many  have 
discovered  that  the  man  whom  they  thought 
so  bitterly  satirical  was  both  gentle  and  just ! 

These  are  the  inevitable  minors  in  the  cheer- 
ful Christmas  hymn.  But  they  make  it  all  the 
richer  and  more  alluring,  like  the  mellow  shad- 
ows of  clouds  upon  a sun-lit  hill.  Who  sits  at 
an  anniversary  dinner  without  recalling  those 
who  sat  there  before,  and  snatching  from 
memory  a finer  zest?  Who  listens  to  Gerster 
or  Patti  or  Nilsson  and  does  not  hear  other 
voices  and  see  other  forms  than  theirs?  Who 
watches  the  lovely  maiden  of  the  moment 
moving  to  music  across  the  floor  that  does  not 
murmur  as  he  remembers.  It  may  teach  a 
maid  modesty  to  know  that  her  mother  was 
fairer?  The  Christmas  of  to-day  is  richer  by 
the  Christinas  of  yesterday  and  of  all  the  past 
years,  and  its  cheer  is  more  deeply  cheerful 
because  of  happiness  remembered.  It  is  with 
those  kind  hearts  and  true  that  we  sit  down 
to  tabic,  and  the  sorrow  that  we  shall  see  them 
no  more  is  not  so  deep  as  the  delight  that  once 
we  knew  them. 

Tradition  undoubtedly  touches  Christmas, 
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as  it  touches  all  things,  with  a wand  of  magic. 
Under  that  spell  we  are  apt  to  think  that  we 
are  belated  in  time,  and  lag  behind  the  pro- 
cession which  has  already  passed  on.  There 
is  a vaguely  regretful  feeling  that  our  Christ- 
mas is  only  a pleasant  reminiscence,  and  with 
a natural  self-deception  we  imagine  the  Christ- 
mas that  Irving  describes  to  have  been  univers- 
al in  an  earlier  aud  happier  day.  The  ballad 
of  the  “ Old  and  Young  Courtier”  portrays  the 
hearty  customs  of  a time  which  always  seems 
a golden  age  to  a later  time.  But  was  the  old 
courtier,  then,  so  much  nobler  than  the  new  ? 

Is  it  the  grandfather  who  is  the  paragon  and 
the  grandson  the  scapegrace?  Alas,  melan- 
choly moralist,  was  not  the  grandsire  himself 
a grandson  ? It  is  the  distance  that  enchants. 
The  purple  is  upon  the  hills  of  the  horizon, 
not  upon  the  road-side  bank.  In  the  tender 
backward  vista  of  what  might  have  been,  the 
Judge  sees  Maud  Muller  raking  hay.  But  had 
he  married  her,  would  heaven  have  come  down 
to  earth  ? 

The  young  courtier  need  not  lose  heart  be- 
cause 

“ With  a good  old  fashion,  when  Christmas  was 
come, 

To  call  in  all  his  old  neighbors  with  bagpipe 
and  drum ; 

With  good  cheer  enough  to  furnish  every  old 
room, 

And  liquor  enough  to  make  a cat  speak  and 
man  dumb, 

Like  an  old  courtier  of  the  Queen’s, 

And  the  Queen’s  old  courtier.” 

The  old  courtier  still  lives,  and  this  is  the 
Christmas  spirit  aud  practice  which  still  sur- 
vive. Other  great  days  have  their  becoming 
observance,  and  we  have  already  hinted  at  the 
particular  form  of  good  cheer  that  belongs  to 
other  festivals  of  the  Church,  and  there  are 
the  kindred  rites  of  palms  upon  Palm-Sunday 
and  flowers  at  Easter.  But  Christmas  includes 
all  these — the  nectar  and  ambrosia,  the  blos- 
soms and  green  branches,  the  music  of  bells 
aud  choirs,  the  sports  by  the  fireside  and  un- 
der the  mistletoe — and  adds  to  them  all  the  in- 
terchange of  gifts.  The  giving  on  New-Year’s 
Day  is  but  a reflected  light.  The  true  glory 
of  gift-giving  belongs  to  Christmas. 

And  what  is  this  also  but  a symbol  of  the 
fraternal  feeliug  which  makes  it  a day  of 
cheerful  memory  as  well  as  of  present  plea- 
sure ? Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  this, 
that  a man  should  lay  down  his  life  for  his 
friend.  The  happy  day  commemorates  that 
love.  The  gift  is  a sign  of  love.  The  whis- 
pering of  the  children,  before  light  on  Christ- 
mas morning,  feeling  for  the  bounty  of  Santa 
Claus  in  the  stocking,  a low  laughing  and 
murmuring  like  the  bubbling  chirp  of  birds 
in  the  summer  dawn — what  is  it  but  anticipa- 
tion and  delight  over  the  signs  of  a love  that 
docs  not  fail  ? It  is  the  day  of  love,  and  love 
instinctively  gives  itself  to  the  loved.  The 
old  courtier  calls  in  his  old  neighbors  and 
gives  them  good  cheer  at  table.  But  young 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EDITOR’S  DRAWER. 


165 


and  old  give  mutual  good  cheer  in  exchan- 
ging gifts.  It  is  the  cheerful  day  of  all  the 
year. 

Even  the  Magazine,  which  hopes  to  bring  a 
kind  of  Christinas  every  month  by  banishing 
every  kind  of  controversy,  and  promoting  by 
innocent  and  refining  pleasure  peace  and 
good-will,  puts  on  a special  Christmas  aspect 
for  Christmas  Day,  and  gives  its  constant  good 
cheer  the  flavor  of  the  season.  It  is  a familiar 
friend,  but  in  holiday  garb.  As  in  Russia,  on 
Easter  morning,  the  universal  greeting  is, 
44  Christ  is  risen,”  so  on  this  day  the  Monthly 
says  on  every  page,  “ Christ  is  born.”  And 


everywhere  on  this  day,  in  the  general  feeling, 
in  the  signs  of  universal  holiday,  the  refrain 
is  echoed.  In  the  generous  sympathy  which 
shows  itself  in  gifts  that  feed  the  body  and 
touch  the  heart,  in  sweet  and  chastening  mem- 
ories— 

“ Our  voices  took  a higher  range ; 

Once  more  we  sang,  ‘They  do  not  die, 

Nor  lose  their  mortal  sympathy, 

Nor  change  to  us,  although  they  change*  ” — 

in  secret  regret  for  a thousand  weaknesses,  in 
secret  vows  for  nobler  living,  it  is  still  the  true 
Christmas  greeting,  “ Christ  is  born.” 


fbitnr’s  Jrnuirr. 


CONGRESS  baa  never  legislated  to  protect 
the  mistletoe  or  the  holly,  though  it  is 
perfectly  well  known  that  these  holiday  plants, 
which  are  much  more  necessary  to  Christmas 
than  eggnog,  find  their  way  over  here  from 
England  in  considerable  quantities,  and  take 
the  place  of  onr  American  varieties.  This  neg- 
lect is  defended  by  the  Congressmen  who 
give  so  much  time  to  the  study  of  botany  in 
our  Agricultural  Department  upon  the  ground 
that  no  amount  of  duties  would  chauge  the 
character  of  our  native  plants.  It  is  assumed 
that  a moderate  protection,  not  for  revenue, 
but  to  satisfy  the  American  sentiment,  would 
not  give  to  onr  holly  (which  is  already  a re- 
spectable plant  in  Virgiuia  and  elsewhere)  the 
very  glossy  leaves  and  the  very  brilliant  scar- 
let berries  of  the  English  growth.  It  is  per- 
fectly well  known  that  the  grape  (wine  being 
well  protected)  by  long  cultivation  here  be- 
comes refined  and  purged  of  those  gross,  earthy, 
highly  fruity  qualities  which  connoisseurs 
(when  they  have  seen  the  label)  so  much  de- 
test in  wine.  But  whatever  effect  legislation 
would  have  on  the  Aiuericau  holly,  the  plant 
as  it  grows  is  adequate  to  express  the  Amer- 
ican Christinas  sentiment.  With  the  mistle- 
toe the  case  is  still  stronger.  It  is  of  no  con- 
sequence that  this  mystic  parasite,  which  flour- 
ishes so  abuudantly  along  our  Southern  coast, 
is  not  the  veritable  viacum  album  that  the 
Druids  handled  with  so  much  solemu  mum- 
mery. It  is  a perfectly  respectable  mistletoe, 
with  a virgin  white  berry,  and  answers  every 
pnrpose  of  the  other.  The  young  lady,  when 
she  inadvertently  stands  in  the  doorway  un- 
der the  mistletoe  bough,  is  not  thinking  wheth- 
er it  is  a riscum  album , and  the  kiss  which  the 
young  gentleman  steals,  by  immemorial  right, 
is  just  as  sweet  as  if  it  were  called  by  any  oth- 
er name.  He  is  a thief,  whose  sins  are  for- 
given by  fore-ordinatiou,  although  he  does  not 
know  that  the  plant  is  a phoradendron. 

The  Drawer  would  not  escape,  if  it  could,  the 
sentiment  attached  to  the  English  holly  and 


mistletoe,  and  it  would  like  very  well  at  Christ- 
mas to  mingle  the  American  and  English  vari- 
eties in  token  of  international  kindness  and 
the  universality  of  the  highest  festival  of 
the  Christian  year.  But  it  is  not  sorry  to  see 
growing  a strong  American  sentiment,  not 
boastful  or  bumptious,  but  one  of  satisfaction 
in  things  American.  And  Christmas,  with  its 
overflowing  good-will,  is  a good  season  to  in- 
dulge it.  It  happeus  that  the  holly  flourishes 
with  more  beauty  aud  vigor  in  the  South  tbau 
in  the  North,  and  that  the  mistletoe  likes  the 
flavoring  air  of  the  Gulf  States.  The  South  is 
thus  able  to  contribute  something  essential,  in 
our  traditions,  to  the  Christinas  festivities; 
aud  the  North,  in  taking  it,  is  conscious  that 
the  great  country  is  our  country,  having  in  its 
vast  domain  all  that  national  pride  or  senti- 
meut  or  necessity  can  wish.  In  the  period  of 
alienation  the  two  sections,  it  seems,  were  iu 
a kiud  of  vegetable  ignorance  of  each  other's 
capacities  to  satisfy  the  fiuer  sentiments  of 
each.  The  North  thought  it  must  go  to  Eng- 
land for  its  annual  romauce  of  the  holly  aud 
the  mistletoe.  Now,  with  a better  understand- 
ing, it  knows  that  the  united  country  contains 
all  that  even  poetry  can  demaud  for  the  great 
festival.  The  Drawer,  which  never  has  any 
concealed  motive,  frankly  confesses  that  the 
object  of  this  paper  is  to  induce  the  North  to 
send  to  the  South  for  its  Christmas  decorations. 
It  is  the  little  things  of  life,  the  little  acts  of 
kindness,  the  little  exchanges  of  courtesy  and 
confidence,  that  most  bind  people  together. 
And  the  day  has  come — has  it  not? — in  the 
United  States,  w hen  nothing  is  lacking  to  the 
perfect  unity  in  sentiment  aud  national  pride 
on  Christmas  Day.  See!  As  the  morning  dawns 
which  means  peace  and  good-will  among  all 
Christian  peoples,  the  South  hangs  up  the  mis- 
tletoe bough,  and  stands  under  it  iu  the  door- 
way, looking  neither  south,  nor  east,  nor  west, 
nor  north,  but  just  looking  in  maiden  uncon- 
sciousness, Christmas-like ; and  the  North — 
well,  the  North,  if  the  Drawer  knows  it,  just 
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but  dey  bad  to  git  a pass  to  be  out  nights,  an’ 
dey  got  cotched  widout  de  pass  sometimes — 
ba ! ha ! We  use  to  sing  4 Run,  nigger,  run, 
de  paddy  rollers  [patrollers]  catch  your  It 
was  Chris’mas  Eve  when  I got  home  to  de 
plantation  on  James  River — dat  was  Watch 
Night,  you  kuow.  De  pious  cullud  folks  alters 
had  pra’r-meetin’  Watch  Night ; dey  met  in  one 
honse,  all  of  ’em,  an'  prayed  twell  de  gret 
niawD  come  in.  Dey  sang  de  regular  shoutin’ 
hymns,  what  ain’t  sot  down  in  no  book,  but  is 
jis  made  up  out  o’  verses  o’  old  hymns  and 
texes  out  o’  de  Bible.  Seems  like  I kin  hear 
’em  now ! 

1 Dere  was  a star  rose  in  de  east. 

De  Wise  Men  found  our  Lawd. 

Dey  took  Him  from  His  cradle  dar, 

An'  kyar’d  Him  to  His  cross.1 

'We  come  dis  night  to  sin*  an1  pray; 

We  hope  ’twill  last  twell  break  o’  day. 

We  come  dis  night  to  sing  an’  tell 
De  wonders  ob  King  Emmanuel.’ 

‘F’all  you  see  me  go  ’long  so, 

I bab  my  trials  here  below ; 

Sometimes  I'm  up  an’  sometimes  down ; 
Sometimes  I’m  lebel  to  de  grounV 

* De  holy  grace  appears ; 

De  promise  is  fulfilled: 

Mary  was  de  Virgin  bold, 

An’  Jesus  was  de  chile. 

' My  Lawd  de  highest  Gawd 
Called  Him  his  only  Son, 

Bid  Him  to  rule  de  lands  abroad, 

An’  gib  Him  David’s  frone.’ 

* Po*  an'  needy  vo  I be. 

Gawd,  my  Maker,  keer  for  me. 

He  gib  me  clothes  an’  shelter, 

food  ; 

He  gib  roe  all  I hab  ob  good; 

An*  vo  I sleep,  an'  vo  I wrake. 

He  keeps  me  safe  for  Jesus’ 

&ake.* 

When  twelve  o’clock  come 
dey  all  j ti  mp  up,  an’  shout  au’ 
shake  bands  — 4 Chris’mas 
gift.  Sis’  Patsy !’  4 Cliris’mas 
gift,  Bro’  Nic’las!’  Pete  an’ 
me  we  wasn’t  ’rnong  de 
watchers ; we  was  dancin’ 
all  night  wid  de  young 
people  ober  to  Tilly’s  quar- 
ters. She  gib  de  party  dat 
night,  an’  she  certain’y  did 
bab  a real  fine  supper.” 

You  know  dey  gib  ’em  all 
double  rations  for  Chris’- 
mas week.  Mistiss  she  gib 
me  an’  Pete  a piece  o’  grouu’ 
to  ’gin  honsekeepin’  on, 
twelve  hens,  an’  two  hogs. 

.She  ’lowed  dat  to  each  cullud 
fambly.  Cbris’mas  mornin’ 
she  call  np  all  de  slaves  on 
de  plantation,  an’  she  gib 
de  women -folks  a bandaua 
haukcher  au’  a calico  dress 
auf  a white  cotton  apern  all 
*rouu*  ; an’  de  meu-folks  dey 
got  a pipe  an’  a shirt  au’  a 


cullud  haukcher;  an’  de  little  gals,  she  gib  ’em 
bib  aperns  an’  some  candy  au’  oranges. 

44 ’Bout  de  weddin’  ? Oh  yes ; I was  tellin’  you 
’bout  de  weddin’.  Well,  dat  come  off  Cbris’mas 
night.  My  youug  mistiss  she  fix  my  veil  on 
herse’f,  an’  she  lend  me  her  white  sash  au’  her 
gol’  breas’pin.  I w ore  a splendid  white  muslin 
dress ; it  had  free  full  flounces  on  it,  an’  a long, 
sweepin’  train.  An’  I bad  white  kid  glubs 
too ; I bought  ’em  out  of  a sto’  in  Richmond. 
De  white  ’Pisc’pal  minister  ’formed  de  saye- 
mony.  He  wore  bis  gown,  same  as  ef  we  was 
white  folks,  kase  mistiss  say  she’d  gib  us  a fust- 
class  weddiu’,  me  an’  Pete.  All  de  cullud  folks 
on  our  plantation  was  dar,  an’  lots  o’  high- 
toned  darkies  from  ober  to  Bran’on  an’  West- 
ober  was  dar  too.  De  weddin’  sapper,  dat  was 
ober  to  muvver’s  cabin,  but  de  sayemony  was 
in  de  basemen’  up  at  de  mansion,  an’  de  white 
fambly  all  come  in  to  witness  de  weddin’.  But 
de  supper!  You  jis  ought  to  seen  dat  table! 
A gret  fat  pig  koldiu’  a apple  in  bis  mouf  was 
at  de  bead  o’  de  table,  an’  a ’possum  was  at  de 
foot — ” 

44  Yes,”  chimed  in  Uncle  Pete,  44  an’  I was 
trappin’  that  ’possum  a whole  week,  de  sly 


"My  young  mistiss  she  fix  my  veil  on  herse’f.” 
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lii  i iu  rliio*r‘r  niJtdc*  <ni(> V tv Uite*  pur^r  iVu, . Do  ••jink  !«>i»t  Vir*es;*fow  too,  .an!  d*ro 

©tf.  Vi|ifrr-f  i wht  i>o*teiVM>t  £Mtb*  *??  cdipK.  tfeb.  wa*  IpUp*  uoiiHui*  AV 

re  i\<i4  a baert  «V  un'.  vl1?*  ken  ptt\  iui'  #U* >i»\  s \Uy  o rod  out  Vaon  mi*  'po^nm  hour  »n  - 

duck  pi.-\.:n»' .1  turkey.  .-u»‘  i oki-a-o  t<H«  ~],)r.my  v‘:Vw,.w  all  tW-  pnw  - tvrrjLe  O’o«j  to  -«.o  ! 
of  H-^An7' ikmjpp  jifiXt sunt  »Uvy  aurt  *np iii»)f tskw‘maa 

(i;*t  «v  iin*.a«v'  \.  v» . v • <h-  i'u-i.  i ♦»  el n k a kniiV.  <n  Mnu-wlrt^  »iu'i  like  it  i\*urs  ii:  days  ugone.  v hen 

it;  dp  brolH,  yoi|  tlToPr.  All  trft«1p  f iiftd  ri*f  *$'  ‘ 

uo  k acre  -v;t*  a I^fiv  w ..,u«»cd.r.d> Ai.ui;in  Dur/.^iv 
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teiKk-r  groans,  where,  if  there  was  m>t  Actual ver- 
dure, there-  seemed  the  light  and  purify  of  rqq>mm:hi ng  ?*tnMUg,  It  w«;>  almost  as 
though,  winter  could  never  really"  Ji$vt>  been.  Un  rc  - ?dmo??t  aft  though  the  note  of  the* 
blackbird  might  be  near;  ami  in  ?>pHe  of  u )it%,  thin  d mails  of  rain.  ihet*o  wa&  a 
glow  and  look  of  cheer  oft all  thine*  about  U£.  . . * ’■ 

The  small  town  where  wi-  Milled  down  for  a thno  was  not  far • f ivin  Torbay,  .and 
imd  tided  all  the  dodndde  ehments  »4‘  a v inter  recoi  l.  It  vr*-u,  in  Englich  parhi/M  < . 
hWifd#.'  w*>.IJ  u>-do,  sand  ■eomfo*rtuhle»  with  the  >vu  a if.Uhi  easy  dis-Uiuev,  and  euo*'»n- 
pa^stxl  by  &v ieh  r<ji that  simtehyd  out  with  varied  breaks  fe>  tliV  uniOr*, 
and  it  had  the  eharwi  of  quaint  <>Id  greets,  a hUtimeal  market  • place.  and  nmnyr 
hoM^  ^f  J>ln^^V^vK Oi; ^ 4r 1 1 i 1 1 lf^  mw  lyj#tt.f  hU  u4Tat^;;t|U^ 

ami  square,  so  that  one  ■«;*]»: Id  m um.*  s lodgings  have  all  tlm  “ nunleru  <*mh\>}}1ok,?>..'* 
and  m one's  sanr»{,rvmj|  ail  i ho  fasviindiuu  of  old  fashions  >i#  airlutvcuMV..  .:no, 
indeed-,  hi  the  people  one  en^^|^|i| 

Tlie  hitcids^me  ivuv^r  was  merest  to  the  stalhui,  and  jurese^ 
with  its  rows  of  hodi  In  send a green 

where  stood  ■ *•  brand  new  chon* in  with  , it  lin-vny  ^ dupydtg'bbU  Unu  woir^  •*<*lu»es 
far  and  Mdo.  Their  WCM  fih  shops  in  this  krvvo,  nnd  mo  attempt  at 

&ed\is.fb-ii;ih.  i but  t-qr&injE mZfifcx&  K $?*&  easy  to 
reach  laiies  with  tangled  hedgioivivv-i:  Uiaf  led  here  ‘ ^ 

wan  hid,  mid  duiei  dBrlyaiuii^f" 

CoKtd  hou^  whea*ei» t H dig  Charity  mvgli t . in> yi;£! bad  d< mi] 

towanhUio  old  town  wh<n  *1,^  tm-irke  i.-nTr-,  uotdo  . r,  n out;. :>  one  \-niPov.  &pd  whi.  iv 
iu  Initf  a do^(  ii  V- rv  old  >lrret.v  i Uc  h»<»;>«^  or  sbo l»s  vh*  ov  rd  1>H  in'orvViv  ho>  ol  s^vi'H- 
^rchit^eitire,  zoimti itfvf  ^ u d^t.'^onn ran) - 

^ ^ ' fjt  ftfjfw  xbe 
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pJare.  *e|>/wr>.hm  generally  well  preserved,  tokuowul.J  about  (bis  v.*u!)tl erf ul 

ami  ibo  old  days  ubrn  Will-  winter  mmi!) y . which  we  .fancied  must  ia- 

iawi  l?m\ee  of  'prai)£ft : came • vidiiig  down  etude  m much  that  i>w&  wildly  romantic, 
i lie  High  Street,  nvd  \h>>  frond  j^oople  of  legendary , mui  oven  worn!;  but  after  a 
the  Iffvtjv  *ow  it  ottered  him  their  ulle  tiun  we  kc  tiled  down  to  a quietly  ordiwil. 
gia^e-e.-.  : Hie*  Sysys  &.»id 

The  fawtyhad  its  history;  s^Uleep  in  fhV  of  i be  people  about  u«f  atyd  develdptiig  & 
heart' dt  nVOee  suer but  full  .if  ini?  taste  for  very  tnfliug  hmUers  iu  tmsy 
of  an  elfcnmU  which  seemed  vitsd  and  tones  or  manners,  ftv  even  in  marketing 
real  to,  m nk  we  wmideml  about*  study-  Ttoee  were:  half#  dofcen  itt  tine 

itvg  old  landnuarlcs  arul  modern  marni^wi,  ley  and  U ynay 

It  had  l*mi;  smnehly  \Pt^0mU  'l.  by  of  intend  to  some : V*  ktic^ 

be liyve— wa^  then  yfely  of  : t nicely 

prejudiced  placet  .was  ever  in— ami  ytlum  ront/is  was  h\  1*  hud  whir  ' aUcnduiice’' 
it  had  w e J y*  up ed  a monarch  or  taken  j >art  for . Wb&u i:  Seven  dpi .{ars  a;  week  f on 

in  any  historical  jvvent,  it  seemed  to  have  ::nrark^ti‘iigv.  '<*pu  id  'life-itorii?  ip  a 


throbbed  vr ith  a inherited  by  rri.ahner,  t htf  $hoi>$  $o  x*h& 

•t,f>e  gpiieratiMiis  rhut  followed,  so  that,  .in  fashioned,  ami  oueV  deal big*  v-uh  .-a-h 
spile  pf  soi  nr  pew  ways  of  thinking  and  individuals  as  the  gvet  neTOOer,  /.tlunliiiry 
feel.mgy  the  flavor  of  «.]d  tiu)^  \vn&  never  woman,  etc.,  having  a flavor  of  primjtiye 
lost ; ami  it  may  i>V  that  our  sympathies  simjil  Icily  about  them  which  ve&*  vvry 
Wm*  most  strong) ^ roused .W  finding  liven  ch^nnin^ : ’£;  tvt>l l rerii<toibnr  my  fim  y fsti 
Valid  tHfen>;thic^  <*t u&yfc.  of  i to  the  yiairyi,;  which  was  of  one  end  pi* 
t';nov  rvmavlosbb-  Wurui,  i':dK*  fs,  of  rather  o muddy  hi  VO.-.  v<ol  i'Jt  which ail 

whum  •>  t sail  . /iVUu  flu*  Very  ;•'»»-?  i/m  of  the  bouse*  showed  huh:  in  V WhiVhrv*.  slit- 
bsvifnc  te*f.ih-c^c( |) ry  rv^ds.  :mi;  r«ny  panes  0 

-;,iOtt».  fher^  bitfl;  pUntffey  ‘ . ; ylnLit^  '4l  ‘*i/IRt.'of  J a 

; lyr-T/f f ^ - «.) :v • '' i ..critic  \xhf0i jfi-ft  otiherfiil. 

A ml  mu:;  eniy  Wcr<V  ?>!»•»•-  -oH>  ' JA m ) ) y of  d uck^  and  eh^ ke/»s.  and  one  yn^ 

tfbn^  whrfe- . in  ^ydi^ixv^  5^# :'ahd  .ye*t- 

i * > ’.’  » •)  i bv'hvwn:  bro;;  -iri  the  vcirui -yards,  they  v»-rv  Tevj : wv^lT  nianfiorni,  fur  th^y 
wwre  ^uViii} rnniBy  ni re'>cnme  tif^rr  u name  made  m*  to  'jr,iS^.v;&iTsni  thp 

or; a one  wim-b  c s:,o'i>Mip*}yTike  home.  vp>vn  fk-e.-viv  »f  rite  little  Uind>h:^h,u'M 
Tnvm  v.viev,  indue  ihv-  -i^.yc  a sense  el  iimis:  U^Hw  nebh  I;.  was  tumbb-'dvovi^ 
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but  scrupulously  nen*  TUe  Uiieben  had  or  the  drama.  Dolly's  hands  wore  rod 
a sarufcd  floor,  & line  ^loekvand  a geuer*:  enough,  flo  doubt, and  I Arias*  say  her  »*■•* 
ou*  Bre.  so  me  l h i h;g, .&a  venfy-  Sfuftp ed  pre«si<m  :Yt&s-  thfe-'itipst  hopelessly  stupid/ 

always  simmering,  and  beyond  this  was  but  for  mere  flesh  aft<J  blood  beauty  tin* 
tile  dairy,  with  its  shjnijig:  pans,  and  gitl  vyks  inothflpar^bte,.  tod  'Sefctqed  uMyto. 
long  vntiiia^p  ' made  gay  by  ge^iniums  have  the  least  particle  of  ^onsciotisfjfm.lo 
&U  wimor  Jong,  But  the  attract*  -be  stirred  to -vanity  by  the  admiring  looks 

iV6  object  |sjf  the  lipase  'rote  tlm  d*M>y  wd*  I ♦>ftyn  saw  Upob  linV— fiiai'k^l-clayA 
man's  daughter,  whom  i thought  thyjy  and  tl*e  like.  Adieu  thy  Oorydons  ami  .):h  ;.  J 
and  think  ncffor,  ity?  most  Wpoming  tin*a-;'  Ifees  of  the  .^hhutry^tde  floyknd  j**to  the 
* ' /«  V\  \/  /■' *‘  V ' m ',y  ■ Vi.  / v * 1 . ’ town,  * -M  ibefahv  Polly  dkl^uite 

sin  -active  trade  TOpiput  sp  much 

i ••'  l abwe  her 

' - < i*»  th  • ‘ ' of  time  1 

.jjp^gf  t • ’ fj>h^nvrd  D(n*tr>)o--w^s  h*ig»ged  to  a 

JSBB&  99p  • ’quay,  him- 

■raK  >VjL  ’ stflf  pi  .the  uay  • xuid  bovine 

*^■1  uf  and* 


isA. 


turv  I have  rTfcr  Sewn;  She  ayus  a min*  as  the  mother  told  me,  they'  .row  to  he 
r }>:<  j >f  her  flits*— rarely i T think,  to  mumed  £f$  >oon  sis  he  earned  twenty  five 
t>-  met  Ait) l apt  .of  in  ^triHhiga'  tfjpr-  whioh ' I'bey'^uuhl 

Knglaral—  iUh\  presenWi  .herself  that  first  sn  up  housekeeping  ip  a lVhir*r«ionied  cot- 
,Mvv;vhig  o>  Mo  gM/e  as  a da^bnyly  pink  J&igv.  ami  hope  tor  certain  material  com- 
and  h,;{.\  hi bo  oyod.  and  (mtwi)  Iiaiwd  I if* 

^ gou  n,  the  shaves  ' 31m  gr^  vths  a rbomr  xhopy 

of  a bie)r  <v  «*-«•&  'fiilhf'iff  p .'$' ;jso ^ phnr  tlio  .a,lway«  del  aUpri^y  rcdotipvr  >’d 

n«und  White  ii.niiu: whiktiv phh  ly  $*$$&  'MiA  aptl 

•ipproprraU:  in  the  Uuiry  nVaiii  oi  poetry  by  ii  sr* »6tl • lumtmnl  non  ami  Ins  wife; 

'•Ki.'iT^  : ( ^ i-\ 
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who  had  a very  distinct  love  of  their  call- 
ing, Mrs.  B cultivating  certain  vege- 

tables in  her  strip  of  garden  back  of  the 
shop,  and  being  the  very  first  person  in 
town  to  display  bunches  of  primroses  or 
have  good  “sea-kale.”  Likewise  to  be 

observed  in  Mr.  B was  the  difference 

in  his  manner  when  you  bought  his  pota- 
toes or  greens,  and  when,  in  his  second 
calling  of  waiter,  he  handed  you  your 
soup  or  pudding  at  the  small  winter  din- 
ner parties  given  in  town.  In  the  shop 
he  was  affably  discursive,  touching  the 
onions  or  greens  with  a careless  hand  and 
a free,  light-hearted  manner.  At  a din- 
ner table  he  was  curiously  solemn,  and  oc- 
casionally looked  as  though  he  defied  any 
one  present  to  suggest  that  his  name  hung 
over  a shop  in  the  High  Street.  The  fact 
that  he  sold  you  potatoes  for  twopence  a 
pound  was  never  to  be  confounded  with 
the  other  more  imposing  fact  that  for  five 
shillings  an  evening,  attired  in  an  irre- 
proachable costume,  he  waited  on  select 
dinner  parties  among  the  smaller  gentry 
of  the  place.  When  the  real  spring  be- 
gan to  show  itself,  the  little  green  grocery 
had  an  inexhaustible  fascination  for  me. 
The  garden  was  so  spontaneously  gay  and 
flourishing,  and  its  one  bit  of  warm  south- 
ern wall  so  early  stood  hung  with  blos- 
soms, and  B and  his  wife,  moving 

about  toward  sunset  among  the  small  gar- 
den beds  and  modest  vines,  were  such  pic- 
tures of  honest,  homely  content,  that  I was 
always  inclined  to  linger  after  I had  made 
my  purchases,  on  the  excuse  of  making  an 
inquiry  into  the  condition  of  asparagus 
and  lettuce. 

We  went  to  a village  where  winter  held 
a quiet  brown  dominion,  full  of  shifting, 
changing  lights  that  were  perpetually 
suggestive  of  a storm  that  never  came. 
It  was  a good  hunting  country  — hard 
enough,  yet  rarely  frosty;  and  the  inn, 
which  was  a sort  of  rendezvous  for  red- 
coats, made  a picturesque  centre,  stand- 
ing midway  on  a slope,  with  a very  con- 
spicuous sign-board,  the  sombre  shade  of 
a huge  old  tree,  and  a tap-room  worthy  of 
Teniers.  The  people  were  extremely  prim- 
itive, and  of  the  heavy  rural  type  which 
provides  such  characters  as  Audrey  and 
Touchstone.  Their  lives  were  passed  in 
the  most  monotonous  fashion.  The  work- 
ing people,  those  who  had  trades  or  steady 
occupation,  earned  from  sixteen  to  thirty 
shillings  a week,  and  out  of  this  they  near- 
ly all  maintained  large  families,  the  wo- 
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men  doing  little  more  than  attend  to  their 
own  household  employments.  As  near- 
ly all  the  daughters  of  such  households  go 
into  service,  the  expenses  decrease  early, 
and  it  is  therefore  not  uncommon  to  see 
an  elderly  couple  living  alone  and  com- 
fortably after  their  flock  have  dispersed. 
There  are  early  hours  among  such  people 
— breakfast  by  six,  and  to  bed  by  eight 
o'clock,  few  being  found  out-of-doors  later 
than  nine  o'clock;  and  so  secluded  and 
simple  was  this  little  hamlet  that  I re- 
member how  very  striking  one  evening’s 
entertainment  proved  as  a break  upon  its 
absolute  monotony. 

A man  came  around  in  a sort  of  van  or 
caravan,  and  by  means  of  some  florid 
handbills  and  a large  bell,  and  a very 
loud,  hoarse  voice,  advertised  a “ panoror- 
ma”  which,  as  it  included  views  of  Amer- 
ica, attracted  our  attention  most  successful- 
ly. The  “ panorormist”  took  a small  hall, 
and  excited  the  community  for  two  even- 
ings, although  so  far  as  material  and  sur- 
roundings went  it  was  as  dreary  a show 
as  one  could  wish  him  to  have  had;  for 
the  reckless  creature  displayed  New  York 
in  awful  colors,  evidently  under  the  influ- 
ence of  the  torrid  zone,  and  with  the  palm- 
trees  and  groves  of  Brazil  rampant  in  its 
streets,  while  Indians  were  seen  on  a place 
called  the  “Thoroughfare,”  which  was  a 
long,  unhappy  sort  of  street  bearing  a 
nightmare-like  resemblance  to  Broadway. 

It  was  odd  sometimes  to  think  of  so 
much  that  was  placidly  rural  encompass- 
ing a brilliant  winter  resort  like  Torquay, 
and,  indeed,  after  drifting  along  among 
the  more  primitive  country  villages  for  a 
few  weeks,  the  first  visit  to  that  gay  wa- 
tering-place had  quite  a startling  effect. 

Torquay  was  first  brought  into  notice 
when  the  Channel  fleet  used  it  as  an  an- 
chorage, but  it  had  its  associations,  being 
marked  by  one  of  the  most  decisive  epochs 
in  English  history.  Here  landed  William 
of  Orange  in  the  famous  November  of 
1688.  Torquay  was  only  a fishing  village 
then,  but  for  one  knowing  every  step  of  the 
ground  it  is  easy  to  fancy  the  Dutch  prince 
riding  on  past  old  Tor  Abbey — agray  build- 
ing set  among  still  winter  colors  away 
from  the  beach  road—  or  perhaps  Balta- 
combe  way,  to  Ford  House,  at  whose  gates 
many  a tourist  lingers  now.  Ford  House 
is  not  exactly  wdiat  the  guide-books  call  a 
“stalely  pile”;  it  is  a flue  gray  house, 
well  pierced  by  w indows,  and  with  a park 
which  always  seemed  to  me  to  retain  the 
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peculiar  quality  of  nielandioly  witli  which  preplan  upon  English  or  'foreign  nnmK 
♦*\ru  in  the ..'rpriti^- \ hue  of  Hush  and  color  It  remained  un  obscure  Irilia^re  until  the 
the  pevtui  country  js 'tinged ; ami  hero  in  days  of  the  Channel  fleet',  and  then  slowly 
the  oKi  h’ouse  *hown  the  rootu  iuw’hkrir  j*rew  into  prominence:  itV  pK-tur^esque  ter- 


**£  ipj^VAy. 


William  slept  two  doubtless  well  meed  villas 

Sillied  by  his  recepUtiU  at  XMc  iowu  ami  fudeU,  oil'll!'  at  feu«iij  ii  yvu  i «,.(<» 
c*a§s  atttl  his  many  p**rpfe:<in|f  anxieties,  e/ddiril-y.  *S<h  t*l.*t»<-' flu  l>u, ■ : ■ j ,»f 
Hw  Ukewlse  repoM?*!'  King  C’brtHos  in  its  bay  exuolfod,.  inn  tit.- v limum.  was  I'/wmi, 
•arlie'r ’.ywars.  aim!  asso-  perfect  for  a.  wjtp*r  sy^ipiJ’tivapi!/intl>^j. 

cisUoiis  of  a famous  lj4t<vm>%iur*.bul.i.\  •* , <Mie  vfeiuug  il  in  -January.  t ’<  ? .*  u;, ' ~ . 

of  whom  i -ball  speak  lab -c  ' Hut- us  a pon,  .Minvli,  ntigUt  fancy  tie.  !,  »■,  and  sky.  ..hud. 

Torquay  -seems  to  have  inatli;  small  i m-  ;':I^ji  trausperted'-feoiii/'^Bpi^i. 
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•'L^rirsi?  -the  rail  way  sfcxtimi  one  FeV  xv ^ ami  ixi  En^ 

raiitrir  4«ii$h  we  followed  a' 'Curving, Toad  laml  :'•;’ p'Qj  . ; .; y 

xcbiidi  brought  nts  siujdouly  into  *ww  of  A Jong  street  eoryed  about  lira  town, 
the  shining  water  with  its  magr>Hiee/il  uinl  facing  the  bav  nots  Inied  wiOi  shops 
limestone  coast  and  to  the  loft  the  town  Ibu-b.ian-Hko  in  their  brilliant  display  of 
ease  on  its  many  terraces  like  iv  seen:*  wares.  Here  ami  there  in  some  .fine  villa 
painted  mi  some  stag#  cuHuIm  $hdda(rJy  wJfCW  slioVvcjii  5n  profusion  oiiB  be* 

• let  fail  before  ns,  for  viUas.  road  w^ys,  and  held  the  tempting  legend.. %i  Apartnients/’ 
terra*i^  inafe  then*-  ‘tuid  ware  one  to  penetrate  suek;  liveried 

perspective.  a/ad  the  ntninlaiions  'whore  servants,  luxuriously  hiniished  rooms. 

mumJike  ioueb  ami  dainty  accojiiniofiiftHm^  would  heotf* 
■e*im  tvafrtiVas  pouted  for  $hjst  *t*tl.feiug  of-  fernl  at.  high  pru^sibet*  Torquay  is*  cub  - 
. itfl.l'ilje;. rHVrfe'rl/ieatf  the  *fey*-  . gulered  in  winter  it  re-sort  for  Ibase  Avbo^ 
in  ^nmvtier-  iinte^  tbe  lazily  pursas  :utv  inexlmustiblo  The  whole 
nmvhijg  clouds  touching its  brilliancy  with  pntssion  of  Uie  jdueC  from  {he  first  \S:<\s  of 
but  faint  hints  of  shadow.,  and  no  promise  a ConrineuUil  restart  ybutiiioriinig  f ri 
or  reiueuthranee  nfiioy  storm-  member  the  people  idling  up  and  down 

The  hf‘arli  vvas  orowdwl  wiUt  people,  for  the  st reefs*  Urn  bmul.  phiying  guvfv  lr, 
it  early  nuipfrliig  ^uu  line  vveather,  the  square,  nod.  *j  overy  .vomer  * bar  or 
and  ail dforiptay  was  abroad,  Borne  were  girts  id&ndiitg  behind.  fables  . heaped  up 
sauntering  on  the  beach,  others  ou  tlie  with  blussouis  ; and  it j > a hilly  road  \v*; 
terraces,  and  several  invalids  were  bung  Matched  i party  of  riders  going  to  the 
slowly  drawn  down  inBath-eldiii^  1 nieet'"  of  the  South  Devon  bounds,  the 

ill  • i let. that  «ii  r£<j  coats;  wloriiiir  t}ie  strong  laruiseap* 

vided  the  focky  b*&ch  tho  fii^t  ierp  with  new  boldn&s&y  and  bniigiifg  i?ito 

2'ace,  and  it  was  hard  to  bear  in  miHd  that  force  tlie  brown  tunes  on  eh  her  side, 
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while  the  blue  of  the  sky  dominated  all 
the  scene,  as  though  Fortuny  had  flung 
his  brushes  upward  in  despair  of  painting 
such  sunlight  and  shadow,  such  white 
against  white,  such  blue  looking  up  at 
blue.  Never,  except  in  the  extreme  south 
of  France,  have  I seen  that  curious  qtial 
it y of  light  in  everything;  a white  wall 


was  less  white  than  the  sunshine,  and  yet 
it  stood  out  bravely  holding  its  own,  and 
the  very  figures  of  the  children  on  the 
bfeach  in  their  blue  dresses,  intense  though 
they  were  as  spots  of  color,  were  not  so 
vivid  as  sky  or  water  ; and  still  an  inef- 
fable languor  touched  H at).  Turningfrom 
this  picture,  the  eye  beheld  a distant  conn- 
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try  of  compassionate  sombre  tones— -the 
red  of  the  cliff  striking  against  a brown- 
ish earth  that  led  on  up  and  down  shel- 
tered highways  out  to  a country  where 
the  cadences  of  this  glorious  winter  land 
rose  and  fell  in  minor  keys. 

Balls,  dances,  assemblies,  and  very  fine 
concerts  enliven  the  Torquay  winter,  and 
round  about  in  the  towns  and  “country” 
a quiet  sort  of  social  season  goes  on,  with, 
I fancy,  but  slight  variation  year  after 
year.  In  such  places  one  can  to  a nicety 
observe  the  differences  between  a town 
and  country  set — observe  just  where  and 
how  the  country  link  is  secured,  and  learn 
by  a slow  process  of  absorption  to  distin- 
guish between  the  people  and  people . Yet 
I confess  to  having  found  this  a very  dif- 
ficult task,  and  one  which  baffled  my 
American  precedents  more  than  once,  al- 
though hospitality  is  so  generous  and  kind 
that  the  stranger  is  given  no  time  for  del- 
icate analysis,  and  must  feel  himself  un- 
worthy if  in  his  dissection  he  lays  bare  too 
many  plans.  But  a provincial  town  in 
England  or  in  America  is  at  all  times  an 
interesting  study,  and  down  here,  perhaps 
what  most  impressed  me  as  an  American 
was  the  vitality  of  prejudice.  That  it 
should  flourish  and  put  forth  new  roots 
and  new  growTth  just  on  a few  time-worn, 
feeble  traditions  which  really,  when  one 
searched  the  hearts  of  the  kindest  and 
most  hospitable  people  on  earth,  had  no 
actual  feeling  to  support  them,  was  a con- 
stant surprise  to  us;  yet,  after  all,  it  may 
be  argued  that  the  frame  work  of  restraint 
which  enfolds  English  social  life  in  town 
or  country  has  its  advantages. 

Not  a peasant  coming  and  going  in  this 
little  community,  not  a shepherd,  not  the 
humblest  creature  who  drank  his  cider  at 
the  “ Dragon”  (not  venturing  to  the  more 
aristocratic  “George”),  but  felt  instinct- 
ively that,  according  to  the  rules  of  life, 
the  lot  of  man  was  to  accept  his  own  place, 
and  always  look  up  to  some  one  who  look- 
ed doicn,  with  a perfect  right  to  do  so, 
upon  him. 

Dinners,  some  dances,  card  parties,  and 
high  teas  enliven  the  winter  season  of 
a country  town  such  as  this,  where  all 
through  the  winter  months  a certain  sem- 
blance of  warmth  and  careless  growth 
gives  a tone  of  spring,  and  a strong  bond 
between  the  classes  is  created  by  Church 
interests.  Let  the  rector  and  his  curates 
be  ever  so  aristocratic,  there  are  occasions 
when  they  must  be  of  and  with  the  peo- 

Digitized  by  Google 


pie,  and  I recall  vividly  certain  festival 
practices,  school  entertainments,  and  the 
like,  when  there  seemed  almost  a touch 
of  American  equality  in  the  congrega- 
tion ; and  on  one  occasion— -a  tea  party  for 
some  church  need — I might  but  for  one 
or  two  evidences  that  I was  in  Devonshire 
have  fancied  myself  in  Maine  or  Connect- 
icut. 

The  Sunday-school  building  was  de- 
voted to  the  eutertainment,  and  hung  with 
bunting,  flowers,  and  lanterns,  while  at 
long  tables  tea  and  buns  and  cakes  were 
dispensed  by  very  smiling  young  people, 
and  during  the  evening  selections  of  mu- 
sic were  “obligingly  rendered” by  “gifted 
amateurs”  in  the  congregation.  Except 
that  the  choral  singing  was  far  better, 
and  the  solos  much  poorer,  it  might  have 
been  an  entertainment  in  America;  but 
the  acute  differences  were  in  certain  fig- 
ures or  groups  which  now  and  again 
projected  themselves  from  the  common- 
place of  familiar  scenes;  my  blooming 
dairy-maid,  for  example,  in  her  Sunday 
best,  with  her  lovely  inexpressive  coun- 
tenance one  blush  all  the  evening,  as  she 
sauntered  about  on  her  lover’s  arm,  was 
strikingly  typical — courtesying  with  a lit- 
tle duck  to  the  clerical  gentleman  who 
addressed  her,  and  twirling  an  end  of  her 
yellow  shawl  when  one  of  the  “quality” 
good-naturedly  inquired  for  her  welfare, 
or  made  some  civil  remark  to  her  young 
man,  and  her  long-drawn  breath  and  ex- 
clamation of  “La,  Jan,  that  be  foine,  be- 
ant  it  ?”  when  a pretty  girl,  in  blue  cash- 
mere  gown  and  white  kid  gloves,  had 
finished  singing  “Twickenham  Ferry.” 
Also  the  presence  of  certain  rustics  in  cor- 
duroy or  velveteens,  the  look  on  certain 
farmers’  faces,  and  the  air  of  comfortably 
accepted  plebeianism,  if  I may  use  the 
word,  made  an  impressive  difference  be- 
tween such  a gathering  in  our  country 
and  England.  Whereas  with  us  social 
distinctions  would  be  difficult  to  maintain 
on  a similar  occasion,  here  they  pro- 
nounced themselves  in  definite  lines.  If 
there  was  a slight  air  of  contempt  any- 
where, it  was  in  the  agriculturally  in- 
clined portion  of  the  company : some  farm- 
ers there  were  whose  rosy  countenances 
betrayed  a touch  of  scorn  now  and  again, 
and  I doubt  not  later  many  a discussion 
as  to  the  rights  and  wrongs  of  various 
questions  was  held  in  an  adjacent  tap- 
room, and  ideas  not  to  be  expressed  in  the 
presence  of  the  “quality”  were  sent  forth 
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quivering  into  a 
responsivecircle. 
No  people  are 
more  clearly  de- 
cided in  their 
opinions  than 
these  very  farm- 
ers of  southern 
England.  They 
have  and  hold 
and  are  ready 
to  analyze  their 
points  of  view, 
not  swerving 
from  them  for 
the  sake  of  the  traditions  of  caste  or  any 
rights  of  those  above  them;  and  I think 
it  is  one  more  evidence  in  favor  of  a life 
of  out-of-door  toil  that  the  inner  sense  of 
freedom  in  the  individual  asserts  itself, 
and  what  is  intrinsically  superior  rises 
above  the  dross  of  custom  and  conven- 
tionality. 

When  the  days  were  mild  enough  to 
admit  of  very  idle  kind  of  sauntering,  I 
often  talked  with  the  country  people,  es- 
pecially  with  a certain  farmer  whose  rich 
pastures  must  have  been  beautiful  to  see 
in  the  real  spring  and  summer,  and  I 
found  Imn  very  seriously  anxious  on  two 
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questions — American  exports, 
and  the  tendency  among  the 
rising  generation  in  England 
to  desert  agriculture. 

44 1 tell  ’ee  what,  ma’am,” 
he  said,  one  crisp,  quiet  day, 
leaning  against  his  hedge,  and 
looking  up  and  down  reflect- 
ing— 4 ‘ I tell  ’ee  it  be  part  ’unt- 
ing as  does  it,  the  fondness 
they  young  people  ’as  for  sport, 
ye  see,  and  a part  a- wantin’  to 
get  away  like  up  to  the  toones. 
In  ray  young  days  I rode  a bit 
when  I had  a chance;  but  I 
didn’t  care  for  a red  coatmor’n 
a brown  ’un;  and  when  I got 
my  farm  I didn't  think  of  nort  but  stickin’ 
to  it.  Now  ’em  must  be  up  and  off,  an1 
it’s  4 Feytlier,  I think  as  how  I’d  like  to 
see  the  world  a bit,’  or 4 Country’s  too  dull 
for  me,  feyther.’  Oh,  they’re  fules  now, 

I do  b’lieve,  ma'am— not  what  they  was  in 
my  young  days.” 

And  my  honest  friend  sighed  deeply, 
but  I doubt  if  I could  have  persuaded  him 
to  believe  that  every  middle  age  sees  its 
youth  in  glorified  perspective. 

At  first  that  part  of  the  country  seem- 
ed, socially  speaking,  so  inactive  that  we 
watched  with  great  interest  for  signs  of 
life  and  movement  among  the  working 
people,  who,  of  course,  predominated  both 
in  numbers  and  variety.  The  first  no- 
ticeable feature  was  that  the  majority  were 
dissenters,  and  after  two  months  in  our 
little  town  one  needed  not  to  be  re-assured 
that  in  Mrs.  Olipliant’s  Salem  Chapel  she 
presented  a faithful  and  by  no  means  sa- 
tirical picture,  for  here  I saw  repeated  all 
the  small  ostentations  and  hostilities  of 
dissenting  Carlingford,  the  eager,  fervid, 
poorly  paid  minister,  who,  in  spite  of  a 
fairly  good  education  and  a definitely 
soaring  soul,  stood  completely  beyond  the 
pale  of  “society,”  and  was  no  more  to  be 
allowed  within  it  than  were  his  first-class 
patrons,  the  green-grocer  and  the  baker  of 
High  Street,  yet  who  was  much  to  be 
pitied,  since  from  the  very  nature  of  his 
education  and  calling  he  felt  himself  a 
superior  being,  who  had  a right  to  mental 
and  social  food  of  a kind  better  than  his 
honest,  hard-working  friends  could  offer 
him.  I used  to  look  at  his  tall,  slim  fig- 
ure as  he  went  up  and  down  the  little  busi- 
ness streets,  wind  and  rain  mattering  but 
little  to  him,  and  think  of  the  wide  gulf 
of  difference  between  the  position  of  such 
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a oue  in  England  and  America,  for  in  {he  baud*  -wcfll/wn  lb reins,  of  society,  virus 
Devonshire  town  the  dissenting:  minister  known  to  have  called  on  the  minister'.*' 
was  not  even  looked  upon  os  .agent  leniiiti , quiet  little  wife,  the  town  listened  in  won* 
and  when  oue  line  old  !ttdyv>'ho  had  her  tier,  and  coitsteraatiuu.  amt  no  less  than 
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and  the  voices  of  the  little  heavy  congre- 
gation rose  and  fell  in  hymn-singing  that 
was  a forcible  reminder  of  Methodist  meet- 
ings in  America.  They  had  revivals,  of 
course:  and  with  astonishing  frankness, 
young  people,  roused  to  a fervor  of  re 
morse  ami  passionate  expression,  stood 
up  and  told  the 'congregation  of  their  sins, 
tliis  hour  of  intense  utterances  being  curi- 
ously in  contrast  with  the  colorless,  runt- 
. ; o.n-Q  • 

i v}  dr’Micfr&ftS 


five  different  people  called  upon  her  to 
remonstrate  upon  so  lawless  an  innova- 
tion. 

The  .‘‘chapel’  was  a hare  looking  edi- 
fice, offering  no  homage  to  the  decorati  ve 
arts,  and  attempting  none  of  the  consola- 
tions of  florid  texts  or  comfortable  has* 
socks,  but  I have  a recollection  of  it  one 
wet  and  windy  night,  when  the  minister 
preached  with  an  almost  startling  fervor. 
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ter  ol'-farV  experiences.  of  thvir  daily  lives,  tty.  oul y tin*  pathos  m u Jo  v.  less,  undi.vi- 
merkeifefey  ,w  wj,  axoibunent,  jilined  sowl  \vh job.  found  it*  ojily 
iuidi.’he  Siiumier  fair. nr a trip  tnoneuf  t.lie  mod  m a life  no  lettered  and  defiant  jy  i r n - 
-Vide  -resort*  on  n .holiday,  the-  highest  ban  vi>y tiojial. 
i- -’.-iii  of  dissipation  known.  Down  one  Jong  vpiirt  lane  where  l ciOo, 

The  eijwhJi unity  and  Solidity  walked  there  was,  J:  remember,  a Very  jxyvir 

nniu  W‘  wymtui  cottage,  tlnyduor  of  which  sthdd  afwbyrs 
U' ifel  •!  b<jurS. • Beep  tlfftt'-n  sftrs  smnetbing  while  jls  owner,  an  aped  womaih 

wbk'b.  nifty  ami  then  mu  pin  .fVu$h;  ife ^ sat  always  bn  ib^tbrisdiolcl  wlifut  showy* 
hlpfeotn^  and  the  trdgi.fr.  palhetid,  ^Vfeplit;  «.V0ft  <4;fc‘  ^ r;%rt <1  when  I came  P>  kiidW 

figures  of  ^acb’N'H'li'Wt  Eliots,  her;  .duAffttve  kiihide  story  bf  lbiji 

TiiOrfias  Hardy's,  Mrs.  fyaskeli'ai,  sir  Mk  life  and  its  man  y yiysrffatioiiiA w '¥$& 
OUphaiTl's  are  out  only  not  tiHinatal,  but  like  a ehaplyr  from  sfiJsn*  niddaHliioiV'Wb 
i-.  *.*>•  jnet  on  every  side,  -hm.  .lut-iOii-dy  ' qattml:  wma!ia\  and  i fi tested  t be  grave 
• i ^Op'h,  ntfrt:tiog. the  cmnmuuity  but  old  woman,  the  sanded  kitchen,  nut  I its 
•slightly,  stirring  its  surface  in  the  most  stiff  sin\j>lieity  with  a dignity -only  sttt- 
thiinjui}  fash  tan,  win'd'  only  tends  to  cm-  feritfg.  eftu  bring.'  8)ie  kept  her  illnir 
phasizr  the  fad  that. f bey  ore  a result  of  open,  she  told  me.  with  a gesture  worthy 
thfi  rdffnrad  ib^intSAsff  iihc1  people;, 

A dojren  different  insuuryes 
winch  t hut  Vinter  brought  to 

my  notice  rise  now  lo  n*  tnd,  N 

wdfaliljrwtff^  VffteliiiatVits'oir-'  • ' I '>v 

igm  Vo  the  wild  lawlessness  |i 

which  was  iitborn  in  the  son.  , 5 • 

a wealthy  man.  Leaving-  • A>.  : - ' , 

1 li.-pv,  he  determined  upon  . '-  - 

the  life- of  a tramp.  and  asking-.  j|  . ''J0$fi£SSf&jsJp 

nothing  from  life  father,  set 
nut.  wsitidemig  over  the  totim-  fe, 

*».*< yf  ■ . : 


jrmp  life,  way ; somd. idfes  join- 
•iig  *bow_s  at  a fftir,  and  now 
Mii.l  .then  iv-appearmp  »t  life 
fithelrfe  house,  hnbejrnpt  4ind 
ragged,  only  for  tips  purpose 
at  priwlaiutiop  himself  yet 
alive.  Every  sue  know  the 
xioryy  every  one.  maVpiiwd 
the  rbio  dark  lapc  aod  light- 
limbed  figure  when  it  was 
seen  on  tife-  road-aides  or  in 
the  vilff^  st recta,  and  ytsfc 
ob  v>«e  iseemed  pectdiar'ly  iito -• 
jir^ed  by  ff. , To  the  people 
the  lawless  man  wus  «n  object 
of  pity  «.n*i  horror,  yet  they 
■saw  nothing  swggesti  ve  jo  the 
•Immatio  side  of  his  .hiV,.  I 
lmvH  in  >n  v ndjJd  a very  »>uri 
ous  and  sttrt.'tfgly  markotl  pie 
t’lro  of  iiioi  H«  i *snv  hnn  otic 
tky Siting 'vo  h h^doyiuMo.M 


a bmyv  n & tul w ndy  hedgfe  Ills 
tatlered  gnrtneo  t »,  foffgh  h?U J*, 
otiij  ypiW#.«in*onftil.^y^^ttt- 
bip  to  inclose  a pietufe^  WW1* 

. , rp.-tiutl  *utfn-s.s.  in  vvh|.'di 

*rav  neither,^espatr  r»or  iriSai*- 


T«e  ronqi  or  Tt»r.  &tmAin*LtV  tveTea, 
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rowing  here,  ma’am”  (laying  one  with- 
ered hand  hard  against  her  breast),  “I 
feel  like  to  stifle,  and  seems  as  if  I must 
get  the  air,  and  if  I can,  the  smell  o’  the 
sea  like ; then  oftentimes  at  noight  I opens 
the  door,  thinking  as  how  if  my  lad  did 
come  back,  he’d  find  it  ready;  but  it’s 
thirty  years  agone  since  they  said  as  how 
his  ship  was  lost.”  Other  figures,  curi- 
ous, fanciful,  and  romantic,  come  to  mind; 
and  old  tales  of  strange  deeds  in  the  last 
century,  which  on  winter  evenings  my 
landlady  was  fond  of  relating. 

One  waits  in  the  Devonshire  winter 
with  tender  longing  for  the  first  signs  of 
blossom  or  green.  The  crocuses  showed 
their  heads  at  Christmas  time,  and  a red 
bush,  the  escalonia,  not  unlike  the  fuch- 
sia, colored  many  garden  walls  or  over- 
hung stone  porchways  we  drove  past. 
Here  and  there — down  where  Baltacombe 
nestles  in  a wood — one  finds  unexpected 
early  growths  even  in  January,  but  the 
real  season  of  charm  is  with  the  first  sign 
of  daffodils  or  “ Lenten  lilies”  and  the  ear- 
liest primroses.  There  was  a strip  of  a 
garden  under  our  front  windows  where 
that  winter  some  of  the  pretty  pale  yel- 
low stars  showed  themselves  almost  be- 
fore the  snow  had  melted,  but  it  had 
been  such  a light,  feathery  fall  of  snow 
that  it  seemed  only  to  soothe  the  earth, 
and  it  left  so  little  trace,  and  the  sun  shone 
for  a whole  fortnight  so  bravely,  that  we 
began  to  believe  winter  quite  done  with. 
At  Torquay  the  invalids  and  other  visit- 
ors began  to  talk  of  moving;  on  the  beach 
gay  parasols  were  to  be  seen,  and  the 
shops  displayed  spring  wares  and  bon- 
nets with  flowers  and  feathers  and  straw 
crowns.  But  even  Devonshire  can  be 
treacherous.  After  one  day  of  smiling 
sunshine,  when  all  the  rich,  deep-toned 
country  had  seemed  thrilled  with  the  first 
pulse  of  spring,  we  awoke  in  the  cathe- 
dral city  of  Exeter  to  find  the  coldest  win- 
try weather;  a town  all  sombrely  gray 
and  brown  and  stately,  with  a chill  as  of 
November  sweeping  across  it.  It  would 
have  been  discouraging  but  for  the  fact 
that  we  had  the  wonderful  cathedral  and 
its  close  almost  at  our  very  door. 

There  is  a peculiar  charm  about  the 
cathedral  close  of  Exeter  which  even  win- 
ter gloom  can  not  take  away.  The  spaces 
are  vast  enough  to  make  the  silence  sol- 
emn, yet  there  are  tall  old  trees,  a sward 
perennially  green,  the  mingling  of  old 
bricks  and  ivy,  and  here  and  there  gable 
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ends  of  ancient  grammar-school,  monas- 
tery, or  private  dwellings,  all  peaceful, 
sleepy,  and  monastic.  In  the  midst  of 
these  surroundings  the  gray  old  cathe- 
dral rears  itself  with  that  wonderful  archi- 
tecture which  immortalizes  an  age  if  not 
a name,  and  the  tread  of  feet  twice  a day, 
the  clanging  of  bells,  the  cawing  of  rooks, 
rather  emphasize  than  disturb  the  peace- 
fulness of  this  spot. 

Exeter  rises  on  a hilly  slope,  and  the 
river  curves  about  it,  so  that  here,  from 
one  turn  near  the  church-yard  in  which 
we  lingered,  we  could  see  a lovely  stretch 
of  valley  land — wintry,  yet  strong  in  col- 
or, with  the  diversity  of  wandering  roads, 
close  hedge  rows,  red  roofs,  and  the  em- 
phasis here  and  there  of  a spire  or  steeple. 
Along  one  of  the  roads  we  knew  Perkin 
Warbeck  was  led  captive,  and  so  on  into 
the  city ; and  indeed  over  all  that  peaceful 
country  the  wave  of  rebellion  or  uprising 
had  swept  more  than  once,  so  that  it  gain- 
ed character  and  force  from  a historical 
fact,  in  spite  of  the  exquisite  tranquillity 
of  its  present  surroundings.  In  High 
Street  the  houses  are  in  many  instances 
full  of  charm;  the  windows  are  seven- 
teenth-century, and  here  and  there  an  en- 
tire fagade  shows  Elizabethan  architect- 
ure. The  old  Guildhall  is  a notable  spe- 
cimen of  this  period.  Its  hospitable  doors 
stand  open,  and  although  the  interior  has 
undergone  certain  renovations,  they  touch 
its  character  but  slightly,  the  armorial 
bearings  of  an  older  Exeter  remaining, 
and  the  curious  brackets  still  giving 
quaintness  to  the  roof. 

Up  and  down  the  old  High  Street  a 
whole  procession  of  royal  people — warri- 
ors, rebels,  and  conquerors — have  passed; 
and  one  can  easily  conjure  up  a picture  of 
that  portion  nearest  the  old  castle  warm- 
ly colored  with  the  brilliant  movement 
and  flash  of  the  fifteenth  century.  The 
red  and  the  white  rose  were  banded  here; 
the  conquering  King  maker  sent  down  his 
messages  of  defiance  from  Plymouth ; and 
yonder,  in  an  old  gabled  house,  one  of 
Queen  Margaret’s  faithful  servants  lan- 
guished. 

Among  our  latest  excursions,  and  one 
which  seemed  to  close  in  that  Devonshire 
winter,  was  to  the  old  ruin  of  Berry- Pome- 
roy, about  which  cluster  so  many  pictur- 
esque traditions. 

I shal  1 not  attempt  to  describe  the  beauti- 
ful ivy-hung  entrance,  the  keep,  and  the 
ruined  towers.  The  architecture,  which 
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is  partly  thirteenth-century  and  partly 
seventeenth,  is  its  least  charm,  the  melan- 
choly and  dignity  of  the  ruined  walls  baf- 
fling any  attempt  at  word-painting.  The 
old  kitchen  looked  fairly  well  preserved, 
its  most  interesting  feature  being  the  re- 
mains of  a small  room  over  the  fire-place. 
Here  it  is  supposed  prisoners  were  con- 
fined in  secret  captivity,  and  we  could  see 
just  how  food  or  necessaries  could  be 
handed  up  to  them  from  the  back  of  the 
huge  chimney.  Out  in  the  quadrangle 
the  afternoon  sunlight  danced  quite  gay- 
ly,  on  the  grass,  and  on  the  stone  entrance 
to  a dungeon — now  devoted  to  cups  and 
saucers, spoons  and  tea-caddies— and  across 
where  the  rooks  were  cawing  in  the  trees 
and  the  road  wound  away  down  to  a si- 
lent, pulseless  pond — such  a one  as  Ophelia 
might  have  floated  on,  for  the  reeds  and 
rushes  grew  in  picturesque  confusion  on 
its  shores,  and  overhead ; in  a break  in  the 
trees,  the  young  moon  was  visible  as  we 
drove  away. 


Berry-Pomeroy  has  had  its  royal  visit- 
ors, its  statesmen,  its  scholars,  and  its  po- 
ets; and  it  is  one  centre  of  romance  in 
Devonshire,  but  only  one — over  all  the 
country  hangs  the  web-like  veil,  the  gla- 
mour of  picturesque  incident  and  life; 
and  during  our  last  days  there,  when  the 
hill-sides  were  abloom  and  the  meadows 
daintily  green  and  yellow,  we  used  invol- 
untarily to  wonder  why  Devon  had  not 
been  Shakespeare’s  country,  why  Herrick, 
who  so  strongly  felt  not  only  the  gayety, 
but  the  pathos,  of  the  winter  and  the  spring 
in  his  own  county,  should  have  called  it 
“dull.” 

Peaceful,  placid,  and  touched  with  some- 
thing actually  verdant,  quaint  speech  and 
ways,  generous  fire-sides  and  widespread- 
ing  lands,  all  the  diversities  of  deeply  ru- 
ral life,  with  a background  of  old  tradi- 
tion and  fanciful  beliefs,  with  a curious 
charm,  half  of  melancholy,  half  of  hope — 
such  are  some  of  the  impressions  of  the 
winter,  in  South  Devonshire. 


EAST  ANGELS. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

LANSING  HAROLD  was  unable  to 
move  from  his  bed,  or  in  his  bed,  for 
a number  of  weeks.  During  much  of  this 
time,  also,  he  suffered  from  severe  pain. 

Dr.  Kirby  assured  Aunt  Katrina  that 
the  pain  was  a favorable  symptom;  it  in- 
dicated that  the  difficulty  was  of  a rheu- 
matic nature;  and  with  time,  patience, 
and  self  - denial,  rheumatism  at  his  age 
could  generally  be  subdued. 

“Lanse  isn’t  patient,”  Aunt  Katrina 
admitted.  “But  I have  always  thought 
him  extremely  self-denying:  see  how  he 
has  allowed  Margaret,  for  instance,  to  do 
as  she  pleased.”  For  Aunt  Katrina  now 
regarded  the  Doctor  as  an  intimate  per- 
sonal friend. 

The  Doctor  went  ovef*  to  see  Lanse 
three  times  a week,  Winthrop’s  horses 
taking  him  to  the  river  and  bringing  him 
back.  On  the  other  days  the  case  was 
intrusted  to  the  supervision  of  the  local 
practitioner,  or  rather  to  his  super-hear- 
ing, for  as  Lanse,  after  the  first  interview, 
refused  to  see  him  again  (he  called  him  a 
water- wagtail),  Margaret  was  obliged  to 
describe  as  well  as  she  could  to  the  baf- 
fled man  the  symptoms  and  general  eon- 
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dition  of  his  patient— a patient  who  was  as 
impatient  as  possible  with  every  one,  in- 
cluding herself. 

But  save  for  this  small  duty,  Margaret 
had  none  of  the  responsibilities  of  a nurse : 
two  men  were  in  attendance.  She  had 
sent  to  Savannah  for  them,  Lanse  hav- 
ing declared  that  he  infinitely  preferred 
having  men  about  him— “I  can  swear  at 
them,  you  know,  when  the  pain  nips  me. 

I can’t  swear  at  you  yet — you’re  too  much 
of  a stranger.”  This  he  brought  out  in 
the  scowling  banter  which  he  had  used 
when  speaking  to  her  ever  since  her  ar- 
rival. But  the  scowl  came  from  his 
pain. 

He  was  able  to  move  only  his  head;  in 
addition  to  the  suffering,  the  confinement 
was  intolerably  irksome  to  a man  of  his 
active  habits  aud  fondness  for  out  door 
life.  Under  the  course  of  treatment  pre- 
scribed by  Dr.  Kirby  he  began  to  im- 
prove. But  the  improvement  was  slow, 
and  he  made  it  slower  by  liis  unwilling- 
ness to  submit  to  rules.  At  the  end  of 
two  months,  however,  he  was  able  to  use 
his  hands  and  arms  again ; they  could 
raise  him  to  a sitting  position;  the  attacks 
of  pain  came  less  frequently,  and  when 
they  did  come  it  was  at  night.  This  gave 
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him  his  days,  and  one  of  the  first  uses  he 
made  of  his  new  liberty  was  to  have  him- 
self carried  in  an  improvised  litter  borne 
by  negroes,  who  relieved  each  other  at  in- 
tervals, to  a house  which  he  had  talked 
about,  when  he  was  able  to  talk,  ever 
since  he  was  stricken  down.  This  house 
was  not  in  itself  an  attractive  abode.  But 
Lanse  violently  disliked  being  in  a ho- 
tel; he  had  noticed  the  place  before  his 
illness,  and  thinking  of  it  as  he  lay  upon 
his  bed,  he  kept  declaring  angrily  that  at 
least  he  should  not  feel  4 4 hived  in”  there. 
As  the  building,  bare  and  solitary,  stood 
upon  a narrow  point  which  jutted  sharply 
into  the  river,  so  that  its  windows  com- 
manded as  uninterrupted  a view  up  and 
down  stream  as  that  enjoyed  by  the  little 
post-office  at  the  end  of  the  pier,  it  was 
probable*  indeed,  that  no  one  would  feel 
that  sensation  there;  rather  would 'one 
feel  like  a target  for  all  the  winds.  The 
place  had  the  look  of  a beacon  or  a sig- 
nal station. 

It  had  not  always  been  so  exposed. 
Once  it  was  an  embowered  Florida  resi- 
dence, shaded  by  many  trees,  clothed  in 
flowering  vines. 

But  its  fate  was  to  be  purchased  at  the 
close  of  the  war  by  a Northerner,  one  of 


ery,  had  cut  down  the  magnificent  trees 
which  stood  near,  had  put  in  a dozen  new 
windows,  and  had  then  painted  the  whole 
structure  a brilliant,  importunate  white. 
This  process  he  called  44  making  it  whole- 
some.” 

He  had  furnished  his  rooms  upon  much 
the  same  principles.  And  now,  as  he  was 
obliged  to  leave  the  house  behind  him,  he 
contemplated  with  hope  the  possibility  of 
renting  it  “for  a water-cure.”  Why  a 
water-cure  no  one  but  himself  knew.  He 
was  a man  haunted  by  visions  of  water- 
cures. 

Lansing  Harold  had  no  intention  of  try- 
ing hydropathy,  unless  the  wide  view  of 
the  river  from  all  his  windows  could  be 
called  that.  But  he  said  that  if  he  were 
there,  at  least  he  should  not  feel 44  jostled.” 

Jostled  he  certainly  was  not;  he  and  his 
two  attendants,  Margaret  and  the  colored 
servants  she  had  with  some  difficulty  ob- 
tained, had  much  more  the  air  of  Robinson 
Crusoes  and  Fridays  on  their  island ; for 
the  hotel,  which  was  the  nearest  house, 
was  five  miles  distant,  and  not  in  sight, 
and  the  river  was  here  so  broad  that  only 
an  occasional  smoke  told  that  there  were 
abodes  of  men  over  there  opposite  on  the 
low  hazy  shore. 


those  sanguine  men  who,  beholding  the  Once  established  in  his  new  quarters, 
fair  Southern  country  for  the  first  time  Lanse  advanced  rapidly  toward  a much 
while  marching  across  it  under  epau-  more  endurable  stage  of  existence.  He 
lets,  had  returned  thither  as  soon  as  pos-  was  still  unable  to  move  his  legs;  but  he 
sible  after  peace  had  been  established,  could  now  bear  being  lifted  into  a canoe; 
w ith  the  benevolent  intention  of  showing  and  once  in,  with  a cushion  behind  him, 
the  cotton,  the  rice,  the  sugar-cane,  or  he  could  paddle  himself  over  the  smooth 
whatever  it  happened  to  be,  how  to  grow,  water  with  almost  as  much  ease  as  ever. 
Under  a proper  system  of  cultivation  He  sent  for  a canoe  which  was  just  large 
(which  had  never  yet  been  applied  to  enough  to  hold  him.  Boat  and  occupant 
them),  these  beautiful  Southern  products  seemed  like  one  person,  so  perfectly  did 
could  not  fail  to  attain  a luxuriance  which  the  small  craft  obey  the  motion  of  his 
they  had  not  dreamed  of  in  the  old  days,  light  oar.  One  of  his  men  was  always 
But  in  most  instances  (this  being  one  of  supposed  to  accompany  him.  The  tw*o 
them)  the  beautiful  Southern  products  boats  generally  started  together  from  the 
had  displayed  a lack  of  intelligence  which  little  home  pier;  but  Lanse  soon  invented 
was  lamentable,  for  though  it  could  be  a way  of  ordering  his  follower  to  44  wait” 
clearly  demonstrated  that,  under  the  new  for  him  at  this  point  or  that,  while  he  took 
methods,  they  were  bound  in  reason  to  44 a little  run”  up  some  creek  that  looked 
spring  up  with  four  times  the  vigor  of  inviting.  The  “little run”  usually  proved 
former  years,  in  actual  fact  they  scarcely  the  main  expedition  of  the  day,  and  the 
sprang  at  all,  but  unexplainably  and  dis-  “waiting”  would  be  perhaps  five  hours 
appointing] y dwindled  and  died.  The  long.  The  two  attendants  could  not  corn- 
particular  Northerner  who  had  tried  and  plain  of  overwork.  They  soon  learned, 
failed  at  this  point  on  the  St.  John’s  had,  however,  to  go  to  sleep  comfortably  in  the 
on  his  departure,  left  his  chairs  and  tables  bottom  of  the  boat.  Oftenest  of  all,  Lanse 
behind  him.  Upon  taking  possession  ori-  and  his  canoe  went  up  the  Juana.  The 


ginally  he  had  immediately  stripped  the 
old  mansion  of  all  its  blossoming  green- 
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Juana  came  from  the  Monnlungs  Swamp. 

As  the  spring  deepened,  and  all  the  flow* 
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ers  came  out,  Lanse  and  his  little  box 
went  floating  up  to  the  Monnlungs  almost 
every  day. 

Mrs.  Rutherford  had  not  seen  her 4 4 boy” ; 
he  could  not  yet  endure  the  motion  of  any 
carriage,  even  the  easiest,  across  the  long 
miles  of  pine-barren  that  lay  between  the 
river  and  East  Angels,  and  it  would  re- 
quire a brigade  or  two  of  negroes,  so  he 
said,  to  carry  him  all  that  distance  in  his 
litter.  As  soon  as  he  should  feel  himself 
able  to  undertake  so  long  a journey,  he 
promised  to  go  by  steamer  to  the  mouth  of 
the  St.John’s ; here  the  Emperadora  could 
meet  him  and  take  him  southward  by  sea 
to  the  harbor  of  Gracias,  thence  down  the 
lagoon  to  the  landing  of  East  Angels  it- 
self. 

Aunt  Katrina  was  therefore  waiting. 
But  this  was  a condition  of  things  which 
somebody  was  very  apt  to  be  enjoying 
where  Lanse  was  concerned.  Lanse  had 
a marked  contempt  for  what  he  called  a 
“panting  life.”  Under  these  circum- 
stances, as  he  never  panted  himself,  there 
was  apt  to  be  somebody  else  who  was  pant- 
ing. By  a little  looking  about  one  could 
have  found,  almost  every  day,  several  ex- 
pectant persons  who  had  the  reverse  side 
of  his  leisurely  tastes  to  bear. 

Aunt  Katrina,  in  bearing  hers,  at  least 
had  her  Betty.  Now  that  Margaret  was 
absent,  this  good  soul  remained  constant- 
ly at  East  Angels,  not  returning  to  her 
home  at  all.  She  led  a sort  of  camping- 
out  existence,  however,  for  dear  Kate  nev- 
er asked  her  to  bring  down  a trunk  and 
make  herself  comfortable;  dear  Kate  al- 
ways took  the  tone  that  her  friend  would 
return  home,  probably,  “about  the  day 
after  to-morrow.”  Betty,  therefore,  had 
with  her  only  her  old  carpet-bag,  which, 
though  voluminous,  had  yet  its  limits;  she 
was  constantly  obliged  to  contrive  secret 
methods  of  getting  necessary  articles  down 
from  Gracias.  She  lived  in  this  make- 
shift manner  for  a long  stretch  of  weeks, 
heroically  wearing  her  best  gown  all  the 
time,  because  to  have  sent  for  the  second 
best  would  have  appeared  to  dear  Kate 
like  preparation  for  a longer  visit  than 
she  seemed  to  think  she  should  at  present 
require. 

Dear  Kate  in  the  mean  while  found  her 
principal  entertainment  in  making  her 
friend  glisten.  She  liked  to  watch  a shine 
of  anxiety  appear  on  poor  Betty's  rosy 
face.  It  was  not  easy  to  make  Betty  un- 
comfortable in  this  way;  she  was  far  too 
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generous,  too  unconscious  of  self,  to  be 
disturbed  by  the  usual  petty  stings.  But 
Katrina  was  an  artist  in  this  sdrt  of  work ; 
she  soon  grew  so  ingenious  in  finding  out 
the  right  places  for  her  probe  that  it  could 
be  said  with  truth  that  she  never  failed 
to  make  Betty  take  out  her  handkerchief, 
dab  it  here  and  there  on  her  cheeks  and 
forehead,  and  look  about  her  anxiously 
for  a fan,  at  least  twice  every  day. 

Every  day,  too,  the  aunt  wrote  a little 
note  of  affectionate  inquiry  to  Lanse.  She 
was  sure  her  “ boy”  would  prize  the  sight 
of  her  “own  handwriting.”  These  notes 
were  piled  up  in  a particular  place  in  the 
house  on  the  river.  After  the  first  three 
or  four,  Lanse  never  read  them.  About 
twice  a week  Margaret  would  take  it  upon 
herself  to  reply.  And  then  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford would  say,  “As  though  I wanted 
Margaret  Cruger"  8 answers !”  She  explain- 
ed to  Betty  that  Margaret  purposely  kept 
Lanse  from  writing.  And  then  Betty, 
looking  meditatively  at  the  carpet,  would 
shake  her  head  slowly,  with  her  lips  pursed 
up, but  without  venturing  further  answer; 
for  she  had  already  got  herself  into  trou- 
ble with  Katrina  by  expatiating  warmly 
upon  the  “great  comfort”  it  must  be  to 
“poor  Mr.  Harold”  to  have  his  wife  with 
him  once  more. 

“Nothing  of  the  sort,”  had  been  Ka- 
trina’s brief  reply. 

“ Such  a comfort  to  Tier, then, poor  dear, 
to  be  able  to  devote  herself  to  him  in  this 
time  of  trial.” 

“ Margaret  devote  herself!” 

“ Well,  at  least,  dear  Kate,  it  must  be  a 
great  comfort  to  you  to  have  them  togeth- 
er again,  as  they  ought  to  be,  of  course,” 
pursued  Betty,  hopefully.  “It  may  be— 
who  knows  ? — probably  it  twill  be  without 
doubt,  the  beginning  of  a true  reconcilia- 
tion, a true  home.” 

“True  fiddlesticks!  It  shouldn’t  be, 
then,  in  mv  opinion,  even  if  it  could  be. 
Margaret  Cruger  has  been  much  too  len- 
iently dealt  with.  After  deserting  her 
husband  as  she  has  done  entirely  all  these 
years,  she  shouldn’t  have  been  taken  back 
so  easily;  she  should  have  been  made  to 
go  down  on  her  knees  before  he  forgave 
her.” 

4 4 Dear  me ! do  you  really  think  so  ?”  said 
Betty,  dismayed  by  this  picture.  “And 
Mi’s.  Harold  has  so  much  sweet  dignitv, 
too.” 

“ It  should  be  stripped  from  her;  it’s  all 
hum.  What  right  has  Margaret  Cruger 
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to  such  an  amount  of  dignity?  Is  she 
Alexandra,  Princess  of  Wales,  may  I ask?” 

“ Do  yoh  know,  I have  always  thought 
she  looked  quite  a good  deal  like  her,”  ex- 
claimed Betty,  delighted  with  this  coinci- 
dence. 

But  Katrina's  comparison  had  been  an 
impersonal  one;  she  was  not  thinking  at 
all  of  the  fair  graceful  Princess  of  the 
Danes.  “My  patience!  Elizabeth  Gwin- 
net,  how  dull  you  are  sometimes!”  she  ex- 
claimed, closing  her  eyes  with  a groan. 

Elizabeth  Gwinnet  agreed  that  she  was 
dull,  agreed  with  an  unresentful  laugh. 
Katrina's  epithets  were  a part  of  the  va- 
garies of  her  illness,  of  course ; if  she,  Bet- 
ty, was  sure  of  anything  in  this  world, she 
was  sure  that  she  was  an  enormous  com- 
fort to  her  poor  dear  Kate.  And  under 
those  circumstances  she  could  agree  to  any- 
thing. 

While  helpless  and  in  pain,  Lansing 
Harold  had  been  entirely  absorbed  in  his 
own  condition;  even  Margaret’s  arrival 
he  had  noticed  but  slightly.  This  strong, 
dark,  large  man  took  his  illness  as  an  ex- 
traordinary dispensations  tragic  miracle ; 
he  was  surprised  that  Dr.  Kirby  was  not 
more  agitated;  he  was  surprised  that  his 
two  attendants,  when  they  came,  did  not 
evince  a deeper  concern.  Surely  it  was 
a case  unprecedented,  terrible;  surely  no 
one  had  ever  had  such  an  ordeal  before. 
Not  once  did  he  emerge  from  his  own 
personality  and  look  upon  his  condition 
as  part  of  the  common  lot.  Lanse,  in- 
deed, had  never  fully  believed  that  he  be- 
longed to  the  common  lot. 

He  announced  to  everybody  that  Fate 
was  treating  him  with  frightful  injustice. 
Why  should  he  be  maimed  and  shackled 
in  this  way — he,  a man  who  had  always 
led  a wholly  simple,  natural  life  ? He 
had  never  shut  himself  up  in  an  office, 
burned  his  eyes  out  over  law  papers,  or 
narrowed  his  chest  over  ledgers;  he  had 
never  sacrificed  his  liberty  in  the  sordid 
pursuit  of  money-getting.  On  the  con- 
trary. he  had  admired  all  beautiful  things 
wherever  they  were  to  be  found,  he  had 
breathed  the  fresh  air  of  heaven,  had  seen 
all  there  was  of  life  and  nature,  and  en- 
joyed it  all  in  a full,  free,  sane  way.  It 
was  monstrous,  it  was  ridiculous,  to  strike 
at  him.  Strike,  and  welcome,  at  the  men 
who  kept  their  windows  down!  Thus  he 
inveighed,  thus  he  protested,  and  all  in 
perfectly  good  faith.  Lanse  believed  of 
himself  exactly  what  he  said. 
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But  once  established  in  a house  of  his 
own,  and  able  to  float  about  on  the  river, 
promptly  his  good-humor  came  back  to 
him;  for  Lanse,  while  not  in  the  least 
amiable,  had  always  had  an  abundance  of 
good-humor.  He  began  to  laugh  again; 
he  began  to  tell  Margaret  stories  connect- 
ed with  his  life  abroad.  Lanse’s  stories, 
though  the  language  was  apt  to  be  almost 
as  condensed  as  that  of  telegraphic  dis- 
patches, were  invariably  good. 

There  had  been  no  formal  explanations 
between  these  two,  no  serious  talk.  Lanse 
hated  serious  talk.  And  as  for  explana- 
tions, as  he  had  never  in  his  life  been  in 
the  habit  of  giving  them,  it  was  not  likely 
that  he  was  going  to  begin  now.  When 
Margaret  first  arrived,  and  he  could 
scarcely  see  her  from  pain,  he  had  man- 
aged to  say,  “Oh,  you’re  back?  glad  to 
see  you” — as  though  she  had  left  him  but 
the  week  before — and  this  matter-of-course 
tone  he  had  adhered  to  ever  since.  It 
was  the  easier  since  his  wife  showed  no 
desire  to  alter  it. 

He  required  no  direct  services  from  her; 
his  men  did  everything.  As  he  grew 
better,  he  gave  her  the  position  of  a 
charming  comrade  whom  it  was  a plea- 
sure to  meet  when  he  came  (in  his  wheeled 
chair)  to  the  parlor  in  the  evening;  he 
thanked  her  gallantly  for  being  there. 

In  this  way  they  lived  on.  Margaret  had 
been  for  nine  or  ten  weeks  under  the  same 
roof  with  him  before  he  made  any  allu- 
sion to  their  personal  relations.  Even 
then  it  was  only  a remark  or  two,  uttered 
easily,  and  as  though  he  had  happened  to 
think  of  it  just  then.  The  remarks  em- 
bodied the  idea  that  the  “interruption” 
(that  was  what  he  called  it)  which  had  oc- 
curred in  their  life  together  should  be  left 
undiscussed  between  them.  It  had  hap- 
pened, let  it  therefore  remain  “happen- 
ed.” They  couldn’t  improve  it  by  chatter- 
ing about  it  (an  illusion  of  weak  minds), 
but  they  could  take  up  the  threads  again 
where  they  had  left  them,  and  go  on  with- 
out any  bother.  4 4 Bother”  was  another  of 
the  things  Lanse  detested. 

Later,  he  added  a few  things  more : they 
were  not  taking  up  the  threads,  after  all, 
just  where  they  had  left  them,  but  in  a 
much  better  place.  For  now  they  were 
relieved  from  any  necessity  for  being  sen- 
timental. He  admired  her  greatly;  he 
didn’t  mind  telling  her  that  she  had  grown 
much  more  interesting,  as  well  as  hand- 
somer ; but  his  having  remained  away  from 
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her  as  long  as  he  had,  and  of  his  own  ac- 
cord, debarred  him,  of  course,  from  ex- 
pecting personal  affection  from  her,  at 
least  at  present;  he  certainly  didn’t  ex- 
pect it,  she  might  rest  secure  about  that. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  didn’t  believe,  ei- 
ther— no,  not  in  the  least — that  she  had 
broken  her  heart  very  deeply  about  him. 
There  was  no  better  foundation  than  this 
state  of  affairs  for  the  most  comfortable 
sort  of  years  together,  if  she  would  look 
at  it  in  the  right  way.  What  was  the 
cause  of  most  of  the  trouble  between  hus- 
bands and  wives  nowadays? — by  “now- 
adays” he  meant  in  modern  times,  since 
women  had  been  allowed  to  complain. 
Their  being  so  bigoted,  wasn't  it  ? on  one 
side  or  the  other,  as  to  wish  to  absorb  each 
other,  control  each  other,  in  a petty,  dog- 
matic, jealous  sort  of  way.  Now  in  their 
case  there  would  not  be  any  clashing  of 
that  sort;  when  people  had  lived  apart  as 
they  had,  voluntarily  and  contentedly,  for 
seven  years,  they  must  at  least  have  got 
out  of  the  habit  of  asking  prying  ques- 
tions, of  expecting  a report  of  everything 
that  had  happened,  of  trying  to  dictate 
and  govern.  As  to  jealousy,  it  would  be 
rather  late  in  the  day  to  begin  that. 

These  were  the  only  approaches  Lanse 
had  made  toward  a discussion  of  intimate 
topics.  The  reserve  was  not  so  remarka- 
ble in  him  as  it  might  have  been  in  anoth- 
er man,  for  Lanse  seldom  talked  on  inti- 
mate topics  with  anybody.  His  principle, 
so  far  as  it  could  be  gathered  from  his 
life,  appeared  to  have  been  to  allow  him: 
self,  in  actual  fact  (quiet  fact),  the  most 
radical  liberty  of  action,  while  at  the  same 
time  in  speech,  in  tastes,  in  general  man- 
ner, he  remained  firmly,  even  aggressive- 
ly, a conservative;  Lanse's  “manner” 
had  been  much  admired.  Always,  so  he 
would  have  said,  he  behaved  “as  a gen- 
tleman should,”  which  had  seemed  to 
mean  principally  (according  to  his  own 
idea  of  it)  that  he  had  no  local  view's  of 
anything,  that  he  was  fond  of  the  fine  arts 
and  good  guns,  that  he  had  a taste  for 
ablutions  and  fresh  air,  for  laced  shoes 
and  shooting  jackets,  and  that  he  never 
(it  had  not  happened  since  his  early  youth, 
at  least)  lost  control  of  himself  through 
drink.  All  this  went  perfectly  with  his 
apparent  frankness.  It  also  vrent  perfect- 
ly with  his  real  reserves. 

On  the  occasions  when  he  had  said  his 
few  words  to  Margaret,  he  had  given  her 
no  chance  to  reply;  he  had  made  his  re- 
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marks  when  one  of  his  men  was  moment- 
arily expected  to  enter,  he  himself,  mean- 
while, being  occupied  in  exafnining  his 
guns  (Lanse  was  always  examining  his 
guns) ; and  the  second  time  he  took  up  a 
book,  and  became  absorbed  even  while 
speaking,  his  words  dying  away  as  he 
read.  Lanse  was  sure  that  he  read  a 
great  deal,  that  he  was  very  fond  of  read- 
ing. In  reality  he  had  read  of  late  years 
almost  nothing;  he  only  turned  to  read- 
ing as  a last  resort.  He  was  barbarically 
ignorant  regarding  the  authors  of  his  day. 
He  liked  best  personal  memoirs  and  let- 
ters of  the  last  century.  When  these  fail- 
ed him,  he  re-read  Fielding — fortunately 
Fielding  was  inexhaustible. 

He  was  in  the  habit  of  saying  this.  But 
one  evening  even  Fielding  palled. 

It  was  when  they  had  been  for  nearly 
two  months  in  the  house  on  the  river.  He 
had  been  out  during  most  of  the  afternoon 
in  his  canoe;  his  two  attendants  had  now 
established  him  upon  his  sofa,  placed  ev- 
erything which  they  thought  he  might 
want  within  his  reach,  had  adjusted  his 
reading  lamp  (he  had  announced  that  he 
was  going  to  read),  and  had  then  left 
him.  They  were  to  return  at  ten  o'clock 
and  help  him  to  bed,  for  Lanse  was  obliged 
to  keep  early  hours;  the  night  was  the 
dangerous  time,  and  one  of  the  men  al- 
ways slept  on  a cot  bed  in  the  room  with 
him,  so  as  to  be  within  call. 

Margaret  was  sitting  near  the  larger 
table,  where  there  was  a second  lamp. 
She  was  sewing.  Having  thrown  down 
his  book,  apparently  with  the  sudden  re- 
alization (it  came  to  him  occasionally) 
that  he  knew  every  word  of  it  before  be- 
ginning, Lanse  sat  among  his  cushions, 
watching  her  hand  come  and  go  above 
the  long  seam. 

“ You  are  always  sewing  on  such  long 
things!”  he  said.  “What  is  the  use  of 
your  doing  that  sort  of  work  nowadays, 
when  there  are  sewing-machines  ?” 

“That's  like  the  American  you  told  me 
about,  who  asked,  in  Venice,  what  was  the 
use  of  people’s  sketching  there  nowadays, 
when  there  were  photographs  ?” 

“Oh,  your  seam  is  a work  of  art,  is  it  ?” 
said  Lanse.  He  was  silent  for  a moment. 
Then  he  took  up  an  old  grievance.  ‘ ‘ Evert 
is  abominably  selfish  not  to  come  over 
here  oftener.  He  might  just  as  well  come 
over  and  stay.  Do  you  know  any  earth- 
ly reason  why  he  shouldn’t?” 

“I  suppose  he  thinks  he  ought  not  to 
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leave  Aunt  Katrina — I mean  for  any 
length  of  time.” 

“He  comes  for  no  length,  long  or  short. 
Aunt  Katrina  ? I thought  you  said  she’d 
got  a lot  of  people  ?” 

“ Only  Mrs.  Carew.” 

“Mrs.  Carew  and  five  or  six  servants; 
that’s  enough,  in  all  conscience.  No;  I’ll 
tell  you  what  it  really  is  : Evert  knows 
I’ve  got  a canoe  now  that  won’t  hold  him, 
and  that  he  would  have  to  paddle  himself. 
So  he  stays  away.  He  might  stay  forev- 
er, as  far  as  I am  concerned,  if  it  weren’t 
for  the  evenings.  But  they’re  so  confound- 
edly long — you  must  admit  that  they  are 
— for  a person  who  doesn’t  sew  seams.  If 
Evert  were  here,  I could  at  least  beat  him 
at  checkers — that  would  be  something.” 

Checkers  was  the  only  game  Lanse 
would  play;  he  hated  games  generally. 
His  method  of  playing  this  one  was  hope- 
lessly bad.  That  made  no  difference  in 
his  being  convinced  that  it  was  excellent. 
He  blustered  over  it  always. 

Margaret  had  not  answered.  After  a 
while,  still  idly  watching  her  hand  come 
and  go,  Lanse  began  to  laugh.  “No:  I’ll 
tell  you  what  it  really  is,  Madge  ; I know 
it  as  well  as  if  he  had  drawn  up  a formal 
indictment  and  signed  his  name.  He’s 
all  off  with  me  on  account  of  the  way  I’ve 
treated  you.” 

She  started;  the  movemem  T > a 1 
became  uneven, though  she  !:•  'A 
stitches. 

“Yes.  What  do  you  sa  1 : . . ' >vr 
told  him  the  whole  story— i r 
happened,  and  without  :<  • o;  * ' *1 
ing  myself  in  any  way?  <■  . 

that  pretty  good  of  me  ? But  I < :t, 

too,  what  I didn't  know  before — that  \v,ti 
yourself  have  never  said  a word  all  this 
time  either  to  him  or  to  Aunt  Katrina; 
that  you  have  told  nothing.  I call  that 
pretty  good  of  you.  I dare  say,  in  the 
mean  while,  Aunt  Katrina  has  led  you  a 
life  I"’ 

“I  haven’t  minded  that  — she  didn’t 
know — ” 

“It  was  really  very  fine  of  you,”  said 
Lanse,  appreciatively,  after  a moment  or 
two  of  silence,  during  which  he  had  seem- 
ed to  review  again  her  course,  and  to  sin- 
cerely admire  it.  “It  would  have  been 
so  easy  to  have  considered  it  your  ‘duty’ 
to  tell,  to  have  called  the  telling  ‘setting 
yourself  right.’  Everybody  would  have 
been  on  your  side  — would  have  taken 
your  part.  But  Ican’tsay, after  all,  that  I’m 


surprised,”  he  went  on.  “I  have  always 
had  the  most  perfect  confidence  in  you, 
Madge.  If  I hadn’t,  I shouldn’t  have 
been  so  easy,  of  course,  about  going  away. 
But  I knew  I could  leave  you,  I knew  I 
could  trust  you;  I knew  you  would  al- 
ways be  the  perfect  creature  you  have 
shown  yourself  to  be.” 

“ I’m  not  perfect  at  all,”  answered  Mar- 
garet, throwing  her  work  down  with  a 
movement  that  was  almost  fierce.  4 ‘ Don’t 
talk  to  me  in  that  way.” 

4 4 There ! no  need  to  flash  out  so ; remem- 
ber I’m  only  a cripple,”  responded  Lanse, 
amiably.  He  sat  there  stroking  his  short 
beard  with  his  strong,  well-shaped  hand, 
looking  at  her,  as  he  did  so,  with  some  cu- 
riosity. 

She  rose.  “Is  there  anything  I can 
do  for  you  ? — anything  you  want  before 
I go  ?”  And  she  began  to  fold  up  her 
work. 

“Oh, don't  go!  that’s  inhuman.  It’s  only 
a little  after  nine — there’s  nearly  an  hour 
yet  before  the  executioners  come.  I didn’t 
mean  to  vex  you,  Madge ; really  I didn't. 
I know  perfectly  that  you  have  done  what 
you  did,  behaved  as  you  have — so  admira- 
bly (you  must  excuse  my  saying  it  again) 
— to  please  yourself,  not  me ; you  did  it  be- 
cause you  thought  it  right,  and  you  don’t 
want  my  thanks  for  it;  you  don’t  even 
want  my  admiration.  Probably  you  haven’t 
very  high  opinion  of  my  admiration, 
mndole  with  you — you  may  have 
: • i . the  truth  is,  you  have  had 

; i > - t mu  have  been  rid  of  me, 

•■i  • 4 • * * ^ di.: '^reeable  gossip 

, fi  . \ Vul  <-wr  1 mred  me, 

I.  i ! I i / Lf'*  v,  !•■»■"•  i '“'ll.  • i f |>|„\  ^Vy 

OAA'-i'**  t.  vouhl  • ici  v*; 

gr:*jf  ..*ih 1 .i, ; in  J • . u:  :;.<  >*  hiA 
been  nu  g-'i*  : v<»u  jm*-  . ; v v ;•»/  i»  v.v, 

though  you  > - : ? : 10 ^ • I u ■ 
seriously  cared  for 
you  thought  you  did.” 

Margaret  was  standing,  her  foiuc  i v « » \ 
in  her  hand,  ready  to  leave  the  room.  * J 
should — I should  have  tried,”  she  answer- 
ed, in  a husky  voice,  her  eyes  turned  away. 

“Tried?  Of  course  you  would  have 
tried,  poor  child,”  responded  Lanse,  laugh- 
ing. 44 1 should  have  had  that  spectacle. 
You  were  wonderfully  good;  you  had  a 
great  sense  of  duty;  you  really  married 
me  from  duty — because  I told  you  you 
could  save  me,  and  you  believed  it,  and 
thought  you  must  try.  And  you  mistook 
the  interest  you  felt  in  me  on  that  account 
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for  affection  — a very  natural  mistake  at 
your  age.  Never  mind  all  that  now.  I 
only  want  you  to  admit  that  I might  have 
been  worse;  I might  have  been  brutal, 
tyrannical,  in  every  petty  way.  I might 
have  been  a pig.  Instead  of  leaving  you 
as  I did,  I might  have  staid  at  home — 
and  made  you  wish  that  I had  left  I Even 
now  I scarcely  touch  your  liberty.  True, 
I ask  you  to  keep  house  for  me,  set  up  a 
home  and  make  me  comfortable  again. 
But  outside  of  that  I leave  you  very  free. 
You  shall  do  quite  as  you  please.  Luck- 
ily we’ve  got  money  enough — that  is,  you 
have — not  to  be  forced  to  sacrifice  our- 
selves about  trifles.  If  you  want  your 
breakfast  at  eight  o’clock,  and  I mine  at 
eleven,  why,  we  can  have  it  in  that  way. 
It  won’t  be  necessary  for  us  to  change  our 
customs  in  the  very  least  for  each  other, 
and  I assure  you  in  the  long-run  that  tells. 
It’s  possible,  of  course,  that  you  may  hate 
me.  But  I don't  believe  you  do;  and  in 
case  you  don’t,  I see  no  reason  why  we 
shouldn't  lead  an  easy  life  together.  Real- 
ly, looking  at  it  in  that  way,  it's  a very 
pretty  little  prospect — for  people  of  sense.” 

As  he  concluded  with  these  words,  geni- 
ally uttered,  Margaret  sank  suddenly  into 
a chair  which  was  near  her  and  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands. 

Lanse  looked  at  her.  There  was  genu- 
ine kindness  in  his  beautiful  dark  eyes  with 
the  yellow  lights  in  them.  “There's  one 
question  I might  ask  you,  Margaret.  But 
no,  I won’t;  it’s  really  none  of  my  busi- 
ness. You  will  always  act  like  an  angel. 
Your  thoughts  are  your  own  affair.” 

Margaret  still  sat  motionless,  her  face 
covered. 

“ I'm  very  sorry  you  feel  so.  I meant 
to  be — I want  to  be — as  considerate  as  pos- 
sible. Great  heavens!”  he  went  on,  “what 
a fettered,  restricted  existence  you  women 
— the  good  ones  — do  lead!  I have  the 
greatest  sympathy  for  you.  When  you’re 
wretched,  you  can't  do  anything;  you  can't 
escape,  and  you  can’t  take  any  of  the  com- 
pensations men  take  when  they  want  to 
balance  ill  luck  in  other  directions;  all  you 
can  do  is— sit  still  and  bear  it!  I wonder 
you  endure  it  as  you  do.  But  I won’t  talk 
about  it;  talking’s  all  rot.  Short  of  kill- 
ing mys^f,  I don't  know  that  there's  any- 
thing that  would  improve  the  situation. 
And  that  wouldn't  be  of  any  use  either, 
at  least  to  you,  because  it  would  leave  you 
feeling  guilty,  and  guilt  you  could  never 
bear.  Come,  hold  up  your  head,  Madge; 

Digitized  by  Go  gle 


nothing  in  this  stupid  life  is  worth  feel- 
ing so  bad  about;  life's  nothing  but  rub- 
bish. Get  the  checker  - board  and  we’ll 
have  a game.” 

Margaret  had  risen.  “ I can’t  to-night; 
any  other  time.” 

“But  what  am  I to  do,  then  ?”  began 
Lanse,  in  a complaining  tone.  He  was  as 
good  as  his  word ; he  had  already  dismissed 
the  subject  from  his  mind.  “ Well,  if  you 
must  go,”  he  went  on,  “just  hand  me  that 
book  of  poor  Malleson’s,  first.” 

This  was  a book  of  sketches  of  the  work 
of  Mino  da  Fiesole,  the  loving,  patient  stud- 
ies of  a young  American  who  had  died  in 
Italy  years  before,  when  Lanse  was  there. 
Lanse  had  been  kind  to  him  at  the  last; 
had  closed  his  eyes,  and  had  then  laid  him 
to  sleep  in  that  lovely  shaded  cemetery  un- 
der the  shadow  of  the  pyramid  outside  the 
walls  of  Rome — a sweet  last  resting-place 
that  lingers  in  many  a traveller's  memory. 
The  book  of  sketches  had  been  left  to  him, 
and  he  was  very  fond  of  it. 

As  Margaret  gave  it  to  him  he  saw  her 
face  more  clearly,  saw  its  pallor  and  the 
traces  of  tears  under  the  dark  lashes. 

“ Yes,  go  and  rest,”  he  said,  compassion- 
atel y ; “go  to  bed.  I should  reproach  my- 
self very  much  if  I thought  it  was  wait- 
ing upon  me,  care  about  me,  that  had 
tired  you  so.” 

“No;  I have  very  little  to  do;  the  men 
do  everything,”  Margaret  answered.  “ I 
haven’t  half  as  much  to  attend  to  here  as 
I have  at  home.”  She  seemed  to  wish  to 
re-assure  him. 

“At  home?”  said  Lanse,  jocularly. 
“What  are  you  talking  about?  This  is 
your  home,  isn’t  it  ? — wherever  I happen 
to  be.” 

But  evidently  his  wife’s  self-control  had 
been  rudely  shaken  when  tyer  tears  had 
mastered  her,  for  now  she  could  not  an- 
swer him.  She  turned  away  without 
speaking  and  left  the  room. 

“Courage!'’  he  called  after  her  as  she 
went  toward  the  door.  “You’ll  see  it  will 
all  come  right  in  the  end.” 

She  went  with  a swift  step  to  her  own 
room,  and  threw  herself  face  downward 
upon  a low  couch,  her  head  resting  upon 
her  clasped  hands.  The  sudden  move- 
ment loosened  her  hair;  soon  it  began  to 
slip  from  its  fastenings  and  drop  over  her 
shoulders  in  a thick,  soft,  perfumed  mass. 
Then,  falling  forward,  lock  by  lock,  the 
long  ends  touched  the  floor. 

As  she  lay  thus  behind  her  bolted  doors, 
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lighting  with  an  unhappiness  so  deep  that 
her  whole  heart  was  sobbing  and  crying, 
though  now  she  did  not  shed  outwardly  a 
tear,  her  husband, stroking  his  brown  beard 
meditatively,  was  getting  a great  deal  of 
enjoyment  out  of  poor  Malleson’s  book. 
Lanse  had  a very  delicate  taste  in  such  mat- 
ters; he  knew  a beautiful  outline  when  he 
saw  it,  from  a single  palmetto  against  the 
blue,  on  a point  in  the  St.  John’s,  to  these 
low  reliefs  of  the  sweetest  sculptor  of  the 
Renaissance.  Long  before,  he  had  told 
Margaret  that  he  married  her  for  her  pro- 
file. Slim,  unformed  girl  as  she  was,  there 
had  been  from  the  first  moment  he  saw  her 
an  immense  satisfaction  for  his  eyes  in  the 
poise  of  her  head  and  the  clearness  of  her 
delicate  features  every  time  she  entered  the 
room. 

Whether  he  would  have  found  any  sat- 
isfaction in  these  same  outlines,  could  he 
have  seen  them  prone  in  their  present  aban- 
donment, only  himself  could  have  told. 

He  would  have  said,  probably,  that  he 
found  no  satisfaction  at  all.  Lansing  Har- 
old, as  has  been  remarked  before,  had  a 
great  deal  of  benevolence. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

“I  don’t  know  what  to  say  to  you,  Mrs. 
Harold,  or  how  to  explain  to  you  what  I 
can  not— fully,  that  is — explain  to  myself,” 
Dr.  Kirby  began.  He  was  evidently  high- 
ly disturbed.  He  sat  down  and  stroked 
his  chin;  he  got  up  and  walked  to  and 
fro;  then  he  sat  down  again,  but  with  no 
increase  of  tranquillity. 

He  was  in  the  sitting-room  of  the  house 
on  the  river— a place  not  so  desolate  after 
eight  months  of  Margaret’s  habitation 
there.  She  could  not  restore  the  blos- 
soming vines  to  the  stripped  exterior;  she 
could  not  bring  to  life  again  the  magnifi- 
cent old  trees;  but  within  she  had  made 
a great  change.  The  rooms  were  fairly 
comfortable  now.  Dark  blinds  gave  a 
semblance  of  the  former  leafy  shade. 

But  more  than  the  rooms  was  the  mis- 
tress of  them  herself  transformed.  The 
change  was  not  one  of  manner  or  ex- 
pression ; it  was  the  metamorphosis  which 
can  be  produced  by  a complete  alteration 
of  dress.  For  Lanse  had  objected  to  the 
simplicity  of  his  wife's  attire,  and  especial- 
ly to  the  plain,  close  arrangement  of  her 
hair.  44  You  don’t  mean  it,  I know,”  he 
said,  “butit>has  an  appearance  of  affec- 
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tation,  a sort  of  4 holier  than  thou’  air.  I 
hate  to  see  women  going  about  in  that 
way;  it  looks  as  if  they  thought  them- 
selves so  beautiful  that  they  didn't  mind 
calling  attention  to  it — with  sanctimonious 
primness,  of  course.  It’s  the  most  con- 
spicuous thing  a woman  can  do.” 

44  It's  not  a matter  of  principle  with  me ; 
it’s  only  my  taste,”  Margaret  answered. 

44 1 have  always  liked  simplicity  in  others, 
and  so  I have  dressed  in  that  way  my- 
self.” 

44  Well,  alter  it,  then.  With  your  sort 
of  face  you  couldn’t  possibly  look  flashy. 
And  you  might  look  prettier — less  like  a 
saint.  There,  don’t  be  enraged;  I know 
you  haven’t  a grain  of  that  kind  of  pose. 

But  it  seems  to  me,  Margaret,  that  you 
might  very  well  dress  to  please  me,  since 
I regard  you  as  a charming  picture,  keep- 
ing my  hands  off.” 

The  next  steamer  that  touched  at  the 
long  pier  (it  was  not  two  hours  afterward) 
took  from  there  half  a dozen  hastily  writ- 
ten letters  to  carry  North. 

“What  in  the  world— why,  I hardly 
knew  you,”  Aunt  Katrina  said,  ten  days 
later,  when  her  niece  came  over  to  East 
Angels  to  see  her:  now  that  Lanse  was  so 
much  better,  she  could  come  oftener. 

“ Lanse  wished  it,”  Margaret  answered 
as  she  took  her  seat. 

“And  very  properly.  You  certainly 
had  a most  tiresome  way  of  having  your 
things  made— so  deadly  plain.  It  looked 
as  if  you  wanted  people  to  think  you  ei- 
ther very  Quakerish  or  very  miserable,  I 
hardly  know  which.” 

“If  I had  been  miserable  I shouldn’t 
have  paid  so  much  attention  to  it,  should 
I ? It  takes  a great  deal  of  attention  to 
dress  in  that  way.”  She  spoke,  if  not 
smilingly,  then  at  least  in  the  even  tone 
which  people  now  called  “always  so 
cheerful.” 

“Oh,  I don’t  know  what  you  really 
were ; I only  meant  how  you  looked.  I 
am  glad,  at  least,  that  you  acknowledge 
that  it  takes  a great  stock  of  vanity  to  go 
steadily  against  all  the  fashions.  Well, 
you  don’t  look  Quakerish  now.” 

“You  like  the  dress,  then  ?” 

44  It’s  lovely,"  said  Aunt  Katrina,  scan- 
ning every  detail  from  the  hat  to  the  shoe. 
“Expensive,  of  course  ?” 

“Yes.” 

44  And  Lanse  likes  that  ?” 

44  He  wishes  me  to  dress  richly : he  says 
so  ” 
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“I  think  that’s  so  nice  of  him.  He 
wants  you  to  look,  I suppose,  as  well  as 
you  can,”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  magnani- 
mously. “And  certainly  you  do  look  a 
great  deal  better.” 

Whether  Margaret  looked  better  was  a 
question  whose  answer  depended  upon  the 
personal  taste  of  those  who  saw  her.  She 
looked,  at  least,  very  different.  The 
sumptuous  wrap  with  its  deep  fringes,  the 
lace  of  the  scarf,  the  general  impression 
of  costly  fabrics  and  of  color  in  her  attire, 
brought  out  the  delicate  outlines  of  her 
face,  as  the  soft  waves  of  her  hair  over  her 
forehead  deepened  the  blue  of  her  eyes. 
On  her  white  arms  now,  at  home  in  the 
evenings,  bracelets  gleamed,  the  flash  of 
rings  came  from  her  little  hands;  her 
slender  figure  trailed  behind  it  rich  silks 
of  various  light  hues. 

“You  are  a beautiful  object  nowadays, 
Margaret,”  Lanse  said  more  than  once. 
“Fancy  your  having  known  how,  all  this 
time,  without  ever  having  used  your  tal- 
ent!” 

“It’s  my  dress-maker’s  talent.” 

“Yes;  she  must  have  a great  deal  to 
carry  out  your  orders.” 

He  was  especially  pleased  one  evening. 
She  came  in,  bringing  his  newspaper, 
which  had  just  arrived  by  the  steamer. 
She  was  dressed  in  a long  gleaming  gown 
of  satin,  with  long  tight  sleeves  ; she  wore 
a little  ruff  of  Venetian  lace;  there  was  a 
golden  comb  in  her  dark  hair.  A fan 
made  of  the  bright  plumage  of  some  trop- 
ical bird  lay  against  the  satin  of  her  skirt; 
it  hung  by  a ribbon  from  the  broad  satin 
belt,  w’hich,  fastened  by  a golden  buckle, 
defined  her  slender  waist. 

“You  look  like  a fine  old  engraving,” 
he  said. 

She  stood  holding  the  paper  to  ward  him. 
But  for  a moment  he  did  not  take  it;  he 
was  surveying  her  critically.  Then  he 
lifted  his  eyes  to  her  face.  There  was  a 
smile  in  them.  “You  did  it — do  it — to 
please  me?”  he  said. 

She  did  not  answer. 

“Because  you  think  it  your  duty  to  do 
what  I wish.  And  because,  too,  you  are 
a trifle  afraid  of  me,”  he  laughed.  “It 
would  have  an  even  better  effect,  though, 
Madge,”  he  went  on,  “if  you  wouldn’t 
take  it  quite  so  seriously.  Couldn't  you 
contrive  to  get  just  a little  pleasure  out 
of  it  on  your  own  account? — I mean  the 
looking  so  handsome.” 

She  gave  him  the  paper,  and  went  across 
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to  her  work-table.  “I  am  delighted  to 
look  handsome,”  she  said. 

“No,  you're  not.  It  was  probably 
easier  for  you  to  dress  as  you  used  to — 
plainly;  more  in  accordance  with  your 
feelings — women  like  to  be  in  accordance. 
Poor  child !”  Lanse  added,  irrelevantly. 

“The  truth  is,  Madge,  you’re  too  consci- 
entious,” he  resumed,  after  a short  silence. 
“I  take  advantage  of  it,  of  course — I al- 
ways shall.  But  you  would  get  on  a great 
deal  better  yourself,  you  might  even  have 
had  more  influence  over  me  (if  you  care 
about  that),  if  you  had  been,  if  you  were 
now,  a little  less— patient.” 

“I  suppose  there's  no  use  in  my  repeat- 
ing that  I’m  not  patient  at  all,”  answered 
Margaret.  She  was  taking  some  balls  of 
silk  from  the  drawer. 

“You  want  me  to  think  it's  self-con- 
trol. Well,  perhaps  it  is.  But  then,  you 
know,  unbroken  self-control — ” 

“Would  you  mind  it  if  I should  ask 
you  not  to  discuss  it— my  self-control  ?” 
Her  hands  were  beginning  to  tremble. 

“ Put  your  hands  in  your  pocket  if  you 
don’t  want  me  to  see  them,”  said  Lanse, 
laughing;  “they  always  betray  you — 
even  when  your  voice  is  steady.  Well, 
at  any  rate,  you’re  much  better  off  than 
you  would  have  been  if  you  had  happen- 
ed to  care  for  me.  That’s  been  the  enor- 
mous blessing  of  your  life — your  not  car- 
ing. Just  supposing  you  had  cared! 
You  ought  to  be  very  thankful.  And 
you  ought  to  reckon  up  your  blessings 
every  now  and  then,  for  fear  of  forgetting 
some  of  them ; we  ought  all  to  do  that,  I 
think.” 

He  said  this  with  great  gravity.  Not 
that  he  felt  in  the  least  grave.  But  it 
was  one  of  Lanse’s  methods  of  amusing 
himself  to  make  remarks  of  this  sort  once 
in  a while  with  a very  grave  face.  It 
was  his  way  of  enjoying  an  iuward 
laugh. 

He  looked  at  her  for  a moment  or  two 
longer  as  she  sat  with  her  eyes  bent  upon 
her  knitting.  4 4 You’re  in  the  right  chair,  ” 
he  said  at  length,  “but  you’re  sitting  too 
straight.  Won’t  you  please  take  that  foot- 
stool, put  your  feet  on  it,  and  then  lean 
back  more  ? You  long  lithe  women  look: 
better  that  way.” 

She  did  not  move. 

“Come,”  he  said,  “you’re  furious;  but 
you  know  you  ought  to  humor  me.  It’s 
only  that  I want  my  picture  more  com- 
plete—that’s  all.” 
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And  then,  with  nervous  quickness,  she 
did  what  he  asked. 

He  thanked  her,  and  resumed  the  con- 
sideration of  his  guns,  which  her  entrance 
with  the  paper  had  interrupted. 

It  was  upon  the  morning  following 
this  little  conversation  that  Dr.  Kirby 
made  his  appearance  at  the  house  on  the 
river  and  declared  that  he  could  not  “ex- 
plain.” 

“Tell  me  without  explaining,”  Mar- 
garet suggested. 

But  this  at  first  seemed  to  the  Doctor 
even  more  difficult  than  the  other  alter- 
native; it  would  have  been  so  much  more 
in  accordance  with  his  sense  of  the  fitness 
of  things  to  lead  up  to  it  gradually,  to 
ascend  the  stumbling-block  which  had 
fallen  in  their  path  by  means  of  a proper 
staircase,  carpeted  steps  of  probabilities 
and  causes,  things  he  had  foreseen — intu- 
itions. But  in  fact  he  had  foreseen  no- 
thing. He  felt  that  he  could  not  make 
a staircase.  So  he  gave  one  great  hard 
bound. 

“Garda  is  engaged,”  he  announced. 
“To  Lucian  Spenser.” 

“ I didn't  know  he  was  back,”  said 
Margaret,  in  astonishment. 

“He  has  only  just  come.  She  went 
up  to  Norfolk  with  my  cousin,  Sally 
Lowndes” — here  the  Doctor,  stopped,  gaz- 
ing at  Margaret  inquiringly. 

“ Yes,  I left  it  to  you  to  decide  about  her 
going — don't  you  remember  ?” 

“I  decided  wrongly.  I thought  it 
would  be  a variety  for  her — Virginia  hav- 
ing some  interesting  points.  Sally  was 
obliged  to  go,  and  anxious  to  take  Garda 
— I was  in  Charleston,  and  I allowed  it. 
I had  no  business  to!”  said  the  Doctor, 
slapping  his  knee  suddenly  and  fiercely. 
“I  distinctly  disapprove  of  much  travel- 
ling for  young  girls — mere  aimless  gad- 
ding about.  But  I have  been  corrupted, 
to  a certain  degree,  by  the  new  Nor— the 
new  modern  ideas  that  are  making  their 
way  everywhere  at  present:  they  creep 
in  at  our  very  key-holes.  I could  bury 
my  head  in  a hay-stack ! When  did  you 
hear  from  her  last  ?” 

“I  had  a letter  from  Norfolk  immedi- 
ately after  her  arrival.” 

“ Before  she  had  met  him— yes.  And 
nothing  since  ?” 

“Nothing.” 

“She  said  she  would  rather  have  me 
tell  you  than  write  herself.” 

4 4 She  thought  you  would  be  on  her  side.  ” 
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“No,  madam,  no;  she  couldn’t  have 
thought  that — that  would  be  impossible. 
But  she  was  good  enough  to  say  that  I 
should,  in  the  telling,  be  certain  to  make 
you  laugh.  And  that  was  what  she 
wanted.” 

Moisture  glittered  suddenly  in  his  eyes 
as  he  brought  this  out.  He  pretended 
it  was  not  there,  and  searching  for  his 
handkerchief,  he  coughed  gruffly,  com- 
plaining of  “a  cold.” 

“I  certainly  don’t  laugh,”  said  Mar- 
garet. “But  perhaps  we  need  not  be  so 
— so  troubled  about  it.  The  first  thing  is 
to  have  her  come  home.” 

“She’s  back  in  Charleston,  of  course.” 
“Oh  ?” 

“Yes.  As  soon  as  I received  Sally's 
letter — she  wrote  at  once — I started  im- 
mediately for  Norfolk”  (the  Doctor  did  not 
say  how  difficult  it  was  for  him  to  spare 
the  money  for  the  journey).  “ I saw  Mr. 
Spenser — in  my  quality  of  guardian  it  was 
proper  that  I should  see  him.  And  I 
brought  the  two  ladies  home.” 

“ And  not  Mr.  Spenser  too  ?” 

“I  don’t  know  anything  about  Mr. 
Spenser!”  Then,  after  a moment,  “I 
reckon  he  will  follow,”  the  Doctor  mur- 
mured, dejectedly. 

“ And  I — who  thought  he  was  in  Ven- 
ice!” 

“He  was  in  Venice  until  a few  weeks 
ago.  I don't  know  in  the  least  what 
brought  him  home.  But  I do  know  what 
brought  him  to  Norfolk:  some  confound- 
ed fancy  or  other  for  sketching — of  all 
places  in  the  world — the  Dismal  Swamp — 
the  miry,  malarious  old  Dismal.  I beg 
your  pardon,  madam” — here  the  Doctor 
rose, bowing  ceremoniously, with  his  hand 
on  the  broad  expanse  of  beautifully  starch- 
ed linen,  which  kept  its  place  unmoved 
over  his  disturbed  breast.  “ It  is  not  often 
that  I am  betrayed  into  language  unsuit- 
ed to  a lady's  presence.  I should  not 
have  used  the  adjective  I did  before  4 fan- 
cy.1 I beg  you  to  excuse  me.” 

“Do  you  not  like  Mr.  Spenser?”  said 
Margaret. 

The  Doctor  stared.  “Do  you ?” 

“I  suppose  it  is  not  so  much  whether 
we  like  him  as  whether  we  approve  of  him. 
It  is  for  Garda  to  like  him,  isn't  it?  I 
don’t  think  we  can  oppose  it:  she  would 
not  listen  to  us.” 

“No,  no;  I apprehend  you  are  in  error 
there,”  said  the  Doctor,  beginning  to  walk 
to  and  fro  with  quick  steps.  Much  as  he 
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liked  Margaret,  he  was  ranking  her  now 
with  the  general  Northern  enemy. 

“I  must  tell  you  what  I think, mustn’t 
I ?”  said  the  other  guardian,  gently.  “And 
I think  she  has  cared  for  him  a long  time.” 

“It  is  impossible  for  me  to  agree  with 
you.  Long  time  ? Permit  me  to  ask  how 
long  you  mean  ? In  the  mean  while  she 
has  been  engaged  to  another  man— Evert 
Wintlirop.  Do  you  forget  that?” 

“I  don’t  think  she  realized— she  was 
very  young;  she  is  extremely  impulsive 
always,”  answered  his  colleague,  wander- 
ing rather  helplessly  for  a moment  among 
these  phrases.  Then  she  spoke  more  de- 
cidedly. “But  now  she  knows,  now  she 
is  sure;  she  is  sure  it  is  Lucian  she  cares 
for.” 

“She  doesn’t  dream  what  she  cares  for 
yet.  She  is  fanciful,  and  this  is  only  an- 
other fancy.  Sally,  too,  has  been  much 
to  blame.” 

“ I do  not  think  Garda  is  fanciful,”  said 
Margaret.  “And — it  is  not  a childish  feel- 
ing, her  liking  for  Lucian  Spenser.” 

The  Doctor  stopped  on  the  other  side  of 
the  room.  Then  he  came  back  and  stood 
gazing  at  Margaret  in  silence.  “You  are 
a woman,  and  you  are  good,”  he  said  at 
last.  “She  is  very  fond  of  you,  she  tells 
you  everything,  and  you  must  know.  If 
therefore  you  say  that  she — ” 

4 4 Yes,  ” answered  Margaret, 4 4 1 do  know. 
I am  sure  she  cares  for  him  very,  very 
much.”  Here  some  of  Garda’s  frank  ex- 
pressions about  Lucian,  and  the  delight  it 
gave  her  to  even  look  at  him, coming  sud- 
denly into  her  memory,  over  all  her  fair 
face  there  rose  a sweet  deep  blush. 

The  Doctor  turned  away  and  dropped 
into  a chair. 

“ There  is  nothing  against  Mr.  Spenser, 
I believe,”  Margaret  began  again,  after  a 
short  pause. 

“It  isn’t  that.  No,  I believe  there  is 
nothing.”  Then: 44  Well,  I reckon  she  has 
taken  us  all  by  surprise  and  grown  up,” 
he  said,  rising  abruptly  with  an  attempt 
at  cheerfulness.  And  during  the  remain- 
der of  his  visit  he  spoke  with  unusual  ra- 
pidity, and  held  himself  in  an  erect,  busi- 
ness-like way  (or  what  he  supposed  to  be 
such), as  if  he  were  facing  the  entire  North. 
Once  they  had  faced  its  armies.  Now  they 
must  face  its  influences,  its  assertions. 
These  influences  were  coming  from  all  di- 
rections, sometimes  in  a pleasant  form — as 
that  of  Margaret  Harold  herself,  sitting 
there  before  him  now  in  her  pale  blue  dra- 
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peries ; sometimes,  and  far  oftener,  in  an 
unpleasant.  Fortunately  he  was  an  old 
man — he  should  see  only  the  beginnings; 
he  would  try  to  bear  himself  bravely  in 
the  face  of  these  beginnings  while  still 
above-ground. 

He  told  Margaret  (with  his  new  quick 
utterance)  that  Lucian  was  now  possessed 
of  “a  genteel  income.”  He  had  not  ac- 
cepted his  wife’s  large  fortune.  She  had 
left  everything  to  him,  but  he  had  imme- 
diately given  three-quarters  of  it  back  to 
her  relatives.  This  still  left  him  44  a com- 
petence.” They  were  to  wait  six  months; 
a proper  time  would  then  have  elapsed 
since — 

44  Yes,  I know,”  said  Margaret.  Not  at 
all  deceived  by  the  poor  Doctor’s  business- 
like manner, she  came  as  soon  as  she  could 
to  his  relief.  “Where  do  you  think  she 
had  better  stay  when  she  comes  backf 
Could  you  have  her  with  you  for  a while? 

I don’t  think  I — I doubt  whether  she 
would  care  to  stay  here.” 

44  She  says  she  isn’t  coming  back.  She 
knows  you  have  no  place  for  her, no  time; 
and  you  are  the  only  one  she  cares  for.” 

44  She  doesn’t  mean  that ; she  cares  great- 
ly for  you  all.  I think  she  ought  to  come 
back ; she  has  been  a long  time  in  Charles- 
ton. Mrs.  Lowndes  has  been  wonderfully 
kind.” 

44  Oh,  as  to  that,  Sally  is  very  fond  of 
her,  and  loves  to  have  her  there.  Sally 
hasn’t  much  in  the  way  of  amusement 
nowadays,  she  tells  me.  I suggested  to 
her,”  added  the  Doctor — he  was  evidently- 
trying  to  recapture  his  old  fluency — “that 
she  might  extract  some  small  flavor  of  it 
possibly  by  giving  herself  up  for  a while 
to  an  undivided  contemplation  of  that  hal- 
lucinated Ernesto  de  Torrez.” 

“Is  ne  there  still?” 

“He  is  there  still.  He  doesn’t  believe 
in  the  least  in  Garda’s  engagement.” 

44 He  didn’t  believe  in  the  other  one ,,r 
said  Margaret.  And  then  she  was  sorry 
she  had  said  it,  for  the  Doctor  jumped  up* 
and  seized  his  hat.  It  was  still  insupport- 
able to  him,  the  thought  of  those  two  en- 
gagements. 

44  He’s  an  arrant  idiot!”  he  said,  vio- 
lently. Then,  controlling  himself,  lie 
took  leave  of  Margaret  in  his  softest  tones, 
bowing  over  her  hand  with  his  old  stately 
ceremony.  Mr.  Harold  was  in  the  garden  ? 
He  would  go  out  and  see  him  there.  It 
was  most  satisfactory,  certainly,  the  im- 
provement in  Mr.  Harold. 
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Lanse  was, indeed, much  better, so  much 
that,  had  it  not  been  for  his  crippled  con- 
dition, he  would  have  seemed  quite  him- 
self again.  But  he  could  not  yet  walk; 
his  knees  and  ankles  remained  swollen 
and  stiff.  He  had  not  been  able  to  go 
over  and  see  Mrs.  Rutherford. 

To  two  or  three  persons,  Minerva  Poin- 
dexter very  decidedly  among  them,  it 
seemed  possible  that  the  short  journey 
would  not  cause  much  more  fatigue  than 
the  long  days  he  spent  in  his  canoe.  But 
Lanse  was  of  a different  opinion;  and,  as 
has  been  already  mentioned,  only  two  or 
three  persons  turned  over  his  opinion  far 
-enough  to  find  selfishness  underneath  it. 

It  had  happened  to  Lansing  Harold  all 
his  life  to  be  seldom  criticised  with  any 
real  severity  by  those  who  knew  him  per- 
sonally (there  was  plenty  of  criticism 
from  those  who  didn’t) ; those  who  knew 
him  personally  were  always  a little  un- 
der, if  not  the  charm,  then  at  least  the 
influence,  of  his  breezy  good-humor.  He 
had  always  been  so  large  and  strong  and 
handsome,  there  had  been  such  an  air  of 
vigor  about  him — it  was  markedly  visible 
even  now — that  it  had  seemed  a sort  of 
generosity  on  his  part  that  he  should  be 
so  good-humored,  often  so  witty  as  well. 
That  was  what  they  found  him  now,  the 
people  of  Gracias — so  good-humored,  oft- 
en so  witty  as  well.  For  they  had  all 
made  his  acquaintance.  Mr.  Moore  had 
been  over  at  regular  intervals  to  pay  his 
respects  to  Margaret  in  her  new  home; 
Betty  Carew  had  come  also,  her  Katrina 
permitting ; Madam  Giron  and  Madam 
Ruiz  had  made  the  little  journey  of  court- 
esy ; even  Mistress  Kirby  in  her  visite  had 
accompanied  Reginald  several  times  when 
he  came  to  see  his  patient.  For  they  all 
felt  that  the  new-comer  belonged  in  real- 
ity to  them;  he  would  have  been  at  East 
Angels,  of  course,  and  not 44  on  the  river” 
(Gracias  people  had  a low  opinion  of  “the 
river”),  if  it  had  been  possible  for  him  to 
reach  the  former  place. 

On  the  present  occasion  the  Doctor  went 
to  the  garden,  where  Lanse,  stretched  on 
a couch,  with  a cigar,  was  surveying  the 
river  contentedly.  Lanse  liked  the  Doc- 
tor; it  was  an  ever-fresli  entertainment 
to  him  to  realize  that  his  large  long  bulk 
was  committed  to  the  care  of  that  “pot- 
tering little  man.”  The  Doctor  was  not 
in  the  least 44 pottering.”  But  Lanse  real- 
ly thought  that  all  short  men  with  small 
hands,  who  were  without  an  active  taste 
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for  guns,  were  of  that  description.  The 
Doctor  made  but  a brief  visit  this  time; 
then  he  started  homeward.  He  had  still 
the  news  about  Garda  to  tell  in  Gracias. 
At  present  it  was  known  only  to  Ma. 

Garda  did  not  comply  with  the  wish 
of  her  friends,  and  return  to  them.  She 
wrote  a dozen  letters  about  it,  but  in  actu- 
al presence  she  staid  away.  Most  of  these 
epistles  were  to  Margaret.  As  time  went 
on  she  wrote  to  Margaret  almost  every  day. 

But  her  letters  were  not  letters  at  all, 
in  the  usual  sense  of  the  word;  they  were 
brief  diaries,  rapidly  jotted  down,  of  the 
feelings  of  the  moment ; they  were  paeans, 
rhapsodies,  bubbling  little  exclamations 
of  delight;  none  of  them  ever  exceeded 
in  length  a page. 

They  seemed  to  Margaret  very  express- 
ive. She  did  not  know  what  Garda.might 
be  writing  to  the  Kirbys,  the  Moores,  and 
Mrs.  Carew ; but  what  Garda  wrote  to  her 
she  kept  to  herself. 

This  was  the  girl’s  first  letter  after  Mar- 
garet’s note  urging  her  to  return: 

“ Margaret,  I can't  come — don’t  ask  me ; 
for  none  of  them  there  'would  sympathize 
with  me — not  even  you.  It  isn’t  that  I 
want  sympathy — I never  even  think  of  it. 
But  I don’t  want  the  least  disagreeable 
thing  now  when  I am  so  blissful— bliss  is 
the  only  word.  Lucian  comes  in  every 
morning  on  the  train.  The  Doctor  said 
that  of  course  he  would  not  stay  all  the 
time  in  Charleston.  So,  to  satisfy  him, 
Lucian  stays  thirty  miles  out,  and  comes 
in  every  day. 

“Oh,  Margaret,  I wish  you  were  as 
rapturous  as  I am ! Garda.” 

“Dear  Margaret, — Every  morning  I 
watch  until  he  opens  the  gate”  (she  wrote 
a day  later),  “and  then  I run  down  to 
meet  him  in  the  hall.  We  don’t  stay  in 
the  house;  we  go  into  the  garden.  Mrs. 
Lowndes  says  she  loves  to  have  him  come, 
because  he  reminds  her  so  much  of  Mr. 
Lowndes — ‘Roger,’  she  calls  him.  And 
she  says  we  remind  her  of  her  own  en- 
gagement. (But  I don’t  believe  Mr. 
Lowndes  was  like  Lucian.)  And  she 
says  it  makes  her  young  again  in  her 
heart  to  see  us.  And  perhaps  it  does  in 
her  heart.  But  the  change  hasn't  reach- 
ed the  outside  yet.  Garda.” 

4 4 Dear  Margaret, — If  I could  stay  with 

you  I would  come  back  to-morrow”  (she 
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wrote  in  answer  to  a second  letter  from 
Margaret,  which  urged  her  strongly  to  re- 
turn). “But  I know  you  don’t  want  me 
now — that  is,  you  can’t  have  me — and 
where  else  could  I stay?  The  Doctor  hates 
Lucian — he  may  pretend,  but  he  does. 
And  Aunt  Betty  is  always  at  East  Angels 
now,  so  I can’t  stay  with  her.  If  I should 
stay  at  the  rectory,  Mrs.  Moore  would  be 
sure  to  say,  how  pleasant  for  Lucian  and 
I to  read  poetry  on  the  veranda,  because 
that  is  what  she  and  Mr.  Moore  used  to  do 
when  they  were  engaged.  But  Lucian 
and  I don’t  want  to  read  any  poetry  on 
any  verandas.  I should  just  die  at  the 
rectory.  You  must  see  that  I can’t  come 
home.  Garda.” 


“Dear  Margaret, — Lucian  has  gone 
for  the  night,  and  there’s  nothing  else  to 
do,  so  I thought  I would  write  to  you. 
Mrs.  Lowndes  has  just  been  in.  She 
brought  a daguerreotype  of  Mr.  Lowndes, 
taken  when  he  was  young,  and  she  says 
she  knows  exactly  how  I feel,  because  she 
used  to  feel  just  the  same.  When  she  was 
at  the  window,  and  saw  ‘Roger’  coming 
down  the  street,  the  very  calves  of  her  legs 
used  to  quiver,  she  says.  Roger  must 
have  been  rather  stout— at  least  he  is  in 
the  daguerreotype.  He  wore  glasses. 

‘ ‘ Lucian  is  painting  me ; but  I only  wish 
I could  paint  him.  Oh,  Margaret,  he  is 
so  beautiful,  I adore  him.  Garda.” 


“ Dearest  Margaret, — I am  so  happy. 
I am  so  glad  I am  alive.  It’s  so  nice  to 
be  alive.  People  say  life’s  dreadful,  but 
to  me  it's  perfectly  enchanting  every  sin- 
gle minute.  I thought  I would  tell  you 
how  happy  I was  before  going  to  bed.  I 
love  to  ivrite  it  down.  Garda.” 


The  Doctor  went  up  to  Charleston  again. 
He  was  much  displeased  with  the  course 
things  had  taken,  and  he  spoke  with  a 
good  deal  of  severity  to  Sally  Lowndes. 

Sally,  who  was  soft-bodied  as  well  as 
soft-hearted  (her  figure  was  a good  deal 
relaxed),  shed  tears.  Then,  recovering 
some  spirit,  she  wished  to  know  what  the 
Doctor  had  expected  her  to  do?  It  was 
true  that  that  sweet  Garda  had  left  off  her 
lessons  (up  to  this  time  she  had  “had  in- 
struction,” that  is,  teachers  had  arrived  at 
fixed  hours) ; but  Sally  was  decidedly  of 
the  opinion  that  a girl  who  was  so  soon  to 
be  married  should  be  relieved  at  least  of 
“ school-room  drudgery.” 
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“ Nothing  of  the  sort,”  said  the  Doctor; 
“she  should  be  kept  even  more  closely  to 
her  books.  Your  ideas  are  provincial  and 
ridiculous,  Sally ; I don't  know  where  you 
obtained  them.” 

“From  my  mother,”  answered  Sally, 
with  a pink  flush  of  excitement  in  her 
faded  cheeks.  “ From  my  grandmother 
too — who  was  yours  also.  It  is  you  who 
are  changed,  Reginald;  it  has  never  been 
the  custom  in  our  family  to  keep  the  girls 
down  at  their  books  after  sixteen.” 

This  was  true.  But  the  very  truth  of  it 
made  the  Doctor  more  angry.  “I  shall 
take  her  back  with  me,”  he  said. 

“ She  doesn’t  wish  to  go.” 

“That  makes  no  difference.” 

And  then  Sally  “supposed”  that  it  was 
not  his  intention  to  drag  her  back  “in 
chains.”  Mrs.  Lowndes  was  evidently 
much  displeased  with  Cousin  Reginald. 

The  Doctor  took  Garda  to  a remote  part 
of  the  garden.  Here  he  placed  before  her 
in  serious  words  the  strong  wish  he  had 
that  she  should  return  with  him  to  Gra- 
cias. 

Garda  laughed  out  merrily.  Then  she 
came  and  kissed  him.  “Don’t  ask  me  to 
do  anything  so  horribly  disagreeable,”  she 
said,  coaxingly. 

“ Would  it  be  disagreeable  ?”  asked  the 
Doctor,  his  voice  changing  to  sadness. 

‘ 4 Of  course.  For  you’re  not  nice  to  Lu- 
cian; you  know  you’re  not.  If  I adore 
him,  as  I do,  how  can  I like  that  ?” 

“I  will  be— I will  be  nice,”  said  the 
Doctor,  borrowing  her  word,  though  the 
use  of  it  in  that  sense  was  to  him  like 
turning  a somersault. 

“Would  you  really  try?”  said  Garda. 
She  came  behind  him,  putting  her  arms 
round  his  neck  and  resting  her  head  on 
his  shoulder.  “You  never  could,  you 
dear  old  thing,”  she  said,  fondly.  And 
then,  as  though  he  were  some  big  good- 
natured  animal,  a magnanimous  elephant 
or  bear,  she  let  him  feel  the  weight  of  her 
little  dimpled  chin. 

“ I am  weak  because  I have  loved  you 
so  long,  my  child.  I might  insist — you 
are  my  ward.  But  it  seems  to  me  that 
you  ought  to  care  more  about  doing  a lit- 
tle as  we  wish.  Mrs.  Harold  agrees  with 
me  in  thinking  this.” 

4 4 Margaret  is  sweet ; I love  her  dearly. 
But,  do  you  know” — here  she  disengaged 
herself,  and  began  with  a sudden  incon- 
sequent interest  to  gather  flowers — “it’s 
so  funny  to  me  that  you  should  think. 
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either  of  you,  for  one  moment,  that  I would 
leave  Lucian  now.” 

44  He  could  come  too,  a little  later.”  The 
Doctor  was  driven  to  this  concession. 

44  But  I shouldn’t  see  liim  as  I do  here; 
you  know  I shouldn’t.  Here  we  do  quite 
as  we  please;  no  one  ever  comes  to  this 
part  of  the  garden  but  ourselves ; we  might 
be  on  a desert  island— only  it  would  have 
to  be  an  island  of  flowers.” 

44  And  you  care  more  for  this  than  for 
our  wishes  ?”  began  the  Doctor.  Then  he 
took  a lighter  tone.  4 4 Of  course  you  don’t. 
You  will  come  home  with  me,  my  child ; 
we  will  start  this  afternoon.”  Watching 
her  move  about  among  the  high  bushes  as 
she  gathered  her  roses,  he  had  fallen  back 
into  his  old  belief : this  young  face  where  to 
him  were  still  so  plainly  visible  the  child- 
ish outlines  of  the  little  girl  he  had  been 
used  to  lead  about  by  the  hand— even  of 
the  dimpled  baby  he  remembered  so  well 
—he  could  not  bring  himself  to  realize  that 
it  had  gained  older  expressions,  and  deep- 
er, expressions  he  did  not  know. 

44 1 am  very  sorry,  dear,”  Garda  answer- 
ed, generally.  And  then  she  knelt  down 
to  peer  through  a bush  which  might  per- 
haps be  holding  its  best  buds  hidden. 

The  Doctor,  completely  routed  by  the 
word  which  she  had  without  the  least  ef- 
fort used,  the  maturity  of  that 4 4 dear,”  ad- 
dressed her  at  last,  though  unconscious 
that  he  was  doing  so,  in  the  tone  of  equal- 
ity. 44  It  isn’t  as  though  you  had  any- 
thing to  bear,  like  the  prospect  of  a long 
engagement,  as  though  there  were  any 
difficulties  in  the  way;  your  marriage  is 
to  come  so  soon,”  he  pleaded. 

4 4 Soon  ?”  said  Garda.  4 4 Six  long  months ! 
Do  you  call  that  4 soon’  ?”  She  stopped 
gathering  roses,  and  sat  down  on  a garden 
bench.  4 4 Six  months!  I must  see  him 
every  day,  and  for  a long  while  every  day ; 
that  will  be  the  only  way  to  bear  it.”  Then 
her  words  ceased.  But  her  splendid  eyes, 
meeting  the  Doctor’s  (she  had  forgotten 
that  he  was  there),  grew  fuller  and  fuller 
of  the  loveliest  dreaming  expression,  until 
the  poor  guardian — he  realized  that  she 
would  not  perceive  his  departure — could 
not  stand  there  and  watch  it  any  longer. 
He  turned  abruptly  and  went  away. 

“Dear  Margaret, — The  Doctor  has 
gone*’  (Garda  wrote  the  next  day).  44AndI 
am  afraid  he  is  displeased.  Apparently 
we  please  no  one  but  ourselves  and  Sally 
Lowndes.  But  the  Doctor  is  so  funny ! lie 
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doesn’t  seem  to  comprehend.  He  said  to 
me  once,  4 What  is  it  you  see  in  him,  Ed- 
garda  ?’  And  I said,  4 1 see  in  him  that  I 
love  him.’  And  yet  he  doesn’t  compre- 
hend. I suppose  it’s  because  he's  so  old. 
Margaret,  when  my  wedding  day  real- 
ly comes  at  last,  nobody  must  touch  me 
but  you.  You  must  dress  me,  and  you 
must  put  on  my  veil,  and  the  orange  blos- 
soms (from  the  old  East  Angels  grove — I 
won’t  have  any  others).  And  then,  just 
before  we  go  down-stairs,  you  must  say 
you  are  pleased.  And  you  must  forgive 
me  all  I have  done — and  been  too — be- 
cause I couldn't  help  it.  I shall  come 
over  from  Gracias,  and  go  down  on  my 
knees  to  Mr.  Harold  to  beg  him  to  let  me 
be  with  you,  or  rather  to  let  you . He 
must,  he  shall  say  yes.” 

But  Lanse  was  not  called  upon  to  go 
through  this  interview. 

He  had  already  said,  44  You  go  ?”  in 
rather  a high-noted  tone  of  surprised  re- 
monstrance when  Margaret  suggested, 
some  time  before,  that  she  should  go  her- 
self to  Charleston  and  bring  Garda  back. 

44  And  leave  me  shut  up  alone  here?”  he 
added,  as  if  to  bring  home  to  her  the  bar- 
barity of  her  proposal. 

44  The  servants  do  very  well  at  present.” 

44  They  don’t  look  as  you  do,”  Lanse  an- 
swered, gallantly.  44I  must  have  some- 
thing to  look  at.” 

44  But  I think  I ought  to  go.” 

“You  can  dismiss  that  ‘ought’  from 
your  mind.  There  are  other  4 oughts’  that 
come  nearer.  In  fact,  viewing  the  mat- 
ter impartially,  you  should  never  have 
consented  in  the  beginning,  Madge,  to 
take  charge  of  that  girl,  without  first  con- 
sulting me.”  Lanse  brought  out  this 
last  touch  with  much  judicial  gravity. 
“Fortunately  your  guardianship,  such 
as  it  is,  will  soon  be  over,” he  went  on; 
“she  will  soon  have  a husband  to  see  to 
her.  Apparently  she  needs  one.” 

44  That  won’t  be  for  six  months  yet.” 

44  Call  it  two;  as  I understand  it,  there’s 
nothing  but  a dogmatic  old  custom  be- 
tween them,  and  as  Florida  isn’t  the  land 
of  custom — ” 

“Yes,  it  is.” 

“Well,  even  grant  that;  the  girl  is, 
from  all  accounts,  a rich  specimen  of  will- 
fulness— ” 

“Of  naturalness.” 

“ Oh,  if  they’re  guided  by  naturalness,” 
said  Lanse,  “ they  won't  even  wait  two.” 
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And  it  was  not  two,  when  early  one 
morning,  in  old  St.  Michael’s  Church  in 
Charleston,  with  Sally  Lowndes,  excited 
and  tearful,  as  witness — their  only  one 
save  an  ancient  little  uncle  of  hers,  who 
had  come  in  from  his  rice  plantation  to 
do  them  the  favor  of  giving  the  bride 
(whom  he  had  never  seen  before)  away, 
Edgarda  Thorne  and  Lucian  Spenser  were 
married. 

The  Reverend  Batton  Habersham,  as  he 
came  robed  in  his  surplice  from  the  ves- 
try-room, could  not  help  being  conscious, 
even  then  and  there,  that  he  had  never 
seen  so  beautiful  a girl  as  the  one  who 
now  stood  waiting  at  the  chancel  rail — 
not  in  the  veil  she  had  written  about,  or 
the  orange  blossoms  from  East  Angels, 
but  in  an  every-day  white  frock,  and  gar- 
den hat  covered  with  roses.  The  bride- 
groom was  very  handsome  also.  But 
naturally  the  clergyman  was  not  so  much 
impressed  by  Lucian’s  good  points  as  by 
Garda’s  lovely  ones.  Sally  Lowndes  was 
impressed  by  Lucian.  She  gazed  at  him 
as  one  gazes  at  an  old  Venetian  portrait. 
Lucian  looked  very  handsome,  very  tall 
and  manly,  and  very  much  in  love— a 
happy  combination,  Sally  thought.  And 
then,  with  fresh  sweet  tears  welling  in  her 
eyes,  she  knelt  down  for  the  benediction 
(though  it  was  not  given  to  her),  and 
thought  of  “Roger,”  and  the  day  when 
she  should  see  him  again  in  paradise. 

The  Reverend  Batton  Habersham,  who 
was  officiating  in  St.  Michaels  for  a week 
only,  during  the  absence  of  the  rector, 
was  a man  unknown  to  fame  even  in  his 
own  diocese.  But  it  is  possible  to  do  a great 
deal  of  good  in  the  world  without  fame. 
And  Batton  Habersham  did  it.  His  little 
mission  chapel  was  on  one  of  the  sea  isl- 
ands. Always  thereafter  he  remembered 
the  early  morning  marriage  of  that  beau- 
tiful girl  in  the  dim,  empty  old  Charleston 
church  as  the  most  romantic  episode  of 
his  life.  Fervently  he  hoped  that  she 
would  be  happy.  For  even  so  good  a 
man  is  more  earnest  (unconsciously)  in 
his  hopes  for  the  happiness  of  a bride  with 
eyes  and  hair  like  Garda's  than  he  is 
for  that  of  one  with  tints  less  striking. 
Though  the  relation,  all  the  same,  between 
the  amount  of  coloring  matter  in  the  vis- 


ual orbs  or  capillary  glands,  and  the  de- 
gree of  sweetness  and  womanly  goodness 
in  the  heart  beneath,  has  never  yet  been 
satisfactorily  determined. 

An  hour  later  the  northward -bound 
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train  was  carrying  two  supremely  happy 
persons  across  the  Carolinas  toward  New 
York,  the  Narrows,  Italy. 

“Well,  we  have  all  been  young  once, 
Sally, ’’the  little  old  rice  planter  had  said, 
with  a smothered  sigh,  to  his  weeping 
niece,  as  the  carriage  drove  away  from 
the  hospitable  old  mansion  of  the 
Lowndeses.  Garda  had  almost  forgotten 
that  they  were  there,  Sally  and  himself, 
as  they  had  stood  for  a moment  at  the 
carriage  door.  But  she  had  looked  so 
exquisitely  lovely  in  her  sweet  absorbed 
felicity  that  he  forgave  her  on  the  spot, 
though  of  course  he  wondered  over  her 
choice,  and  “couldn’t  imagine”  what  she 
could  see  in  that  “ordinary  young  fel- 
low.” He  went  back  to  his  plantation. 
But  he  was  restless  all  the  evening.  At 
last,  about  midnight,  he  got  out  an  old 
miniature  and  some  letters,  and  any  one 
who  could  have  looked  into  the  silent 
room  later  in  the  night  would  have  seen 
the  little  old  man  still  in  his  arm-chair, 
his  face  hidden  in  his  hand,  the  faded 
pages  open  beside  him. 

“It  is  perhaps  as  well,”  said  Margaret 
Harold.  She  was  trying  to  administer 
some  comfort  to  Dr.  Kirby,  when,  two 
days  later,  he  sat,  a flaccid  parcel  of  clothes, 
on  the  edge  of  a chair  in  her  parlor,  star- 
ing at  the  floor. 

Mrs.  Rutherford  was  triumphant.  “ A 
runaway  match!  And  that  is  the  girl 
you  would  have  married,  Evert.  What 
an  escape  1” 

“ She  has  escaped,”  Winthrop  answer- 
ed, smiling. 

“What  do  you  mean  ? Escaped  ? Es- 
caped from  what?” 

“From  all  of  us  here.” 

“ Not  from  me,”  answered  Aunt  Katri- 
na, with  dignity,  “/never  tried  to  keep 
her;  I always  saw  througli  her  perfectly 
from  the  very  first.  Do  you  mean  to  say 
that  you  understand  that  girl  even  now. 
Evert?”  she  added,  with  some  contradic- 
tion. 

“Yes,  I think  I do— now,”  Winthrop 
answered. 

“I  don’t  envy  you  your  knowledge. 
Poor  Lucian  Spenser!  what  could  have 
possessed  him  ?” 

“ He  ? He's  madly  in  love  with  her,  of 
course.” 

“I’m  glad  at  least  you  think  he’s  a 
fool,”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  applying  her 
vinaigrette  disdainfully  to  her  well-shaped 
nose. 
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“ Fool  ? Not  at  all ; lie's  only  tremen- 
dously happy.” 

“The  same  thing— in  such  a case.” 

“I  don’t  know  about  that.  The  ques- 
tion is,  is  it  better  to  be  tremendously 
happy  for  a little  while,  and  unreason- 
able, or  to  be  reasonable  all  the  time,  and 
never  tremendously  happy  ?” 

“Oh,  if  you’re  going  to  talk  rational - 
ism — ” said  Aunt  Katrina. 

Immediately  after  her  return  from  Nor- 
folk, iu  the  interval  before  Lucian  came, 
Garda  sent  for  Ernesto  de  Torrez.  When 
he  appeared,  she  did  not  even  ask  him  to 
sit  down ; she  came  to  him  eagerly,  and 
begged  him  to  do  her  a favor,  namely, 
to  leave  Charleston  for  the  present. 

“Is  it  that  you  wish  me  to  return  to 
Gracias  ?”  he  asked.  “The  place  is  a des- 
peration without  you.” 

“You  need  not  go  to  Gracias  if  you 
don’t  want  to;  but  please  go  away  from 
here.  Go  to  the  Indian  River,”  she  sug- 
gested, with  a sudden  inspiration. 

“ I will  go  to  the  Indian  River  certain- 
ly—if  that  is  your  wish,”  replied  the  Cu- 
ban; “though  I do  not  know” — this  he 
added  rather  longingly — “what  harm  I 
do  here.” 

“No  harm  at  all.  But  I want  you  to 
go.”  She  smiled  brightly,  though  there 
was  also  a good  deal  of  sympathy  in  her 
eyes  as  she  surveyed  his  lack-lustre  coun- 
tenance. 

“ That  is  enough — your  wish.  I go— I 
go  at  once.”  He  took  leave  of  her. 

She  called  him  back,  and  looked  at  him 
for  a moment.  Then  she  said,  “ Yes,  go; 
and  I will  write  to  you.” 

This  was  a great  concession.  Ernesto 
felt  it  to  be  such. 

But  the  letter  was  a long  time  in  cotn- 
:*ig;  and  when  it  did  come  at  last,  it  dealt 
him,  like  an  actual  hand,  a prostrating 
blow. 

It  was  dated  several  days  after  that 
morning  which  had  seen  the  early  mar- 
riage in  St.  Michael’s,  and  the  signature, 
when  his  dazed  eyes  reached  it,  was  one 
he  did  not  know — Edgarda  Spenser. 

The  Cuban  had  received  this  note  at 
dusk.  He  went  out  and  wandered  about 
all  night.  At  daylight  he  came  in,  dress- 
ed hitnself  afresh  and  carefully,  and  had 
bis  boots  polished — a process  not  so  much 
a matter  of  course  on  the  Indian  River  at 
that  day  as  in  some  other  localities.  Next 
he  said  a prayer,  on  his  knees,  in  his  rough 
room  in  thejiouse  where  he  was  lodged. 
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He  then  went  out  and  asked  the  old  hunt- 
er, his  host,  for  the  favor  of  the  loan  of 
one  of  his  guns  for  the  morning. 

With  this  gun  he  departed  into  the 
woods.  He  was  no  sportsman.  But  this 
did  not  matter,  since  the  game  he  had  in 
view  was  extremely  docile ; it  was  so  do- 
cile that  it  would  even  arrange  itself  in 
the  best  possible  position  for  the  ball. 

But  the  desperate  young  man — his  man- 
ner was  composed  and  tranquil  as  he  made 
his  way  through  the  beautiful  Southern 
forest — was  not  permitted  to  end  his  earth- 
ly existence  then.  A hand  seized  his 
shoulder.  “Are  you  mad,  Ernesto  ?”  said 
Manuel  Ruiz,  tears  gleaming  in  his  eyes 
as  he  almost  threw  his  friend  to  the  ground 
in  the  quick,  violent  effort  he  made  to  get 
possession  of  the  gun.  Then,  seeing  that 
Ernesto  was  looking  at  him  very  strange- 
ly, “If  you  come  another  step  nearer,  I'll 
shoot  you  down,”  he  shouted. 

The  Cuban  did  not  say,  “That  is  what 
I want.”  He  did  not  move  or  speak. 

Manuel  immediately  began  to  talk. 
“They  sent  me  down  here,  Ernesto;  they 
had  heard,  and  they  were  afraid  for  you. 

I had  just  got  home,  and  they  asked  me 
to  come — your  aunt  asked  me.” 

“My  aunt  asked  you  ?”  repeated  Torrez, 
mechanically. 

“Yes,  Ernesto,  your  aunt.  You  must 
care  something  for  Tier,”  said  Manuel. 

He  looked  uneasily  about  him. 

And  then,  hurrying  through  the  wood, 
came  Madam  Giron. 

The  loving-hearted,  sweet-tempered  wo- 
man was  much  moved.  She  took  her 
dead  sister’s  unhappy  boy  in  her  arms, 
and  wept  over  him  as  though  he  had  been 
her  own  child.  She  soothed  him  with 
motherly  caresses ; she  said,  tenderly,  that 
she  had  not  been  kind  enough  to  him, 
that  she  had  been  too  much  taken  up  with 
her  own  children.  “ But  now — now , my 
dearest — ” This  all  in  Spanish,  the  sweet- 
est sound  in  the  world  to  poor  Torrez's 
ears. 

A slight  convulsion  passed  over  his  fea- 
tures, though  no  teare  came.  He  was 
young  enough  to  have  felt  acutely  the 
loneliness  of  his  suffering,  the  solitude  of 
the  death  which  he  was  on  his  way  to  seek. 

He  stood  perfectly  still.  His  aunt  was 
now  leaning  against  him  as  she  wept.  He 
put  one  arm  protectingly  round  her.  He 
felt  a slow,  slow  return  toward,  not  a less 
torturing  pain, but  toward  greater  courage 

in  bearing  it,  in  this  sympathy  which  had 
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come  to  him.  Even  Manuel  had  shown  which  was  part  of  the  breadth  of  her  sym- 
sympathy.  “I  feel — I feel  that  I have  pathy.  “Of  course  you  feel  as  you  do,” 
been — rather  cowardly,”  he  said  at  last  in  she  would  murmur  to  Margaret.  And 
a dull  tone.  then,  a minute  later,  she  would  nod  her 

“No,  no,  dear,”  said  his  aunt,  putting  head  impressively  with  the  slow  sidewise 
up  her  soft  hand  to  stroke  his  dark  hair,  movement  which  says,  “Yes,  indeed,  you 
“It  was  very  natural.  We  all  under-  are  right,”  when  Winthrop  advanced  his 
stand.”  view  of  the  question. 

And  then  a mist  did  show  itself  for  an  “But  it’s  not  in  the  least  necessary  for 
instant  in  the  poor  boy’s  eyes.  you  to  go,”  Margaret  repeated.  “ Even  if 

the  storm  should  break  before  I reach  the 
That  same  evening,  Garda,  far  at  sea,  river,  the  carriage  can  be  made  perfectly 
sitting  with  her  head  on  Lucian’s  shoulder  tight.  The  storm,  too,  might  disturb  Aunt 
under  the  brilliant  stars,  answered  a ques-  Katrina;  she  is  the  one  who  would  need 
tion  he  asked.  She  did  not  answer  it  at  you,  not  I.” 

first;  she  wras  too  contented  to  talk.  Then,  “Aunt  Katrina  is  so  much  better  that 
as  he  asked  it  again,  “What  ever  became  my  absence,  storm  or  no  storm,  will  liard- 
of  that  mediaeval  young  Cuban  of  mine  ?”  ly  trouble  her  seriously.  She  has  always 
“Oh.  Ernesto?”  she  said.  “I  sent  him  ^ier  kind  friend — the  most  unselfish  wo* 


down  to  the  Indian  River.” 

“To  the  Indian  River?  What  in  the 
world  did  you  do  that  for  ?” 

“He  was  in  Charleston  and  you  were 
coming:  I didn’t  want  him  there.” 

“Were  you  afraid  he  would  attack  me?” 
asked  Lucian,  laughing. 

4 4 I was  afraid  he  would  suffer.  In  fact, 
I knew  he  would.  And  I didn’t  want  to 
see  it.  He  can  suffer  because  he  is  like 
me — he  can  love.” 

4 4 Poor  fellow!” 

“Yes.  But  I never  cared  for  him.  And 
he  wouldn't  see.” 

“ And  4 ’way  down  there  in  the  land  of 
the  cotton,’  I don’t  suppose  he  knows  yet 
what’s  happened,  does  he?”  said  Lucian. 

“Oh  yes;  I wrote  to  him  from  New 
York.” 

“You  waited  till  then?  Wasn’t  that 
rather  hard  ?” 

“ Are  you  finding  fault  with  me?”  she 
murmured,  turning  her  head  so  that  her 
lips  could  reach  and  rest  against  his  bend- 
ing face. 

“ Fault  /”  said  Lucian, taking  her  in  his 
arms. 

Ernesto  passed  out  of  their  memory. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

44 1 can  not  let  you  go  alone,”  said  Evert 
Winthrop. 

He  was  speaking  to  Margaret.  They 
were  in  the  East  Angels  drawing-room, 
Betty  Carew  hovering  near,  and  agreeing 
with  perfect  sincerity  now  with  one,  now 
with  th^  other,  in  the  remarkable  way 
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man  in  the  world,  I verily  believe,”  Win- 
throp said,  turning  with  a smile  toward 
Betty.  44  From  the  look  of  the  sky,  I am 
almost  sure  that  we  shall  have  a blow  be- 
fore the  rain ; in  the  face  of  such  a proba- 
bility, I couldn’t  allow  you  to  start  across 
the  barrens  alone— it's  absurd  to  suppose 
I should.” 

Margaret  stood  hesitating.  4 4 You  want 
me  to  give  it  up — postpone  it.  But  I can 
not  get  rid  of  the  idea  that  something  has 
happened — I have  had  no  letter  for  so 
long;  even  if  Lanse  had  not  cared  to 
write  himself,  Elliot  or  Dodd  would  have 
done  so,  it  seems  to  me,  under  any  ordi- 
nary circumstances.” 

“ Lanse  probably  keeps  them  too  busy.” 

“They  always  have  their  evenings.” 

But  Winthrop  showed  scanty  interest 
in  the  evenings  of  Elliot  and  Dodd.  “For 
myself,  I can’t  pretend  to  be  anxious,”  he 
said — “I  mean  about  Lanse.  I am  only 
anxious  about  you.” 

“ But  if  I don’t  go  now,  I can’t  go  un- 
til to-morrow  noon;  before  that  time  I 
shouldn’t  meet  a boat  that  stops  at  our 
landing.  That  would  make  a delay  of 
twenty-four  hours.”  She  looked  at  him 
as  she  said  this,  with  a sort  of  unconscious 
appeal. 

“I  doubt  whether  anything  very  excit- 
ing could  happen  over  there  in  twice 
twenty-four;  it  isn’t  an  exciting  place.” 

“Of  course  you  think  me  obstinate. 
But  I can  not  help  feeling  that  I ought 
to  go.” 

44 Perfectly  natural,”  said  Betty.  “I 
should  feel  just  the  same  in  your  place — I 
know  I should — not  hearing  for  so  long; 

4 absence  makes  the  heart.’  of  course .” 
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“It’s  that — the  silence.  I have  been 
disturbed  about  it  for  several  days,  but  it 
was  only  to-day,  this  morning,  that  Aunt 
Katrina  would  hear  of  my  going;  of  course 
I could  not  tell  her  that  I was  anxious.” 

“Go,  by  all  means,  if  you  feel  in  that 
way  about  it,” said  Winthrop.  “I  haven’t 
the  least  desire  to  prevent  it — as  you  seem 
to  think;  I only  say  that  I shall  go  too.” 

“Yes;  and  that  is  what  I don’t  want.” 
She  turned  away  and  stepped  out  on  the 
balcony  to  scan  the  sky. 

A dark  haze  edged  the  eastern  horizon. 
It  was  far  away  at  present,  lying  low 
down  on  the  sea;  but  it  would  come,  it 
was  already  coming,  westward.  A clear, 
empty-looking  space  of  cold  pearl-liued 
light  preceded  it.  Here  on  the  lagoon 
the  atmosphere  was  breathlessly  still,  no? 
a sound  of  any  kind  stirred  the  warm  si- 
lence. ‘ 4 Perhaps  it  will  be  only  a heavy 
rain,”  said  Margaret,  rather  helplessly. 
She  looked  very  uncomfortable. 

“Yes,  I reckon  that’s  all  it  will  be,” 
said  Betty,  who  had  followed  her  to  the 
balcony  door.  “And  then,  too,  if  it 
should  be  anything  more,  Mr.  Winthrop 
will  be  with  you,  of  course;  that  is,  in 
case  you  decide  to  go;  and  if  you  don’t  go, 
why  then  he  won’t,  you  know;  and  you 
needn’t  be  uneasy  about  taking  him  away 
from  your  aunt.  So,  either  way,  it’s  all 
for  the  best.” 

Margaret  turned  and  came  back  into 
the  drawing-room.  Winthrop  was  stand- 
ing by  the  table  where  she  had  left  him. 
His  eyes  met  hers.  She  saw  that  he 
would  not  yield.  “I  don’t  dare  give  it 
up.  I don’t  dare  wait, ’’she  broke  out  with 
sudden  agitation.  44  Something  has  hap- 
pened ; nothing  less  could  have  kept  both 
of  the  men  from  writing,  when  I gave 
them  my  express  orders.  I don’t  under- 
stand why  you  don’t  agree  with  me.” 

“You  see  probabilities.  And  Lanse 
isn’t  a devotee  of  probabilities,  as  a gen- 
eral thing.  Didn’t  the  last  letter  say  that 
he  had  begun  to  walk  a little  ? — with  the 
aid  of  two  canes  ? By  this  time  it  is  one 
cane,  and  he  is  camping  out.  And  he 
has  carried  off  the  whole  force  of  the 
house  to  cook  for  him.” 

Betty  thought  this  an  excellent  joke, 
and  laughed  delightfully  over  it. 

“If  he  is  camping  out,  it  is  quite  time  I 
was  back,”  answered  Margaret,  trying  to 
speak  lightly.  She  took  up  her  gloves. 
“Good-by,  Aunt  Betty”  (Betty,  who  was 
very  fond  of  her,  hadjprayed  her  long  be- 
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fore  to  give  her  that  friendly  title) ; “you 
will  write  to  me  about  Aunt  Katrina  ?” 

“Yes,  indeed,  I will, ’’said  Betty,  kissing 
her.  “Poor  dear,  between  the  two  who 
need  you,  you’re  like  Mahomet’s  coffin, 
aren’t  you  ? suspended  between  heaven 
and — and  the  other  place.  And  I’m  so 
glad  you’ve  decided  as  you  have,  because 
you  will  be  much  easier  in  your  mind, 
though  of  course,  too,  Mr.  Winthrop  was 
quite  right,  of  course,  about  being  afraid 
for  you  in  case  you  were  alone,  for  some- 
times we  do  have  the  most  dreadful  gusts, 
and  the  pine-trees  are  blown  down  all 
over  the  barrens  and  right  across  the 
roads ; but  then,  all  the  same,  if  you 
hadn't  decided,  you  would  be  so  uncom- 
fortable, and  much  like  the  old  man  and 
his  son  and  the  donkey,  wrho  never  got 
anywhere,  you  know,  because  they  tried 
to  please  too  many  people,  or  was  it  that 
they  had  to  carry  the  donkey  at  the  last  ? 

— perhaps  that  was  it;  at  any  rate,  cer- 
tainly there’s  no  donkey  here . Well, 
good-by,  dear;  I shall  be  so  dreadfully 
anxious  about  the  trees!  But  still,  it 
won’t  be  as  bad  as  it  might  be,  because 
they  say  falling  trees  don’t  make  the  least 
hit  of  sound  when  there’s  no  one  there  to 
hear  them,  and,  naturally,  you  won’t  be 
within  hearing  of  all  that  fall.” 

“I  am  quite  sure” — this  was  called 
down  the  stairs  after  Margaret  had  de- 
scended— “ I’m  quite  sure, dear, that  it  will 
be  nothing  but  a rain.” 

A carriage  was  waiting  at  the  lower 
door;  Winthrop’s  man  was  to  drive;  but 
the  horses  were  not  his;  they  were  a pair 
Margaret  had  sent  for.  The  carriage  had 
a light  top,  which  at  present  was  thrown 
back : when  it  was  up,  the  coachman’s 
seat  was  under  it,  and  not  outside,  the 
two  seats  being  on  the  same  level.  Mar- 
garet took  her  place,  and  Winthrop  fol- 
lowed her.  Betty,  who  had  now  hurried 
out  to  the  balcony,  waved  her  handker- 
chief in  vehement  farewell  as  long  as  she 
could  see  them. 

Margaret  had  been  at  East  Angels  for 
nearly  a month,  called  there  by  a sudden 
illness  which  had  attacked  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford. It  was  not  a dangerous  illness ; but 
it  was  one  that  entailed  a good  deal  of  suf- 
fering, and  Margaret  had  been  immedi- 
ately summoned. 

By  this  time  everybody  in  Gracias 
knew  how  dependent  “ dear  Katrina”  was 
in  reality  upon  her  niece,  in  spite  of  her 
own  majestic  statements  to  tj^e  contrary. 
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For  in  small  communities,  with  time,  the 
truth  as  to  dispositions  generally  ends  by 
becoming  known;  the  helpful  are  seen  to 
be  helpful;  handsome  smiling  selfishness 
is  at  last  recognized  as  selfishness;  and  the 
people  who  are  constantly  “ so  sorry”  for 
this  neighbor  or  that  are  perceived  not  to 
be  actuated  always  by  the  purely  benevo- 
lent motives  that  were  at  first  ascribed  to 
them.  So  now  no  one  was  surprised  when, 
after  the  new  illness  had  declared  itself, 
and  Mrs.  Rutherford  had  said, plaintively, 
that  she  should  think  Margaret  would  feel 
that  she  ought  to  be  there,  Betty  immedi- 
ately sat  down  and  wrote  a note. 

Lootli  herself  was  thankfully  glad  when 
Margaret  came.  As  for  Celestine,  that 
reticent  attendant  relaxed  her  reserve 
long  enough  to  sit  down  fora  moment,  at 
Margaret's  request,  and  give  one  of  her 
characteristic  reports.  44  Ben  up  nights  ? 
I expect  I hev.  But  I don’t  mind  that  a 
mynt;  what  I mind  is  that  she’s  ben  so 
hard  to  get  along  with;  it  don’t  reelly 
seem  as  though  she'd  done  me  justice. 
Everything  I’ve  tried ’s  ben  wrong,  and 
she’s  ben  mad  as  hops  at  me  most  of  the 
time.  Not  but  what  I ain’t  sorry  for  her 
— land!  yes,  she’s  suffered  so.  And  do 
you  know,  I almost  begin  to  think,  Miss 
Margaret,  that  she’ll  never  be  able  to  wear 
them  plain  tight-fitting  waists  again.  It  ’ll 
be  a dreadful  blow  to  her,  and  I don’t 
mind  saying  that  I shall  miss  the  cutting 
out  and  fitting  her  myself — she  did  set 
everything  off  so ! She’d  a splendid  back,  ” 
said  Celestine,  with  admiration.  But 
here  Minerva  Poindexter  realized  that  this 
was  the  tone  of  worldliness.  4 4 But  what’s 
a back  to  salvation  ?”  she  said,  getting  up 
with  a jerk.  “Lots  of  narrer-chested, 
crooked-backed,  one  - shoulder  - higher’n- 
the-other  people  are  going  through  the 
strait  gate  this  very  minute, I’ll  be  bound.” 

“I  hope  there’ll  be  some  room  left  for 
a few  who  are  not  crooked,”  Margaret  sug- 
gested, smiling. 

But  Minerva  was  mounted  upon  her 
high  horse  now;  she  said,  inflexibly,  that 
she  didn’t  know. 

After  two  weeks  of  suffering,  Mrs. 
Rutherford  had  begun  to  improve.  She 
had  now  almost  attained  her  former  com- 
paratively comfortable  condition,  and 
Margaret  was  returning  to  the  house  on 
the  river. 

The  light  carriage  crossed  the  country 
rapidly;  the  same  hushed  silence  contin- 
ued; the  pine-trees  which  Betty  had  seen 
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in  a vision  prostrate  ‘‘all  over  the  bar- 
ren” did  not  stir  so  much  as  one  of  their 
green  needles.  Margaret  and  Winthrop 
spoke  occasionally,  but  they  did  not  talk. 
Anything  they  should  say  would  necessa- 
rily be  shared  by  the  man  who  was  driv- 
ing. But  conversation  between  them 
was  not  much  more  free  when  the  steam- 
er was  taking  them  up  the  river.  They 
sat  on  the  deck  together  at  some  distance 
from  the  other  passengers,  but  their  words 
were  few ; what  they  said  had  even  a rath- 
er perfunctory  sound.  They  exchanged 
some  remarks  about  Garda  which  contain- 
ed rather  more  of  animation. 

Garda’s  last  letter  to  Margaret  had  borne 
at  the  head  of  the  page  the  magic  word 
“Venice.”  Garda  had  appeared  to  think 
life  there  magical  indeed.  “She  admires 
everything  ; she  is  rhapsodically  happy,” 
was  Margaret’s  comment. 

“Rhapsodically?  How  does  she  sav 
it  ?” 

4 4 You  have  heard  her  talk.” 

44  Not  as  Mrs.  Spenser.  And  from  Ven- 
ice !” 

44 1 shall  tell  her  to  write  her  next  letter 
to  you.” 

4 4 1 have  no  doubt  she  would.  I see  you 
are  afraid  to  quote.” 

“Afraid?”  said  Margaret,  in  a tone  of 
cold  inquiry.  And  then,  with  the  same 
cold  intonation,  she  repeated  two  or  three 
of  Garda’s  joyous  phrases. 

“Yes,  she  is  happy!  Of  course  it’s 
magnanimous  in  me  to  say  so;  but  I owe 
her  no  grudge ; on  the  contrary,  it  has  been 
a delight  to  see,  in  this  nineteenth  centu- 
ry, a girl  so  frankly  in  love.  She  would 
have  married  Lucian  Spenser  just  the  same 
if  they  neither  of  them  had  had  a cent ; she 
would  have  made  any  sacrifice  for  him — 
don’t  you  think  so  ?” 

“Yes;  but  it  wouldn’t  have  been  a sac- 
rifice to  her.” 

“ Bravo ! I gave  you  such  a chance  to 
say  insidious  things.” 

Margaret  smiled  a little  at  this  sugges- 
tion. Then,  in  the  silence  that  followed, 
the  old  look  came  back  to  her  face — a 
look  of  guarded  reserve — reserve,  how- 
ever, which  evidently  covered  more  of  ap- 
prehension than  calm. 

She  had,  indeed,  been  in  great  dread. 
The  dread  was  lest  the  emotion  which  had 
overpowered  her  during  that  last  conversa- 
tion she  had  had  with  Winthrop  before 
she  went  back  to  her  husband  should  re- 
appear. This  brief  journey  of  theirs  to- 
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gether  was  the  first  perfect  opportunity 
he  had  had  since  then  to  waken  it,  call  it 
forth  again.  But  the  moments  were  pass- 
ing, and,  so  far,  the  only  approach  he  had 
made  to  any  subject  which  was  at  all  inti- 
mate was  what  he  had  said  about  Garda, 
and  Garda  now  seemed  to  Margaret  quite 
outside  of  that  atmosphere,  apart  from  it. 
The  atmosphere  had  closed  round  herself 
and  Lanse,  closed  with  its  outward  calm, 
its  inward  terrors  and  suspense.  And 
Evert  was  included  within  its  dark  line. 
Anyone  of  a hundred  sentences  which  he 
could  so  easily  say  would  suffice  to  throw 
her  into  that  agitation  she  dreaded,  an  agi- 
tation which  was  none  the  less  suffocating 
because  she  could  repress,  for  a time  at 
least,  most  of  its  outward  signs. 

But  he  had  said,  so  far,  none  of  these 
things.  She  was  grateful  to  him  for  ev- 
ery instant  of  the  respite. 

Thus  they  sat  there,  appearing  no  doubt 
to  the  other  passengers  a sufficiently  hap- 
py and  noticeably  fortunate  pair. 

For  Evert  Winthrop  had  about  him  a 
certain  look  which,  in  America,  confers 
distinction — that  intangible  air  that  be- 
longs to  the  man  who,  well  educated  to 
begin  with,  has  gone  forth  into  the  crowd- 
ed course,  and  directed  and  carried  along 
his  own  fortunes  by  genius  and  energy  to 
the  goal  of  success.  It  is  a look  of  power 
restrained,  of  comprehension,  of  personal 
experience,  personal  knowledge,  not  theo- 
ry. The  unsuccessful  men  who  met  Win- 
throp—this  very  steamer  carried  several 
of  them — were  never  angry  with  him  for 
his  good  fortune ; they  could  see  that  he  had 
not  always  been  one  of  the  idle,  though 
he  might  be  idle  now ; they  could  see  that 
he  knew  that  life  was  difficult,  that  he 
had,  as  they  would  have  expressed  it, 
“been  through  it  himself,”  and  was  not 
disposed  to  underrate  its  perplexities  and 
oppressions.  They  could  see,  too,  not  a 
few  of  them,  poor  fellows!  that  here  was 
the  man  who  had  not  allowed  himself  to 
dally  with  the  inertia,  the  dilatoriness,  the 
self-indulgent  weakness,  folly,  or  worse, 
which  had  rendered  their  own  lives  so  in- 
effectual. They  envied  him,  very  possi- 
bly, but  they  did  not  bate  him,  for  he  was 
not  removed  from  them,  set  apart  from 
them,  by  any  bar.  He  was  only  what  they 
might  themselves  have  been,  perhaps;  at 
least  what  they  would  have  liked  to  be. 

And  the  women  on  board  all  envied 
Margaret.  They  thought  her  very  fair  as 
she  sat  there,  her  eyes  resting  vaguely  on 
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the  water,  her  cheeks  showing  a faint, 
fixed  flush,  the  waves  of  her  brown  hair 
rippling  back  in  a thick  mass  above  the 
little  ear.  Everything  she  wore  was  so 
beautiful,  too — from  the  hat,  with  its  long 
curling  plume,  and  the  soft  gloves,  to  the 
rich  shawl,  which  lay  where  it  had  fallen 
over  the  back  of  her  chair.  They  were 
sure  that  she  was  happy,  because  she  look- 
ed so  fortunate.  Any  one  of  them  would 
have  changed  places  with  her  blindly 
without  asking  a question. 

Thus  they  sailed  on,  a heterogeneous, 
rather  silent  little  company  of  voyagers, 
up  the  broad  brown  river,  on  the  boat 
which  still  bore  uneffaced  the  marks  of 
the  cannon  with  which  she  had  been 
armed  during  the  war.  There  was  scarce- 
ly a sound;  the  cry  of  a bird,  passing 
them  on  the  wing,  seemed  preternatu ral- 
ly loud.  Gradually  evening  darkened 
down.  And  then  came  night. 

Soon  after,  the  steamer  stopped  at  the 
long  pier  which  was  adorned  with  the  lit- 
tle post-office.  The  postmaster  had  made 
a dim  illumination  within  his  official  shan- 
ty by  means  of  a lantern,  and  here  Mar- 
garet waited  while  the  boat  Avas  made 
ready  by  the  negroes  who  were  to  row 
them  down  the  five  additional  miles  of 
coast  which  Lanse  had  considered  the 
proper  space  between  himself  and  the  ho- 
tel, to  keep  him  from  feeling  “ hived  in.” 
The  night  was  very  dark,  the  water  mo- 
tionless ; the  men  rowed  at  a good  speed ; 
the  two  passengers  landed  at  the  little 
home  pier  in  safety,  and  the  negroes 
turned  back. 

As  soon  as  Margaret  had  ascended  the 
winding  path  far  enough  to  come  within 
sight  of  the  house,  44  No  lights!”  she  said. 

44  That’s  nothing,”  Winthrop  answered. 
“Lanse  is  probably  outside  somewhere, 
smoking.”  Then,  as  the  path  made  an- 
other turn, 44  If  there  are  no  lights  in  front, 
there  are  enough  at  the  back,”  he  said. 

From  the  rear  of  the  house  light  shone 
out  in  a broad  glare  from  an  open  door. 
Margaret  hurried  thither.  But  the  kitch- 
en was  empty;  Dinah,  the  old  cook,  her 
equally  ancient  cousin  Rose,  and  Primus, 
the  black  boy,  all  three  were  absent.  Rap- 
idly Winthrop  went  through  the  house. 
He  found  no  one.  Lanse’s  room,  as  well 
as  the  parlor  and  dining-room,  appeared 
not  to  have  been  used  that  day,  while  the 
smaller  rooms  occupied  by  the  two  men 
who  were  in  attendance  upon  him  had 
an  even  more  deserted  air. 
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4 4 Their  trunks  are  gone,”  said  Margaret, 
who  met  Winthrop  here.  “It  is  all  so 
strange,”  she  murmured,  looking  at  him 
inquiringly,  as  if  for  some  solution,  her 
eyes  dark  in  the  yellow  light  of  the  lamp 
she  held. 

Winthrop  agreed  with  her  in  thinking 
it  strange,  but  he  did  not  tell  her  so.  They 
went  back  to  the  kitchen.  None  of  the 
servants  had  returned. 

4 4 They  are  probably  somewhere  about 
the  grounds.  But  you  must  sit  down  and 
rest  while  I go  and  look  for  them : you  are 
tired.” 

“No,  I’m  not  tired,”  answered  Margaret, 
contradicting  this  statement. 

4 4 Come,  ” he  said,  authoritatively.  Tak- 
ing the  lamp  from  her,  he  led  the  way  to- 
ward the  parlor  which  she  had  made  so 
pretty. 

She  followed  him,  and  sank  into  the 
easy-chair  he  drew  forward.  4 4 Please  go,  ” 
she  said.  4 4 Don’t  wait.  ” 

44  But  if  you  feel  ill — ” 

44  It’s  nothing.  I’m  only  nervous.” 

“I  shall  probably  bring  them  back  in 
five  minutes.” 

But  twenty  minutes  passed  before  he  re- 
turned with  Dinah  and  Rose,  whom  he  had 
found  some  distance  down  the  shore.  The 
two  old  women  were  much  excited  and  vol- 
uble. Their  story  was  that  44  Marse  Hor- 
rel”  must  be  4 4 lorse.  ” He  had  started  early 
that  morning  in  his  canoe  to  go  up  the  Ju- 
ana, and  had  not  returned.  When  it  grew 
toward  evening,  as  he  had  never  before 
been  out  so  long,  they  had  become  alarmed, 
and  had  sent  Primus  over  to  East  Angels; 
the  steamer  that  had  carried  him,  and  the 
one  that  had  brought  44  Mis’  Horrel”  back, 
must  have  passed  each  other  on  the  way. 
They  did  not  send  Primus  to  the  hotel,  be- 
cause “Marse  Horrel,”  he  “’spizes  mon- 
stous  fer  ter  he  v de  hotel  fokes  roun’.  ” They 
evidently  stood  in  the  greatest  awe  of  any- 
thing “Marse  Horrel”  should  44’spize.” 
And  they  did  not  send  Primus  up  the  Ju- 
ana, because  “Prime,  he  sech  a borned 
fool,”  they  “dassent”  trust  only  to  that. 
So  not  knowing  what  else  to  do,  they  had 
sent  him  to  East  Angels  for  orders.  Of 
course  they  had  no  idea  that  “Mis’  Hor- 
rel” was  on  her  way  back. 

Where  were  the  men  ? Dodd  had  been 
gone  a week  ; 44  Marse  Horrel”  had  dis- 
missed him ; he  said  he  was  so  well  now 
that  he  did  not  need  the  two.  And  Elliot, 
44  Marse  Horrel”  had  sent  44  day  befo’  yes- 
serday”  up  the  river  on  an  “arr’nd,”  they 
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did  not  know  what ; he  was  to  return,  they 
did  not  know  when. 

44  Something  has  evidently  happened  to 
Lanse,”  said  Margaret,  drawing  Winthrop 
away  a few  paces  when  at  last  she  had  ex- 
tracted the  facts  from  the  mass  of  confus- 
ing repetitions,  ejaculations,  and  long,  un- 
intelligible phrases  in  which  Dinah  and 
Rose  had  enveloped  them.  The  little  old 
creatures  wore  scarlet  handkerchiefs  bound 
round  their  heads  in  the  shape  of  high 
cones,  and  as  they  told  their  story,  stand- 
ing close  together,  with  much  brandishing 
of  their  skinny  hands  and  a rolling  of  their 
eyes,  they  might  have  been  African  witches 
just  arrived  from  the  Cameroons. 

“The  nearest  house  is  the  hotel,”  said 
Winthrop.  “Of  course  the  boat  that 
brought  us  is  beyond  call.  ” But  there  was 
a chance  that  it  might  not  be,  and  he  hur- 
ried down  to  the  landing.  Margaret  fol- 
lowed. 

There  was  no  sound  of  oars.  He  hailed 
loudly,  once,  twice.  No  one  answered.  4 4 1 
shall  have  to  go  to  the  hotel  myself,”  he 
said. 

“That  would  take  too  long;  it’s  five 
miles.  It  would  be  at  least  two  hours  be- 
fore a boat  and  men  from  there  could  get 
here,  and  in  that  two  hours  you  could  find 
Lanse  yourself,  and  bring  him  in.” 

“You  speak  as  though  you  knew  where 
he  was.” 

“So  I do.  He  is  in  the  Monnlungs 
swamp.  For  a long  while  he  has  been  in 
the  habit  of  going  up  there  every  day;  I 
have  been  with  him  a number  of  times; 
that  is,  I have  followed  in  the  larger  boat 
with  one  of  the  men  to  row.  Lanse  is  there 
now,  and  something  has  happened  to  him; 
either  the  canoe  has  been  wrecked,  or  else 
he  has  hurt  himself  in  some  way  so  that 
he  can’t  paddle.  The  great  thing  is  to  get 
him  in,  or  at  least  to  find  him,  before  the 
storm  breaks;  we  can’t  possibly  wait  to 
send  to  the  hotel.” 

By  this  time  the  two  negresses,  each  car- 
rying a light,  had  joined  them;  that  is, 
they  had  come  as  near  as  their  respect 
would  permit.  Apparently  they  supposed 
that  a great  illumination  would  be  required, 
for  they  had  lighted  and  brought  out  two 
large  parlor  lamps,  and  now  stood  holding 
them,  their  large-lidded-  eyes  cast  down, 
motionless  and  reverent. 

4 4 Bring  your  lamps  this  way,  since  you’re 
here,”  said  Winthrop.  He  went  toward 
the  boats. 

4 4 That  is  the  best, ” said  Margaret,  touch - 
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mg  the  edge  of  one  of  them  with  the  tip  of 
her  slender  boot. 

The  negresses  stood  on  the  low  bank 
above.  By  the  light  of  the  great  globes 
they  held,  Winthrop  examined  the  canoe. 
It  was  in  good  order;  the  paddle  was  lying 
within. 

“Now  tell  me  how  to  get  there/’  he 
said. 

“Oh,  I forgot;  you  don’t  know  the 
way  l”  Margaret  exclaimed,  a sharp,  nerv- 
ous disappointment  betraying  itself  in  her 
tone. 

“No,  I don’t  know  it.  But  probably 
you  can  tell  me.” 

She  stood  thinking.  “No;  it’s  impos- 
sible. Dark  as  it  is,  you  might  not  even 
find  the  mouth  of  the  Juana,  there  are  so 
many  creeks.  And  all  the  false  channels 
in  the  swamp.  No,  I shall  have  to  go  with 
you.  I will  take  Rose;  possibly  she  can 
be  of  use.” 

But  quickly  old  Rose  handed  her  great 
lamp  to  Dinah,  and  jerked  herself  down 
on  her  thin  knees.  “Please,  missy,  no. 
Not  inter  de  Munloons  in  de  night , no! 
Ohossesses  dar !”  She  brought  this  out  in 
a high  shrill  voice,  rocking  her  little  body 
to  and  fro  in  an  anguish  of  fear,  her  broad 
flat  features  working  in  a sort  of  spasm, 
her  great  eyes  fixed  beseechingly  on  her 
mistress’s  face. 

“You,  then,  Dinah,”  said  Margaret,  im- 
patiently. But  in  spite  of  her  rheumatic 
joints,  Rose  was  on  her  feet  in  an  instant, 
and  had  taken  the  lamps,  while  Dinah,  in 
her  turn,  prostrated  herself. 

“ You’re  perfectly  absurd,  both  of  you,” 
Margaret  exclaimed. 

“ Poor  old  creatures,  you’re  rather  hard 
on  them,  aren’t  you  ?”  said  Wintlirop  from 
the  boat. 

“Yes,  I’m  hard.”  She  said  this  with  a 
little  motion  of  her  clinched  hand  back- 
ward—a motion  which,  though  slight,  was 
yet  almost  violent. 

“ We  must  lose  no  time,”  she  weut  on. 
“Go  to  the  house,  Rose — I suppose  you 
can  do  that— and  bring  me  the  wraps  I 
usually  take  when  I go  out  in  the  canoe, 
the  lantern,  and  some  candles — ” 

“No,”  said  Winthrop,  interposing;  “let 
her  bring  pitch-pine  knots,  or,  better  still, 
torches,  if  they  happen  to  have  them.” 

It  appeared  that  “Prime”  always  kept  a 
supply  of  torches  ready,  and  old  Rose  hur- 
ried off. 

Margaret  stepped  into  the  boat;  she 
stood, a^. moment  before  taking  her  seat. 
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“I  wish  I could  go  by  myself/'  she  said 
— “ do  it  alone!” 

“You  know  how  to  paddle,  then  i" 
Winthrop  asked,  shortly. 

“No;  that’s  it;  I don’t;  at  least  I can 
not  paddle  well.  I should  only  delay  ev- 
erything; it  would  be  ridiculous  to  try.” 
She  seated  herself,  and  a moment  later 
Rose  appeared  with  the  wraps  and  the 
torches. 

Both  of  the  old  women  were  quivering 
with  a wild  excitement:  agitated  by  grat- 
itude at  being  spared  the  ordeal  of  the 
devil-haunted  Monnlungs  by  night,  they 
were  equally  agitated  by  the  thought  of 
what  their  mistress  would  certainly  have 
to  encounter  there.  They  shuffled  their 
great  shoes  against  each  other  almost  as 
if  they  were  going  to  dance ; they  mumbled 
fragments  of  beseeching  words ; they  seem- 
ed to  have  lost  all  control  of  their  mouths, 
for  they  grinned  constantly,  though  their 
breath  came  almost  in  sobs.  As  Win- 
throp pushed  off — there  was  never  any 
delay  when  action  was  intrusted  to  him — 
suddenly  they  broke  out  into  a loud  fer- 
vent hymn: 

“ Didn’t  inv  Lawd  delibber  Dan-yell,  Dan-yell  ? 

Didn’t  my  Lawd  delibber  Ddn-yell  ?” 


For  a long  distance  up  the  stream  this 
protective  invocation  echoed  after  the  voy- 
agers, and  the  two  grotesque  figures  hold- 
ing the  lamps  remained  visible,  like  black 
sibyls,  on  the  low  shore. 

“ Turn  in  now,  and  coast  along  close  to 
the  land,” said  Margaret.  “It’s  so  dark 
that  even  with  that  I am  almost  afraid  I 
shall  miss  the  mouth.” 

But  she  did  not  miss  it.  In  ten  min- 
utes she  said,  “Here  it  is.”  And  she  di- 
rected him  how  to  enter. 

“I  should  never  have  thought  it  the 
right  one,  it's  so  narrow,”  Winthrop  com- 
mented, as  he  guided  the  canoe  toward  an 
almost  imperceptible  opening  in  the  near- 
looming forest. 

“Yes — that  was  what  I couldn’t  guard 
you  against.” 

But  the  mouth  was  the  narrowest  part ; 
the  stream  inside  widened  out,  and  was 
broad  and  deep.  Winthrop  sent  the  boat 
forward  with  strong  strokes ; the  pine  torch 
which  Margaret  had  fastened  at  the  bow 
cast  a short  ray  in  advance. 

“I  think  now  that  we  shall  certaiuly 
escape  the  storm, ’’she  said. 

“It’s  holding  off  wonderfully.  But 
don’t  be  too  sure."  0riginalfrom 
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“ Oht  I know  it’s  coining.  Still,  I think 
we  shall  find  Lanse  and  get  him  in  before 
it  actually  breaks.” 

They  did  not  speak  often.  Winthrop 
was  attending  to  the  boat’s  course;  Mar- 
garet had  turned  and  was  sitting  so  that 
she  could  scan  the  water  and  direct  him  a 
little.  Her  nervousness  had  disappeared. 
Either  she  had  been  able  to  repress  it,  or 
it  had  faded  in  the  greater  presence  of  the 
responsibility  she  had  assumed  in  under- 
taking to  act  as  guide  through  that  strange 
water-land  of  the  Monnlungs,  whose  wind- 
ing channels  she  had  heretofore  seen  only 
in  the  light  of  day.  Even  in  the  light  of 
day  they  were  mysterious,  dim ; the  enor- 
mous trees,  thickly  foliaged  at  the  top,  kept 
the  sun  from  penetrating  to  the  water;  the 
masses  of  vines  everywhere  shut  out  still 
further  the  light,  and  shut  in  the  perfumes 
of  the  myriad  flowers.  Channels  opened 
out  on  all  sides.  Only  one  was  the  right 
one.  Should  she  be  able  to  follow  it  ? 
The  landmarks  she  knew — certain  banks 
of  flowering  shrubs,  a tree  trunk  of  pe- 
culiar shape,  a sharp  bend,  a small  bay 
full  of  “knees” — should  she  know  these 
again  by  night  ? Then  there  came  to  her 
suddenly  the  memory  of  a little  arena  far 
within  through  which  the  channel  passed 
— an  arena  where  the  flowering  vines  hung 
straight  down  from  the  tree-tops  to  the 
water  all  round,  like  tapestry,  and  where 
the  perfumes  were  dense. 

4 4 Are  you  cold  ?”  said  W in throp.  4 4 You 
can’t  be — this  warm  night.”  The  slight- 
ness of  the  canoe  had  betrayed  what  he 
thought  was  a shiver. 


4 4 No,  I’m  not  cold.  I think  we  shall 
find  Lanse  very  soon.” 

44 1 am  glad  you  feel  so  confident.  I 
don’t.” 

4 4 1 do.  I am  sure— I am  sure  he  is  near.  ” 

4 ‘Turn  in  now,”  she  said,  a few  mo- 
ments later.  4 4 To  the  right.” 

44  We  shall  run  aground;  we’re  going 
into  a wood.” 

44  Yes,  that’s  what  it  is,  a wood — a wood 
in  a lake,  Lanse  calls  it.” 

44Tliis  is  what  Lanse  has  named  the 
4 Water  Gate,’”  she  said,  as  they  passed 
under  an  arch  of  boughs. 

“ We’re  well  within  now,”  she  went  on, 
some  moments  afterward.  “Don’t  you 
think  we  can  begin  to  call  for  Lanse  ?” 

“Call  if  you  like.  But  for  mere  con- 
versational purposes,  pray  don’t  invoke 
him  so  constantly;  it  really  isn’t  necessa- 
ry; I’ve  known  him  for  some  time.” 

After  that  she  said  no  more. 

44  The  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  make 
the  boat  as  bright  as  possible,”  he  went  on. 
“But  not  in  front;  that  would  only  be 
blinding;  the  light  must  be  behind  us.” 
He  took  the  torch  from  the  bow,  lighted 
three  others,  and  stuck  them  all  into  the 
canoe’s  lining  of  thin  strips  of  wood  at 
the  stern.  Primus  had  made  his  torches 
long;  it  would  be  an  hour  before  they 
could  burn  down  sufficiently  to  endanger 
the  boat. 

Thus,  casting  a brilliant  orange-hued 
glow  over  the  flowers  and  vines  above, 
and  lighting  up  the  dark  water  vistas  to 
the  right  and  left  as  they  passed,  they  pen- 
etrated into  the  dim  sweet  swamp. 


LAMENT. 


HOW  meagre  seems  the  life  so  briefly  doled 
That  I who  noted  in  your  earliest  hour 
The  dimple  in  your  lovely  eheek  unfold 
With  the  first  smile  of  all — that  I who  told 
The  promise  of  your  beauty  as  some  flower 
Flaming  across  the  dark  days  of  the  year 
Promises  summer — that  I who  in  your  first 
Dear  warble  had  divined  the  glorious  burst 
Of  music  in  your  throat  that  yet  might  be 
The  marvel  of  some  later  minstrelsy — 

How  meagre  seems  the  life  so  briefly  doled 
That  I shall  never  see  that  beauty  grow 
To  its  meridian,  full-orbed  as  the  moon 
Which  great  and  golden  in  the  mist  swims  low, 
And  hangs  wide-winged  in  heaven  wheu  perfect 
June 

Transfigures  night — that  I shall  never  hear 
The  voice  in  all  the  passion  of  its  tune, 

Sweet,  sweet,  and  rich,  with  the  unfallen  tear, 

The  stress  of  love,  the  wine  of  life! 


Ah  me, 

I shall  be  lying  in  my  dust,  all  mute ; 

For  song  the  owlet  over  me  shall  hoot; 

I shall  be  gone,  like  the  loose  leaf  from  the  tree, 

The  idle  leaf  that  flutters  in  the  blast, 

And  falls,  and  sodden  with  showers  returns  at  last 
To  the  enriching  earth.  Nor  late  nor  soon, 

Dead  in  the  dark,  shall  it  be  known  to  me 
That  you,  the  one  consummate  flower  and  fruit. 

Still  show  all  men  how  goodly  is  the  root! 

Thus  murmured  I when  the  child’s  loveliness, 

With  gracious  prophecy  of  lip  and  brow, 

Filled  all  my  yearning  heart  with  sweet  distress 
And  longing  for  the  impossible.  And  now, 

Less  even  than  the  loose  and  idle  leaf, 

A mere  blown  petal  from  the  blowing  bough. 

The  child  is  gone,  and  I grow  gray  and  old. 

And  still  I murmur  to  ray  angry  grief, 

How  meagre  is  the  life  so  briefly  doled  ! 
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DURING  the  war  I scanned  anxiously 
all  correspondence  from  Stafford 
County,  Virginia,  where  I was  born,  and 
from  Fredericksburg,  where  my  nearest 
relatives  resided  after  our  old  house  in 
Falmouth  was  turned  into  a hospital.1*1 
One  day  came  a paragraph  stating  that 
in  the  old  church-yard  at  Fredericksburg 
was  the  tombstone  of  a pall -bearer  of 
Shakespeare.  The  phraseology  was  fol- 
lowed in  an  article  in  Frosts  Magazine 
(March,  1865),  “ Virginia,  First  and  Last.” 
Therein  it  is  said  that  a pilgrim  to  Fred- 
ericksburg would  find  in  St.  George’s 
church-yard  a tomb  “on  which  it  is  in- 
scribed that  he  whose  dust  rests  there 
‘was  one  of  the  pall-bearers  of  William 
Shakespeare.’  ” Thus  unhesitatingly  did 
I take  stock  in  this  pall-bearer,  never  sus- 
pecting him  to  be  the  creation  of  a cor- 
respondent’s brain.  I have  since  passed 
days  scrutinizing  war  correspondence 
from  the  Army  of  the  Potomac,  to  discover 
the  man  who  set  that  story  afloat.  That 
ingenious  person  has  long  been  wanted  by 
others  also.  I have  met  some  who  would 
cheerfully  be  his  pall-bearers.  For  my- 
self— such  are  the  Fallacies  of  Memory, 
whereof  Miss  Cobbe  has  written  cleverly 
—for  some  time  I would  have  serenely 
staked  the  life  of  any  number  of  war  cor- 
respondents on  the  certainty  that  I had 
seen  that  stone  in  my  boyhood ; for  we 
had  awe-inspiring  tombs  beside  the  Rap- 
pahannock. One  at  Falmouth  possessed 
weird  interest,  being  fortified  with  iron  bars 
five  feet  high;  a great  cedar  growing  out 
of  the  grave  indicated  antiquity,  and 
“James  Hunter,”  in  large  iron  letters — 
the  sole  inscription — piqued  curiosity.  A 
tomb  to  “John  D.  Baptist,  a native  of  the 
Island  of  St.  Kitts”  (died  1804),  was  a 
striking  object  beside  a stream  utilized 
for  immersions.  In  Fredericksburg  was 
the  monument  of  Washingtons  mother, 
its  unfinished  condition  explained  by  the 
legend  of  a coquette  of  that  family  who 

* 44 Falmouth,  Va.y  opposite  Fredericksburg , Dec. 
21,  1862. — Began  my  visits  among  the  Camp  Hos- 
pitals in  the  Army  of  the  Potomac.  Spent  a good 
part  of  the  day  in  a large  brick  mansion  on  the 
hanks  of  the  Rappahannock,  used  as  a hospital 
since  the  battle.  Seems  to  have  received  only  the 
worst  cases.  Out-doors,  at  the  foot  of  a tree,  with- 
in ten  yards  of  the  front  of  the  house,  I notice  a 
heap  of  amputated  feet,  legs,  arms,  hands,  etc. — a 
foil  load  for  a one-horse  cart.” — Walt  Whitman's 
“Memoranda”  in  “Two  Rivulets .” 
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imposed  on  her  lover  the  task,  but  mar- 
ried another  before  its  completion.  There 
are  two  old  grave-yards  in  the  town.  In 
one  is  the  epitaph  of  Lewis  Littlepage 
(born  on  the  19th  December,  1762,  and  died 
on  the  19th  July,  1802).  “Honoured  for 
many  years  with  the  esteem  and  confidence 
of  the  unfortunate  Stanislaus  Augustus, 
King  of  Poland,  he  held  under  that  mon- 
arch until  he  lost  his  throne  the  most  dis- 
tinguished offices .”  This  is  in  the“Ma- 
souic  burying -ground.”  In  the  older, 
beside  St.  George's  Church,  were  curious 
epitaphs,  of  which  only  confused  impres- 
sions remained  with  me  across  twenty 
years,  when  the  enterprising  correspond- 
ent evoked  one  of  importance  not  to  be 
realized  by  a boy.  To  meet  the  skepticism 
of  London  friends  I wrote  for  the  full  in- 
scription. The  amazing  reply  came  that 
no  such  stone  was  discoverable.  But  soon 
after  (1870),  my  mother  forwarded  me  the 
following,  “copied  from  New  York  paper 
by  Miss  Olive  Hanson”:  “One  of  Shake- 
speare’s Pall-bearers  buried  at  Fredericks- 
burg.— In  the  old  burying-ground  at  Fred- 
ericksburg, Va.,  is  a tombstone  with  the 
following  inscription : ‘Here  lies  the  body 
of  Edward  Helder,  practitioner  in  Physick 
Chirurgery.  Bora  in  Bedfordshire,  Eng- 
land, in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1542— was 
contemporary  with,  and  one  of  the  Pall- 
bearers of,  William  Sliakespear.  After  a 
brief  illness  his  spirit  ascended  in  the  year 
of  our  Lord  1618,  aged  76.'  ” Miss  Han- 
son, sister  of  the  principal  of  the  Freder- 
icksburg Academy,  belonged  to  a family 
long  connected  witli  St.  George’s  Church, 
and  was  likely  to  know  if  there  were  such 
a stone.  This  epitaph  appeared  in  an  edi- 
torial note  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette , and 
brought  (July  13, 1870)  comments,  signed 
“ Anglo-Colonus,”  who  remarks  that  the 
phraseology  is  modern.  The  word  “con- 
temporary,” he  submits,  “was  not  in  use 
in  the  reign  of  James  I.,  but  was  created 
in  the  learned  age  which  followed.  Cow- 
ley, perhaps,  introduced  it — ‘ and  loves  his 
old  contemporary  trees.’”  The  Freder- 
icksburg News  (August  11, 1870)  said : “ In 
1607  the  landing  at  Jamestown  occurred, 
and  there  was  no  church  here  for  a hun- 
dred years  later.” 

The  literary  criticism  of  “ Anglo-Colo- 
nus”  might  have  been  made  stronger. 
Even  an  epitaph  could  hardly  indulge  in 
such  tautology  as  to  describe  a man's 
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4 4 pall-bearer”  as  liis  4 4 contemporary.  ” It 
presently  became  manifest  that  the  epi- 
taph, if  it  existed,  was  still  undergoing 
manipulation.  In  a version  of  the  Wash- 
ington Evening  Star  (1875),  “pallbear- 
ers” is  followed  by  “to  the  body  of  Will- 
iam Shakspeare.”  The  latest  phrase  is, 
“One  of  the  Pall -bearers  of  William 
Shakespeare  of  the  Avon!”  But  such 
variants  did  not  affect  the  basis  of  the 
pall  bearer.  Fredericksburg  was  founded 
in  1727,  but  the  act  of  incorporation  refers 
to  the  many  people  already  settled  in  the 
neighborhood.  When  Bacon’s  rebellion 
occurred  (1676)  Stafford  County  was  rep- 
resented by  two  members  in  the  Virginia 
Assembly.  In  Smith’s  map,  published  in 
1812,  our  Rappahannock  River  is  traced 
fairly  well.  There  were  old  grave-yards 
in  the  vicinity  long  before  Fredericksburg 
existed,  and  tradition  says  that  bodies 
were  brought  from  them  to  St.  George's 
church  yard.  There  was  nothing  in  the 
historic  conditions  of  the  question  pre- 
cluding the  possibility  of  an  early  settler’s 
body  being  brought  to  Fredericksburg,  and 
his  grave-stone  also,  or  a new  one  raised. 
Indeed,  it  is  probable  the  town  held  a 
grave -yard  before  incorporation,  as  old 
inhabitants  say  human  bones  were  found 
when  a street  near  the  church  was  made. 

In  the  summer  of  1875  I visited  Freder- 
icksburg, after  an  absence  of  seventeen 
years,  and  found  the  church-yard  much 
battered.  The  late  Mr.  Barton,  an  eminent 
lawyer  but  inveterate  punster,  who  lived 
opposite,  once  remarked  to  a man  at  his 
door,  “You  see  I have  always  a grave 
prospect  before  me.”  The  man  went  off 
to  report  as  “ Barton’s  latest  joke”  that  he 
said,  “You  see  I have  always  a melan- 
choly prospect  before  me.”  Were  the  old 
lawyer  alive  he  might  accept  his  dull 
friend's  version.  I guided  Alexander  Lit- 
tle, editor  of  the  News , to  the  spot  where 
I thought  the  stone  lay.  We  found  there 
a foot-stone  only,  the  head-stone  having 
been  removed.  I suspected  theft,  but  sooq 
concluded  that  it  was  an  illusion  of  mem- 
ory. I could  uot  find  one  positive  of  hav- 
ing seen  it,  though  several  with  vague  im- 
pressions of  it,  and  many  who  had  heard 
of  people  who  had  seen  it.  It  seemed 
impossible  that  such  a stone,  in  a church- 
yard so  accessible,  should  be  overlooked 
by  writers  like  Alden,  Meade,  Philip 
Slaughter,  Howe,  and  Howison. 

When  I returned  to  England,  in  1876, 
the  matter  had  ceased  to  interest  me  as  a 
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Shakespearean,  but  all  the  more  as  a stu- 
dent of  mythology,  and  also  as  a Virginian. 

I once  4 4 assisted”  at  a Cotswold  hunt ; that 
is,  I sat  in  a carriage  and  watched  the  red- 
coated  sportsmen  careering  over  the  fields 
after  a fox  which  doubled  on  them  suc- 
cessfully, and  went  home  to  have  a good 
laugh  with  Mrs.  Fox  over  the  way  he  had 
done  the  gentry.  The  same  evening  I sat 
with  Charles  Flower,  then  Mayor  of  Strat- 
ford, a shrewd  Shakespearean  critic,  at 
Avonbank,  and  he  expressed  his  belief  in 
the  4 4 pall-bearer.  ” As  one  who  had  adopt- 
ed the  story,  in  my  Fraser  article,  I felt 
some  responsibility  for  the  faith  reposed 
in  the  story,  and  resolved  to  search  the 
thing  out.  I entered  on  a hunt  that  has 
led  me  a dance  unknown  to  any  Cotswold 
“meet.”  A myth  is  as  much  a living  or- 
ganism as  a fox,  as  fleet  and  more  cunning. 

It  hides  in  the  bush  of  popular  supersti- 
tion, takes  the  color  of  local  pride,  enlists 
the  truthful  in  its  stratagems.  However, 
chasing  a myth  is  glorious  sport,  and 
though  it  may  often  double  on  one,  it  is 
pretty  sure  to  be  run  down  at  last,  and 
yield  a pretty  skin  to  stuff. 

Another  search  made  by  myself  in  the 
Fredericksburg  church-yard  in  1880  con- 
vinced me  that  no  stone  there  suggested 
the  myth.  In  lists  of  adventurers  to  Vir- 
ginia, up  to  1620,  are  no  names  nearer 
Helder  than 4 4 Eldred,  ” 4 4 Elkin , ” and 4 4 Hei- 
den.”  The  improbabilities  represented  in 
the  epitaph  were  thus  great.  That  a man 
at  seventy-four  should  be  Shakespeare's 
pall-bearer,  immediately  emigrate  to  the 
wilderness  of  Virginia,  and  his  death  in  a 
region  remote  from  Jamestown  be  record- 
ed on  a stone  unknown  to  antiquarians, 
were  improbabilities  whose  sum  was  an 
impossibility.  On  the  other  side,  howev- 
er, were  improbabilities  that  had  also  to 
be  faced.  But  that  anybody  should  in- 
vent such  a story,  should  select  for  it  a 
Virginia  town  only  135  years  old,  and 
make  his  pall -bearer  seventy -six  years 
old  instead  of  a plausible  age,  were  ex- 
treme improbabilities.  Could  a corre- 
spondent be  so  deep  ? Moreover,  the  only 
ship-load  of  early  emigrants  to  Virginia 
whose  names  are  entirely  unknown  sailed 
with  Argali  soon  after  Shakespeare’s  death 
(1616),  reaching  Virginia  in  1617. 

The  pall-bearer  was  a myth— that  was 
certain;  but  the  myth  must  have  a basis. 

In  the  absence  of  any  explanation,  the 
myth  was  growing  luxuriantly,  and  some 
of  its  effects  were  phenomenal.  “That 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


HUNTING  A MYTHICAL  PALL  BEARER. 


213 


story,”  as  my  college  friend  Horace  Fur- 
ness wrote  me,  “has  its  periodicity  like  a 
comet,  and  when  it  once  starts  out  it  never 
returns  until,  like  the  cholera,  it  has  slain 
its  thousands.  Its  periodicity  is  about  fif- 
teen years,  and  I’ve  seen  two  of  ’em,  and 
shall  probably  see  a third.”  The  latest 
appearance  of  the  fatal  meteor  was  in  the 
New  York  Times , October  20, 1884.  That 
article  should  be  preserved  as  an  example 
of  how  mythology  is  made.  The  corre- 
spondent finds  in  the  Masonic  grave-yard 
(only  a hundred  years  old)  a “red  sand- 
stone” slab  on  which  the  epitaph  “may 
yet  be  deciphered.”  He  has  changed  the 
name  to  Heldon,  and  added,  after  Shake- 
speare, “of  the  Avon.”  The  “Heldon 
slab”  Stood  in  St.  George’s  grave  yard,  he 
says,  “until  Burnside  mowed  it  down, 
after  which  it  found  its  way  to  the  Ma- 
sonic yard,  where  it  now  lies  under  a 
locust,  the  old  English  lettering  dim  but 
traceable.”  As  a matter  of  fact,  there  is 
but  one  red  sandstone  slab  in  that  grave- 
yard; it  never  lay  on  its  back,  but  was 
always  firm  set  in  its  place ; and  there  has 
not  been  for  many  years  the  faintest  in- 
scription upon  it,  the  whole  facing  having 
come  off  in  flakes.  This,  perhaps  the  only 
stone  in  the  ground  of  which  nothing  is 
known,  was  naturally  fixed  upon  by  our 
foxy  myth  as  a good  bush  to  hide  in. 
One  can  not  help  feeling  compassion  for 
this  correspondent  on  his  learning  where 
the  Holder  stone  really  was  what  time  he 
was  beating  that  bush  and  starting  a new 
fiction.  But  he  hardly  deserves  mercy, 
having  told  “ whoppers.”  E.  g. : “ One  of 
the  best  posted  men  in  regard  to  this  sec- 
tion is  Mr.  Samuel  Knox,  who  is  a vestry- 
man at  St.  George’s.  . . .Mr.  Knox  well 
remembers  the  stone.”  The  venerable 
vestryman  T.  F.  Knox  could  naturally 
remember  an  inscription  “dim  but  trace- 
able” near  his  house;  but  as  there  was  no 
Helder  stone  there,  neither  he  nor  his  sons 
remember  it.  The  correspondent  says 
Fredericksburg  has  “more  tombstones 
than  people” — not  wonderful  since  the 
soldiers  who  fell  there  lie  in  their  cem- 
etery; and  that  “tombstones  are  in  such 
favor  as  to  be  utilized  for  door-steps  and 
fire-places”-— a characteristic  rendering  of 
the  fact  that  some  hundred  of  the  stones 
ordered  for  soldiers’  graves  were  reject- 
ed, and  are  utilized  for  street  crossings. 
“There  is  preserved  in  the  town  a copy 
of  the  Fredericksburg  Gazette , published 
in  1784*  which  bears  evidence  that  the 
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stone  was  then  a feature  of  the  place,  in  a 
tribute  to  it  in  verse,  as  follows.”  There 
never  was  any  such  paper.  The  Virginia 
Gazette  was  published  at  Williamsburg 
(1736),  and  this  Times  letter  was  the  means 
of  taking  up  the  time  of  Rev.  PliilipSlaugh- 
ter  in  examining  its  files.  The  poem,  of 
course,  was  not  found,  having  been  writ- 
ten by  F.  W.  Loring  for  the  Atlantic 
Monthly , September,  1870,  suggested  to 
him  by  the  floating  paragraph  familiar  to 
all.  The  Times  man  gave  himself  the 
last  stroke  by  his  alterations  of  this  poem, 
and  on  that  “red  sandstone  slab”  the 
memorial  will  henceforth  be  “traceable,” 
4 4 Here  lies,  considerably,  the  discoverer  of 
the  epitaph  of  Shakespeare’s  Pall-bearer.” 

Nevertheless,  I can  not  help  feeling  a 
certain  consideration  for  that  man — de- 
spite his  calling  the  crystal  Rappahan- 
nock a “muddy  serpent,”  and  our  pictur- 
esque little  city  a “red  mud  town” — be- 
cause of  the  courage  with  which  he  has 
gathered  in  his  breast  the  fatal  sheaf  of 
fictions  about  the  Pall -bearer.  Many 
mythological  formations  may  be  explained 
by  an  analysis  of  his  letter.  He  correctly 
counted  on  the  public  gullibility.  When 
I again  visited  Fredericksburg  this  year  I 
found  the  community  fairly  awakened  by 
the  inquiries  received  there,  and  by  cor- 
respondents come  to  glean  after  the  Times 
man.  A crop  of  kindred  myths  had 
sprung  up.  It  was  said  two  strangers 
had  visited  a gentleman  in  the  neighbor- 
hood whose  wife  was  a Shakespeare,  and 
with  him  found  the  inscription.  This 
gentleman  I saw;  his  wife  was,  indeed,  a 
daughter  of  Mr.  Shakespeare  of  Delaware ; 
he  had  been  visited  by  a citizen  and  a 
4 4 correspondent,  ” but  no  stone  was  search- 
ed for  by  them.  Several  times  I was  as- 
sured that  Mr.  or  Miss  So-and-so  had  seen 
the  epitaph,  but  when  the  4 4 dry  so,”  as 
Virginians  say,  was  reached,  each  had 
only  heard,  etc.  But  the  “red  sandstone 
slab”  under  its  locust-tree  had  become  an 
Object  of  Interest. 

In  September  last  I noticed  in  St. 
George's  church-yard  a small  surface  of 
stone  exposed  on  a long  mound  of  earth 
left  about  forty  years  ago,  when  the  pre- 
sent church  was  built.  By  scratching 
away  the  thick  sod  a stone  three  feet  by 
twenty- one  inches  was  disclosed.  My 
heart  gave  a leap  on  seeing  a letter  H. 
No  stone  must  be  left  unturned,  cei’tainly 
not  this;  so  I tracked  the  old  colored  sex- 
ton, Wash.  Wright,  about  town,  to  the 
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church,  where,  a few  yards  from  me,  he 
had  been  sweeping.  He  peered  down 
from  the  gallery. 

“Mr.  Wright,  I want  you  to  look  at  a 
grave-stone  out  here.” 

“Is  it  Mister — Mister — ” 

“Shakespeare’s?”  I suggested. 

“That’s  it.  Is  it  that  stone ?” 

“ No.  You  have  heard  about  that  ?” 

4 * Yes.  A good  many  people  have  asked 
me  about  it.  I never  saw  any  such  stone 
in  the  thirty  years  I’ve  been  here.” 

Spade  and  pick  revealed  the  surface  of 
a very  old  stone  bearing  what  might  be 
either  an  H or  two  old-fashioned  J’s  sepa- 
rated by  a mark.  We  turned  the  stone, 
but  found  nothing  whatever.  The  stone 
was  probably  the  foot>stone  to  John  Jones, 
brother  of  Paul,  but  I pondered  whether  its 
mysterious  mark,  out  of  its  place,  might 
not  have  left  in  my  childish  mind  con- 
genial place  for  the  mythical  epitaph. 

Talking  with  my  mother  of  old  tombs 
in  Stafford  County,  she  remembered  driv- 
ing with  her  father  near  Potomac  Run, 
when  he  copied  an  inscription  from  an 
ancient  stone  standing  by  itself  in  a lone- 
ly place,  about  a mile  from  ruins  of  a 
church.  She  remembered  no  word  of  the 
inscription,  but  had  heard  it  was  a spot 
to  be  avoided  after  “sundown.”  Next 
morning  came  a note  from  Frederic  Hol- 
land, of  Concord,  saying  he  had  read  in 
the  Literary  World  that  Dr.  Helder  was 
buried  near  Potomac  Creek.  This  was 
vague  enough,  and,  for  aStaffordian,  some- 
what misleading,  our  rivulets  being  called 
“runs, ’’and  only  “creeks” as  they  expand 
into  the  Potomac  River.  Potomac  Creek 
was  many  miles  from  the  spot  where  my 
mother  remembered  the  stone.  But  in 
casual  conversation  with  my  uncle,  Dr. 
Daniel,  I learned  that  the  stone  was  that 
of  a British  “ chirurgeon.”  There  was  a 
tradition  that  a party  had  anchored  in  the 
creek  and  come  to  this  region,  where  one 
of  them  was  killed  by  Indians.  Plainly 
this  was  the  stone  on  which  the  myth  of 
the  pall-beardr  was  built.  My  mother 
assured  me  I would  find  nothing  about 
Shakespeare  on  it;  her  father  was  a lover 
of  the  bard,  and  would  have  made  the 
country  ring  with  any  such  epitaph. 

In  company  with  St.  George  Fitzhugh, 
a lawyer  of  Fredericksburg,  I started  out 
on  a bright  September  morning  for  a 
search  after  the  Helder  stone.  We  passed 
over  the  shining  Rappahannock  with  its 
green  islet,  paused  to  observe  the  distant 
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hills  of  Falmouth  on  one  hand  and  the  re- 
gion of  Washington’s  boyhood  on  the  oth- 
er, drove  past  well-remembered  old  man- 
sions amid  their  stately  trees,  and  at  last 
reached  the  lonely  valley  through  which 
glides  the  Potomac  Run.  I greeted  such 
early  friends  as  the  Virginia  creeper,  the 
fox-grapes,  and  friendly  black  eyes  of  chin- 
quapin bushes,  and  rather  hoped  to  see  a 
copper-head — there  used  to  be  plenty — but 
was  disappointed.  Perhaps  these  are  dis- 
appearing with  the  political  species  they 
symbolized.  Now  and  then  the  colin’s 
call  was  heard,  “Ah,  Bob  White!”  but  no 
sound  indicating  the  proximity  of  human 
life.  It  was  almost  a surprise  when  we 
saw  two  men  in  a corn  field.  They  tried 
hard  to  remember  a tombstone,  but  could 
not.  They  went  with  us  to  the  site  of  Po- 
tomac Church.  When  I was  last  there 
it  was  still  a picturesque  ruin ; but  armies 
used  its  bricks  for  hearths,  and  now  one 
can  only  trace  the  wralls  in  their  debris. 

Here,  where  my  ancestor,  John  Moncure, 
preached  a hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  I 
pushed  through  a thicket,  and  emerged 
green  with  the  tiny  burrs  poetically  called 
“ beggars’  lice.”  There  was  beauty  about 
this  Gothic  church,  once  the  largest  in 
Overwharton  Parish,  within  my  memory, 
and  it  was  haunted  by  spirits  of  antiquity. 

A visit  to  it  in  boyhood  inspired  a tale  fur- 
tively sent  to  the  Fredericksburg  paper, 
tremblingly  read  in  print  by  its  author, 
of  the  last  of  the  Stafford  Indians,  made 
to  work  with  his  little  son  in  building  the 
church.  My  red  hero  avenges  the  cruel 
architect’s  fatal  maltreatment  of  his  son 
by  hurling  him  from  the  tower  on  the 
day  of  its  completion,  then  executing  him- 
self. This  was  a fifteen-year-old  fancy, 
not  founded  on  any  fact  beyond  the  tradi- 
tional injustice  of  early  settlers  toward 
the  aborigines.  The  glory  of  the  old 
church  departed  in  1812,  when  soldiers 
were  quartered  in  it.  It  w^as  afterward 
used  to  breed  silk-worms  in. 

No  grave-stone  being  found  here,  wre 
returned  to  Potomac  “ Run,”  drove  in  the 
water  a little  way,  then  took  a primitive 
road  by  its  side  for  a half-mile.  Fortu- 
nately for  our  progress  there  had  been  a 
drought;  even  as  it  was,  our  wheels  sank 
deep  in  mire.  The  road  was  so  little  used 
that  we  had  to  remove  a small  tree  fallen 
across  it.  At  length  we  saw  the  railway 
bridge,  and  on  climbing  a hill,  north  bank 
of  the  “run,”  a house.  When  we  drew 
up  in  front  of  this  house  an  aged  man 
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came  out  of  it,  whom  I had  seen  in  early 
life  — a Mr.  Taliaferro.  The  house  be- 
longed to  a widow,  Mrs.  Alexander.  In 
reply  to  our  questions,  he  said : “Yes,  there 
used  to  be  over  there”  (pointing),  “on  the 
edge  of  Willow  Grove  Farm,  a tombstone, 
which  was  broken  by  theNorthern  soldiers. 
Mr.  Cox,  who  afterward  occupied  the  farm, 
removed  the  larger  part  of  the  stone  to 
the  sugar-berry  tree  yonder,  against  which 
it  was  left  leaning  for  a long  time.  A few 
years  ago  Mrs.  Alexander  was  building  a 
kitchen  at  her  old  place”  (pointing  to  a 
spot  about  four  hundred  yards  away), 4 4 and 
somebody  brought  the  stone  for  the  chim- 
ney. But  it  was  not  used,  and  was  left 
lying  near  the  chimney.  Last  year,  Au- 
gust, the  kitchen  burned  down,  and  the 
chimney  fell ; the  hot  bricks  covered  the 
old  tombstone,  burned  its  surface,  and  I 
doubt  if  you  could  now  find  any  letters 
on  it.”  On  our  way  to  the  burnt  house 
I asked  Mr.  Taliaferro  (Tolliver)  whether 
he  remembered  the  inscription.  He  said 
it  had  been  many  years  since  he  read  it, 
but  he  remembered  the  name,  “Helder” 
— “ Daniel  Helder,”  he  thought,  or  maybe 
“D.  Helder”  ; that  he  was  a doctor,  and 
the  date  “ 16— something.” 

“The  name  of  Shakespeare  on  it  ?” 

44 No,  that  was  not  on  it.” 

“Did  you  ever  hear  of  a tombstone  of 
Shakespeare's  pall-bearer  being  in  Fred- 
ericksburg ?” 

“ Yes ; I read  it  last  year  in  a New  York 
weekly  paper,  and  noticed  that  the  name 
4 Helder’  was  the  same  as  that  on  the  old 
stone  out  here.  ” 

The  burnt  house  was  as  the  fire  left  it. 
The  debris  and  bricks  were  in  such  a con- 
dition that  it  would  have  required  a day 
to  make  any  thorough  search.  But  an 
edge  of  the  stone  we  were  searching  for 
was  visible,  and  on  clearing  away  the 
bricks,  its  surface  was  found  to  be  charred 
black  and  white.  The  ordeal  of  snows 
and  rains,  following  that  of  fire,  had  only 
required  a year  to  complete  the  work  of 
destruction.  No  word  could  be  traced. 

I called  on  Mrs.  Alexander,  who  said: 
44  When  the  stone  was  first  brought,  I said 
it  should  not  go  into  any  chimney  of 
mine,  because  it  was  a tombstone,  and  was 
sacred.  I am  afraid  to  say  much  about 
the  stone,  only  I am  certain  the  name  was 
4 Helder,’  that  he  was  a physician,  and  16 
was  in  the  year  of  his  death.  Last  year 
we  read  in  Frank  Leslie’s  paper  something 
that  made  me  think  this  might  be  the 
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stone  spoken  of,  and  I was  sorry  I had 
not  paid  attention  to  it.  Many  years  be- 
fore the  war,  Mr.  Campbell,  then  editor 
of  the  Fredericksburg  Democratic  Re- 
corder, came  with  my  father  (Robert  Al- 
exander, foreman  in  the  printing-office), 
and  copied  the  inscription  for  his  news- 
paper. I was  a child,  but  remember  the 
visit,  and  feel  sure  the  epitaph  was  then 
printed.  I never  heard  any  tradition  con- 
cerning Dr.  Helder,  nor  any  superstition 
connected  with  the  spot  where  he  was 
buried.” 

We  next  repaired  to  the  sugar-berry 
tree,  and  found  a number  of  sunken  graves 
there.  They  were  in  a row,  and  we  con- 
cluded that  they  had  been  graves  of  sol- 
diers whose  bodies  were  removed  after  the 
Soldiers’  Cemetery  was  completed.  Close 
to  the  tree  were  two  long  stones,  which  I 
determined  to  dig  up.  A laborer  brought 
from  a neighboring  house  said  they  were 
natural  stones;  but  when  dug  up — a diffi- 
cult job,  the  tree's  roots  having  surround- 
ed them — they  proved  to  be  worked  on  the 
under  side,  though  no  letters  were  found. 

I concluded  that  these  were  fragments  of 
the  Helder  stone — by  all  accounts  large 
and  massive — and  suspected  that  the  story 
of  its  removal  from  its  original  place  to 
this  tree  must  be  legendary.  Possibly  the 
site  of  the  Helder  stone  had  been  chosen 
for  these  recent  burials  as  ground  that 
might  be  consecrated. 

A week  after  finding  the  stone  I learned 
that  the  inscription  had  been  preserved  by 
Mr.  C.  J.  Brown,  now  of  Byfield,  Massa- 
chusetts, with  whom  I have  been  in  corre- 
spondence, and  who  lias  kindly  aided  me 
in  getting  at  the  facts.  Having  been  sent 
a map  of  the  neighborhood,  Mr.  Brown 
marked  the  spot  where  the  stone  stood, 
and  it  was  precisely  that  of  the  sugar- 
berry  tree  (which  lie  thought  a wild  cher- 
ry, but  describes  exactly) ; so  that  the  story 
of  its  removal  from  another  place  is  dis- 
credited. “I  was,”  writes  Mr.  Brown,  “a 
soldier  of  the  Sixth  New  Hampshire  Vol- 
unteers, and  for  a few  days  in  August, 
1862,  my  company  was  on  guard  duty  on 
the  railroad  near  Potomac  Creek.  One 
day,  while  off  duty,  I was  wandering 
round,  and  stumbled  upon  the  old  tomb- 
stone. ...  I took  a great  deal  of  pains  in 
making  my  copy,  making  it  as  nearly  a 
fac-simile  as  possible,  copying  the  curious 
formation  of  the  letters,  the  manner 
spelling,  and  the  division  of  the  words, 
and  I am  very  sure  the  copy  is  correct. 
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A PERSIAN  mounts  his  horse  on  the 
right  side;  he  writes  from  right  to 
left.  These  may  seem  unimportant,  tri- 
fling characteristics,  but  they  are  cited  as 
forcible  illustrations  of  the  radical  and 
permanent  difference  between  the  nations 
of  the  East  and  the  West.  The  difference 
in  the  external  customs  and  institutions 
is  more  apparent,  perhaps,  but  is  less  im- 
portant and  profound  than  the  divergences 
existing  in  the  thought  or  the  intellectual 
cast  of  these  two  great  divisions  of  the 
human  race. 

The  Persians  resemble  Europeans,  or 
rather  the  Latin  people,  more  than  do  oth- 
er Asiatics,  and  yet,  from  the  great  gulf 
existing  between  Persian  and  Frenchman, 
one  who  has  never  been  in  the  East  may 
form  some  conception  of  the  vast  and 
seemingly  irreconcilable  space  that  sepa- 
rates the  Asiatic  in  general  from  the  Eu- 
ropean type. 

Oriental  life  must  possess  charms  for 
the  student  of  human  nature  for  ages; 
that  of  Persia  is  of  especial  interest,  be- 
cause, while  apparently  cast  in  fixed 
moulds  of  immemorial  usage,  it  is  more 
plastic  and  mobile  than  that  of  other  East- 
ern countries.  The  Persian  is  of  a viva- 
cious, mercurial  disposition,  and  has  none 
of  that  aversion  to  change,  as  such,  which 
is  so  marked  a characteristic  of  the  Chi- 
nese or  the  Indian.  The  climate  suggests 
certain  customs  which,  being  suited  to  the 
circumstances,  require  only  slow  modifi- 
cation, and  the  rigidity  of  the  theocratic 
code  retards  social  movements.  Were 
it  not  for  these  the  Persians  would  be  in- 
clined by  nature  to  be  less  distant  in  the 
rear  of  this  progressive  age.  As  it  is,  we 
find  in  Persia  a somewhat  complex  civili- 
zation, and  a diversity  of  races  which  by 
their  individual  traits  give  variety  to  the 
study  of  life  in  that  ancient  country. 
Three  points  are  especially  prominent 
when  one  comes  to  an  analysis  of  Per- 
sian life:  one  is  the  fact  that  it  is  essen- 
tially an  out-of-door  life;  another  point  is 
the  seeming  publicity  of  life  there,  the  ab- 
sence of  reserve;  and  thirdly,  in  direct 
contrast  with  this  characteristic  is  the 
profound  seclusion  and  mystery  of  the 
domestic  life  of  Persia.  The  former  two 
characteristics  of  Persian  society  are  the 
direct  result  of  the  climate,  and  neces- 
sarily partake  of  the  simplicity  which  at- 
tends primitive  life  in  all  lands;  but  the 
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reason  for  the  character  of  the  domestic 
institutions  is  more  obscure;  it  can  not  be 
attributed  wholly  to  the  teachings  of  the 
Koran,  for  it  has  been  a marked  feature 
of  Oriental  life  in  all  ages,  the  English 
sentiment  that  a man  is  lord  in  his  own 
castle  seeming  to  be  a concise  statement 
of  the  Persian  ideas  on  the  question  of 
home  life. 

The  physical  conditions  underlying  the 
customs  of  Persia  are  as  simple  as  the  hab- 
its to  which  they  have  given  rise — a coun- 
try twice  the  size  of  France,  representing, 
except  in  the  Caspian  provinces,  a vast 
plateau  4000  to  6000  feet  above  the  sea, 
skirted  by  tremendous  snow-clad  ranges, 
and  including  vast  tracts  of  waste  lands 
strewn  with  sand  and  salt.  These  spaces, 
where  the  onager  and  the  gazelle  wander 
at  will,  and  the  vulture  poises  in  the  cloud- 
less heavens  above,  are  broken  at  inter- 
vals by  water-courses,  giving  sustenance  to 
tufts  of  luxuriant  verdure,  which  are  as  dis- 
tinctly marked  on  the  red  waste  lands  as  a 
dark  shadow  of  a cloud  on  a summer  day. 

Here  is  a climate  where  rain  never  falls 
from  April  until  December,  where  the 
temperature  is  uniform  for  the  entire  sea- 
son, and  the  transition  from  one  season  to 
another  as  gradual  as  the  approach  of  old 
age.  For  the  greater  part  of  the  year  the 
heat  of  mid-day  obliges  one  to  travel  by 
the  light  of  the  moon,  and  to  remain  in 
the  cool  until  the  sun  nears  the  west. 
For  thousands  of  years  these  physical  con- 
ditions have  existed,  and  have  maintained 
the  character  and  customs  of  the  Persians 
without  change.  The  Persian  who,  smok- 
ing his  kalian  at  Teheran  to-day,  medi- 
tates “treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils,'’ 
is  in  no  essential  sense  different  from  his 
“burned  fathers,”  whom  Xenophon  de- 
scribes, no  less  unscrupulous,  no  less  acute 
and  wily  and  intellectual,  no  less  addict- 
ed to  the  discussion  of  mystic  philosophy 
and  poetry,  no  less  devoted  to  corrupt 
thoughts,  and  no  less  inspired  by  a won- 
derful feeling  for  the  beautiful. 

A third  of  the  population  of  Persia  is 
still  composed  of  nomads,  and  all  travel 
and  freightage  are  still,  as  of  old,  conduct- 
ed by  means  of  horses,  asses,  camels,  and 
mules,  even  though  it  be  the  choice  wares 
and  inventions  of  Europe,  which  they 
carry  from  the  frontier  over  lofty  rocky 
passes  to  the  royal  saloons  of  Teheran. 

It  is  at  early  morning,  after  a long  toil- 
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some  night  over  the  mountains  and  plains, 
that  these  caravans  enter  the  gates  of  Te- 
heran, with  the  tinkle  of  donkey  bells  or 
the  sonorous,  monotonous  clang  of  the 
larger  bell  which  announces  the  stately 
march  of  the  otherwise  noiseless  train  of 
camels.  Here  and  there  among  the  con- 
fused throng  of  beasts  of  burden  and  vo- 
ciferous drivers  surging  into  the  capital, 
one  sees  some  man  of  rank  coming  from 
Mesched  or  Ispahan.  He  is  of  dignified 
mien  and  dark  but  handsome  features, 
and  is  superbly  mounted.  A train  of 
mounted  attendants  clear  the  way  for  his 
approach,  and  perhaps  his  wives  are  also 
with  him  in  tachtravans,  or  litters,  borne 
by  mules,  or  in  kajevehs,  which  are  cov- 
ered boxes  slung  on  each  side  of  a mule. 
Attaching  ourselves  to  this  imposing  train, 
and  borrowing  some  of  its  splendor,  we 
enter  the  Gate  of  Mesched,  so  called  be- 
cause one  coming  from  that  celebrated 
shrine  of  the  Sheah  faith,  and  from  the 
now  famous  frontier  of  Afghanistan  in 
dispute  between  England  and  Russia, 
must  enter  Teheran  at  this  point.  It  is  a 
lofty  arched  structure,  resembling  a Ro- 
man triumphal  arch  in  size  and  plan.  It 
is  crowned  with  four  pinnacles,  and  the 
entire  surface  is  decorated  with  elegant 
geometric  designs  composed  of  glazed 
bricks  of  several  indestructible  colors. 

Having  fairly  entered  the  city,  one  is 
surprised  to  find  a bustling,  thriving  place 
of  180,000  people,  rapidly  spreading  out  in 
all  directions,  and  destined  soon  to  out- 
grow the  limits  now  prescribed  by  the  ex- 
tensive earth-works  and  fosse  laid  out  in 
modern  style  of  fortification  by  the  late 
General  Biiler,  who  captured  Herat  under 
Mohammed  Shah.  The  nucleus  or  centre 
of  the  city  is  composed  of  the  Ark,  or  the 
vast  inclosure  which  embraces  the  palace 
now  occupied  by  the  Shah  and  the  Foreign 
and  War  offices,  with  the  arsenal  and  bar- 
racks. Adjoining  the  Ark  are  the  exten- 
sive covered  bazars,  the  finest  in  the  East 
after  those  of  Constantinople,  less  mag- 
nificent, perhaps,  in  the  external  display 
of  goods,  but  more  solidly  and  elegantly 
constructed.  From  the  centre  the  city 
radiates  in  all  directions,  occupying  the 
space  of  a European  city  of  thrice  the  pop- 
ulation, owing  to  the  numerous  and  ex- 
tensive gardens  it  includes,  and  the  large 
ground-plan  of  the  dwellings.  It  is  now 
divided  into  the  so-called  Old  and  New 
parts,  the  latter  being  laid  out  with  con- 
siderable regularity,  with  broad  streets 
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lined  with  trees,  parks,  and  esplanades. 
Avenues  of  trees  by  the  street  sides  are 
not,  however,  a feature  of  Teheran  bor- 
rowed, as  one  might  hastily  suppose,  from 
European  usage.  The  finest  avenues  of 
Ispahan  and  Shiraz  were  thus  beautified 
in  the  palmy  days  of  Shah  Abbas  and  the 
good  Kerim  Khan,  the  Zend. 

Open  water-courses,  distributing  water 
to  all  parts  of  the  city,  are  on  either  side 
of  these  avenues  of  Teheran,  and  daily  the 
dust  is  laid  by  sakkahs,  or  water-carriers, 
who  also  supply  the  tea-shops  and  fami- 
lies of  the  better  class  with  drinking  wa- 
ter from  sources  presumed  to  be  uncon- 
taminated by  the  impurities  defiling  the 
ordinary  connaughts,  or  channels.  Wa- 
ter is  the  most  precious  article  in  Persia. 
Agriculture  is  entirely  dependent  upon  ir- 
rigation, while  the  depth  to  which  wells 
must  be  carried,  and  the  absence  of  either 
rain  or  dew  for  ten  months,  require  the 
expenditure  of  enormous  labor  and  trea- 
sure to  bring  water  from  the  mountains, 
or  to  divert  the  few  existing  streams  into 
the  public  service. 

We  entered  Teheran  in  the  morning, 
and  following  the  direction  taken  by  the 
caravan, we  came  to  one  of  the  numerous 
caravansaries,  which  serve  at  once  as  inns 
for  the  lodging  of  strangers,  and  depots 
for  the  deposit  of  goods  until  distributed. 

On  the  country  roads  they  are  generally 
small,  and  the  animals  and  loads  rest  out- 
side in  the  open,  generally  free  from 
molestation,  for  the  country  is  at  present 
in  good  order,  and  far  more  safe  from 
brigandage  than  the  disturbed  adjoining 
territories  of  Turkey.  Men  of  wealth  or 
position  travelling  in  Persia  usually  send 
in  advance  and  hire  a house  during  their 
stay  in  a place,  or  they  are  entertained  by 
friends.  The  vaunted  hospitality  of  old- 
en times,  still  in  full  vogue  in  Oriental 
countries,  is  no  indication  of  superior 
amiability  or  breeding;  it  is  the  result  of 
circumstances — a system  of  mutual  ac- 
commodation under  unavoidable  condi- 
tions, in  which  the  host  dispenses  a court- 
esy which  he  knows  he  may  need  in  turn. 

But  the  men  of  the  middle  and  lower 
classes  generally  resort  to  the  caravan- 
saries, where  they  take  a room,  cook 
their  own  meals,  and  sleep  on  a rug  they 
carry  with  them.  In  Teheran  it  is  usual 
for  a traveller  to  resort  to  an  inn  where 
he  may  find  fellow-townsmen.  Availing 
myself  of  this  fact  in  several  instances 
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street,  a*ul  shapes  it  -on  the.  p^venieiU/ 
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section,  the  latter  a very  important  pur-  after  the  bread  is  baked,  lays  it  on  a ledge 
suit  in  Persia,  for  even  well  persons  are  in  the  street  wall  by  his  shop  to  dry,  or 
in  the  habit  of  being  bled  once  or  twice  a flings  it  over  his  shoulder  like  so  many 
month  as  a preventive  to  disease,  while  sides  of  leather,  and  peddles  it.  This 
the  slightest  colic  or  neuralgic  pain  sends  bread,  which,  when  baked,  is  only  the 
them  in  baste  to  the  barber,  who  at  the  tenth  part  of  an  inch  thick,  is  very  pala- 
same  time  gives  them  in  return  advice  table  when  just  from  the  oven,  and  even 
ad  libitum  and  the  latest  scandal  of  the  foreigners  come  to  prefer  it  to  any  oilier, 
neighborhood  as  a panacea  to  the  soul  of  for  it  is  sweet  and  easily  digested, 
the  patient.  It  is  the  custom,  also,  to  bleed  But  the  growing  heat  of  mid-day  sng- 
horses  once  a month  in  Persia.  As  the  gests  that  the  hour  for  lunch  and  repose 
Persian  horses  are  in  every  way  admira-  has  arrived.  The  noonday  meal  is  light, 
ble,  and  possess  great  endurance,  and  its  composed  of  fruit,  grapes,  figs,  or  melons, 
the  Persians  have  in  all  ages  been  noted  with  salads  and  bread.  After  it  perhaps 
for  their  knowledge  and  management  of  follows  & cup  of  tea  and  a kalian,  and 
horses,  it  would  seem  that  this  custom  is  then  a nap,  in  which  high  and  low  par- 
at  least  not  injurious,  and  possibly  in  such  ticipatc.  In  the  middle  of  the  day,  dur- 
a climate  has  decided  advantages,  ing  the  warm  season,  the  whole  city,  the 

The  baker  is  another  absurd  character  very  streets  and  wal Is,  seem  asleep,  grad  u- 
of  Teheran,  who  has  the  faculty  of  pur-  ally  waking  again  as  the  sun  begins  to 
suing  his  vocation  in  violation  of  all  Oeci-  approach  the  west.  After  his  siesta,  the 
dental  notions  about  professional  secrets.  Teh  era  nee  says  his  prayers,  or  is  supposed 
Whatever  the  baker  of  Teheran  does  is  to  say  them:  in  spite  of,  or  perhaps  as  a 
done  4 ' free  and  above  board/' and  if  the  result  of,  their  intense  external  fanaticism, 
customer  is  cheated,  lie  has  only  himself  the  modern  Persians  are  but  little  addicted 
He  kneads  and  rolls  his  bread 


to  blame.  He  kneads  and  rolls  his  bread  to  praying;  their  religion  is  rather  like 
before  the  public,  flattens  the  loaves  into  a shibboleth,  a mot  d'ordre  to  swear  by, 
long  thin  sheets  on  his  bare  arms,  and  than  a code  of  guidance  to  shape  life  and 
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character.  But  the  Persians  are  not  carriages,  or  the  hideously  unkempt  and 
singular  in  this  respect  at  the  present  (lay.  filthy  dervishes  who  claim  alms  on  ac- 
After  another  smoke,  the  Persian  gentle-  count  of  their  sanctified  rags* 
matt  sallies  forth  toward  the  cool  of  the  At  this  hour  the  tea-houses  are  in  full 
evening  with  a rosary  hi  his  hand,  at  blast.  The  reader  may  he  surprised  to 
tended  by  a servant  or  companion,  learn  that  the  national  beverage  of  Persia 

It  is  the  hour  of  peace;  a rosy  light  is  not  coffee, but  tea.  One  would  naturally 
bathes  the  house  tops,  but  the  stately  ay-  suppose  that  a country  so  near  Araby 
enues  leading  north  ami  south  arc  in  shad-  the  Blest  and  the  aromatic  graves  of  Mo 
o\v.  awl  cooled  by  Uie  water  throw  n by  the  elm  would,  like  the  Turks,  prefer  coffee 
sak  kalis.  The  tender  evening  light  also  Of  course  u great  deal  of  coffee,  prepared 
rests  on  the  snowy  crests  of  the  vast  ridge  in  the  Turkish  \v$y,  is  cap  sinned  by  the 
of  the  Shirn  Iran,  or  Light  of  Persia/which  Persians,  but  the  fact  remains  that  they 
soars  to  a height  of  13.000  Feet  across  the  are  essentially  a tea-drinking  race,  drink* 
northern  side  of  the  plain,  but  nine  miles  iug  it  in  vast  quantities,  flavored  with  leni- 
away.  The  evening  glow,  before  it  fades  on  or  tourehee,  which  is  the  prepared  juice 
into  twilight,  lingers  last  on  the  snowy  of  the  lime.attd  swe&tened  almost  to  aByr* 
cone  of  ItcrnaveiHi,  21,000  feet  high,  ever  up.  The  habit  is  probably  the  result  of 
present  in  every  view,  like  the  presiding  the  commercial  intercourse  which  at  an 
genius  that  protects  the  capital  of  Persia,  early  period  existed  he  tween  Persia  and 
With  slow  and  dignified  steps  the  Per-  China,  and  which,  aus  is  now  well  known, 
si  an  gentlemen  stroll  through  these  invite  gave  an.  impulse  to  the  arts  of  Persia,  of 
iug  avenues,  engaged  in  genial,  converse,  which  evidences  appear  at  various  stages 
Their  long  robes, their  missive  hoards,  their  of  her  aesthetic  history.  At  Teheran  the 
lofty  caps  or  voluminous  turbans,  give  tea-houses  take  the  place  of  the  cofi’ee- 
them  a Iofl y st,i  Witness  as  they  wend  along,  houses  of  Constantinople  One  meets 
undisturbed^  by  flic  numerous  horses  or  them  at  every  turn,  of  every  rank,  but  all 
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alike  restarts  for  re.slje’isrtre.and  entertain*  Tl>e;fiftermKwi  b also  the  time  when  the 
meat.  There  one  may  see  public.  dancer^  geuUemeti  af  Teheran  ' exrlnUig^  ml  la. 
ivlm  by  l»w  are  now  in  variably  men,  a(*  A genikunan  in  Persia  never  culls  oti  tj. 
though  ..Women  of  questionable  repute  con-  Udy  ; he  does  not  even  dare  to  inquire  nftr 
the  la WH^ortie|imea  ami  ex-  er  Iter  health,  or  even  mention  iiW:fe'Iior 
kihit  m the  Vmrem»v  The  male  dancers  -huabarnL  >k)tvviUtsuoi(liug  tlitfb  the 
arc  brought  up  to  this  vocation  from  hoy-  change'  of  visits  is  a most  dYtrniklalde  ..  f - 
hood.  and  invariably  ' wear  long  hair  in  fair  at  Teiieruu,  alfdvding  an  opportunity 
imitation  of  vvotTir“nv^rnl  Aim  ve  thou*  faces  for  the  full  display  uf  ik*/  elaborate'  fifck 
fcftjocytK  quest,  to  for  which.  .Persia-  5 iai>  alvvnv.y  befejaV 

What  interests  an  jotciligent  Etiropeuii  cetehrati*iL  l make  mi  for  de* 

more  at  tliesoleulmu^  than  the  dances  ^4fibiug  wUh  some  the 

are  the  mutations  from  t he  poeto  The  of  such  a visit.  dooHlcs*  no  *ueh  social 
Bong'S  of  may  ho  heard  U:eror^nd  ^eremtmy  is  else  where  in  vague  to  such  a 

tire  cantos  from  the  great  epic  of  Fertloom  degree  at.  the  present  day.  AH  the  ceVe 
so*-  is*  pea  U-il  >vi‘h  loud,  ^.mo-rous  modula  monies  at  tending  such  aii  alfair  are  shaded 
turn . ilea  »%4  som  e times  at  qii  i te  a distan  ce 
at  the  more  iivspiring  tmssages.  and  Itet- 
eh^ij  to  With mpture,.  Here, 
too,  one  may  hear*  th^  4lrof6 tan  Nighty 
griveii  ..without  &py  attempt  at 
expUrgatipn,  axavtiy  a%  in  a xeceht 
tr^nsfotioh.  The  reader  will  reevvllcci 
Thai  ike  characters  in  the  Atqhwii 
N**jftte  are  constantly  and  at  every  dp- 
tong  and  approjiriafe 
passages  from  the  poets.  This  may  to 
tin*  European  -appear  to  be  Mr. 
turn  or  '&  freak  of  poetic  Uvenek  th& 
part  of  the  author  of  these  tai^’ ' \£>*i;. 
the  contrary;  he  was  simply  givwg.-m-. 
aunfclmr  of  those  trails  ofOrk-nhvl  vh^r: 
acker  the  record  of  which  has  given  b> 
tlmm  * qltmhibfo  aarmti Ves  Inirhorhili  ty 
as  Ike  fim&d  picture  ever  given  of  the 
life  of  the  East,  which,  alike  ItomAunds 
of  yea**,  i&  duly  iii*  ixr  feel ' 

the  .imn&formiug  influeiicd  of  W estern 
ciHJ'iaa-ikm.  . ‘ ’ ■ • 

Aa  ^tie  eontinuc^  his  rumble  through 
Telaerab  at  tins  hour,  be  sees  xi  crowd 
by  bafaio^  the  heat 

of  teutbrturi ries— -a uiiuais  which  v Lf  they 
do  q<*t  get  all  tiia  liappiness  they  tie 
least  well  fulfill  their  utis^idu 
in  tfn«i&torlng  to  ihcV  pleasure  of  myrb 
ads  by  tjtoir  s3>&urd  and  ginroaue* 

titowy  see ty  cliait^dl  put  through 

her  paces,  fatigued  by  ihk  part 
ha*  been  £*>^4  k>  pl^y  to  iitov  and  uu- 
Uhlk  to  e^iaiw  jfrdm  it  % 
ing  hea^ily  ou  the  pavetneMt,  Rut  one 
of  iii  e luost  ed4Ut^n'>^^iaip|^  *>f  fefs’e' 
run  .'in  ihelateafteriVotm^asigUt  which 
always  draws  a k^Wd;— % a ^iiatok  :# 
trained  wire»tiem.  or 

with  cluto,  at  both  of  whlch  tbe  Per- 
sia m>  lire  very  exp^kt.  alUioUgh.  tluy 
make  no 


a BCTCUf^i. 
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off  to  the  finest  point,  and  are  expected  to 
form  part  of  the  education  of  every  Per- 
sian, or,  in  fact,  to  be  a second  nature  to 
him. 

Before  making  the  visit,  a servant  is 
sent,  generally  the  previous  day,  to  an- 
nounce it.  The  rank  of  the  servant  who 
is  sent  is  suited  to  the  rank  of  the  gentle- 
man who  is  to  receive  the  call.  If  a per- 
son of  very  high  rank  is  to  call  on  one  of 
similar  position,  it  is  considered  eminently 
proper  to  announce  and  accept  the  visit 
in  an  autograph  note.  If  the  caller  is  of 
the  higher  rank,  he  simply  states  that  he 
proposes  to  call  at  such  an  hour;  if  of 
equal  or  lower  rank,  he  asks  permission  to 
call.  The  call  must  be  made  on  horseback 
or  in  a carriage,  and  the  number  of  mount- 
ed attendants  depends  upon  the  rank  of  the 
person  visited.  Xenophon  in  his  Anab- 
asis states  it  as  a custom  peculiar  to  the 
Persians  that  they  always  went  abroad 
accompanied  by  many  retainers.  The 
usage  exists  to  this  day,  and  is  still  carried 
to  such  a degree  that  it  has  a material  ef- 
fect on  the  resources  of  the  country,  so 
large  is  the  number  of  servants  who  are 
consumers  but  not  producers.  The  Prime 
Minister  has  in  his  employ  two  thousand 
men,  of  whom  many,  as  well  as  their  fa- 
thers, have  been  in  his  family  all  their 
lives.  He  rarely  goes  out  with  less  than 
sixty  to  one  hundred  attendants.  There 
are  many  gentlemen  at  Teheran  whose 
households  include  one  hundred  domes- 
tics. Most  of  them  are  assigned  some 
special  duty,  but  often  a number  are  mere- 
ly retained  to  assist  in  the  display  of  the 
menage , fed  by,  and  receiving  the  protec- 
tion of,  their  lord,  and  picking  up  pish- 
kesli,  or  presents,  as  they  can. 

On  approaching  the  house,  the  visitor, 
if  of  high  rank,  is  met  by  mounted  her- 
alds, who  immediately  return  at  full  speed 
to  announce  the  approach  of  the  guest. 
If  of  very  high  rank,  the  host  will  try 
sometimes  to  see  the  effect  on  his  guest 
by  coming  into  the  reception-room  after 
the  arrival  of  the  guest.  Supposing  that 
he  has  not  tried  such  a manoeuvre,  a court- 


very  careful  that  his  host  does  not  occupy 
it  instead,  and  quite  as  careful  not  to  ac- 
cept it  if  of  inferior  rank,  although  urged, 
for  to  do  so  under  such  circumstances 
would  be  to  affront  the  host,  and  invite 
an  affront  in  return.  I should  state  here 
that  the  host  advances  outside  of  the  door 
of  the  reception-room  to  receive  one  of 
superior  rank;  meets  him  at  the  door  if 
of  equal  rank,  and  leads  him  by  the  hand 
to  his  seat;  goes  half-way  the  length  of 
the  apartment  to  meet  one  of  slightly  in- 
ferior rank,  but  does  not  condescend  to 
advance  a step  for  a guest  far  below  in 
social  or  official  position.  When  the 
host  and  guest  are  of  equal  rank,  chairs  or 
cushions  are  arranged  in  equal  position 
opposite  the  refreshment  table,  and  so  on 
through  all  the  various  social  grades. 
Other  things  being  equal,  the  left  hand, 
and  not  the  right,  is  the  place  of  honor. 

The  serving  of  refreshments  is  another 
important  question,  regulated  by  undevi- 
ating custom.  The  nazir,  or  head  stew- 
ard of  the  household,  enters  in  his  stock- 
ing feet,  ushering  in  a number  of  servants 
equal  to  the  number  to  be  served.  If  host 
and  guest  are  of  equal  rank,  the  cup  is 
presented  to  each  exactly  at  the  same  mo- 
ment; but  if  one  outranks  the  other,  he  is 
first  served.  When  there  is  present  a 
member  of  the  royal  family,  or  one  of  the 
cabinet  or  council  of  the  Shah,  or  a foreign 
minister,  the  servants  must  always  retire 
backward  to  the  door.  The  number  and 
character  of  the  refreshments  depend  on 
the  rank,  the  hour,  and  the  season.  In 
the  morning  tea  is  served  once.  In  the 
afternoon,  the  guest  being  of  equal  or 
higher  rank,  he  is  first  served  with  tea  in 
dainty  glasses.  This  is  followed  by  the 
kalian,  or  water-pipe,  which  differs  from 
the  Turkish  nargileh  by  having  a short 
straight  stem.  In  it  is  smoked  the  tobac- 
co called  tumbakee,  a species  grown  only 
in  Persia.  That  of  Shiraz  is  very  delicate 
in  flavor,  and  the  best.  The  tumbakee 
must  first  be  soaked  in  water  and  squeezed 
like  a sponge,  or  it  will  cause  vertigo.  A 
live  coal  made  from  the  root  of  the  vine 


eous  skirmish  occurs  when  the  guest  en- 
ters the  door;  each  seeks  to  outdo  the 
other  in  politeness,  while  each  is  exceed- 
ingly careful  not  to  accept  or  allow  a po- 
sition to  which  he  is  not  entitled  by  rank. 
The  corner  of  the  room  the  most  remote 


from  the  entrance  is  the  place  of  honor ; the 
guest,  if  he  outranks  the  host,  while  stren- 


uously declining  to  take  that  seat,  will  be 
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is  placed  on  the  tobacco,  and  the  smoke  is 
drawn  through  water  with  a gentle  in- 
haling, depositing  the  oil  in  its  passage 
through  the  water.  When  several  per- 
sons of  equal  rank  are  being  served,  it  is 
the  proper  thing  to  bring  an  equal  num- 
ber of  lighted  pipes;  but  if  one  present 
outranks  all  the  others,  only  one  pipe  is 
brought  in,  which  is  handed  to  him.  Be- 
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fore  mmfcihg.  lie makes u feint  of  offering 
it  i n uirn  fcoi  a 1 1 jiriisenl,.  brit 
win*.  irnuii'rttmusly  aeoepfs  It  li^fprf  jie  vY 


h&  matta-  to  feel  the  wifbmjag  sr'rovis  of 
which  ji  Persian  geuUeroaH  is  eapablr;' 
I kffetv  of  msi&tW*  The  piper 

was  offered  by  the  host  in  'An<  jn'riijijrOj- 


After  fclic  S rsi  ka Hen T tea  is  served 
again,  followed  by  & seeoml  pipe.  Alter 
a'  proper  interval,  wltostn  length  is  regie 
kited  by  the  acceptability  of  the  visit  eof 
fee  m served  in  Bny  cups,  fo  Unwed  in  timi 
by  the  pipe,'  ,•  ' This  is  the  .signal  that  the 
limit  of  been  reacted 

ed,  and  *tlie  \g»s»t  worth  ex- 


HI  >fc*U  Sf;:  K 


ry  nmimer  in  ono  oi  lower  rank,  and  it  pressr^ h?- igkuov dedgoaous fortl[iei?nmrt- 
was  aecepred ; bul  when  he  of hover  rote;  c*v  of  the  host.  and  renuteda  pemnsshm 
Uftd  smoked  and  returned  it  to  tb^oth^r  Ur  depart.  When  new  year 

the  host  imierod  jhe  >rt?rfUnf  to  take  ont  . jeftuiHO,v, • season 

iIm  }i> p . wash  it  tteorougJdr.  and  pvl'pHtv  is  indicated  fer  the  suhjteiturim  of  u com/ 

it  afresh  The  - Mrtnud£k.  the  t . H c.- ti}>  of  toaj  and 

lushest  .man  in  Persia  after  the  king,  tunes  of  an  ice  ir*  the  place  of  the  in  &(&■<■ 

l*a*  Ik>  tteok  .tent  afhvr  the  Sepi^urbpr  eituimicJU^f ; *&*l 

a . Hfileuin . ••isolation  against  tobacco.  Ik*-  tea  ami  ,co  flee  nr f res  timed,  i !k-m-  riav 
t -iu -v  when  a yomig  man,  the  fcuteau  was  sa*m  triyinl  hi#t  h*  Pmsur;  they 

on  on*  *ic.rasioh  jrmm  lit  hiK  preVuuw  to  . jifttfiv  gropt  w5*tot:  and  tetef  mdy  ia  Urn 
h in  an  whom  he  iVUsktere.il  of  josser  ivmk  taMr  n?  the  n*-o  md.rac  *d  hy  the  -puteviv 
it  wa*  to  him.  fir  thi^luai  of  the-  i#efrw»lnjn?ni»s.  \iifi  (he;  fair 

aside  the  pipe^yipd  swdn'e  a e v e r'l*y kp  eoir//oY^'  apd  flay  rank  of  the  gm&i  ;**&• 
abater  in  order  to  vymid  the  pnssibitety  of  ;o*<u:iu p by  Ins  heamte;  on  sm;h  m reo*. 
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a European  in  Persia  should  understand 
these  laws  of  etiquette;  other  wise  he  is  lia- 
ble not  only  to  have  his  breeding  as  a gen- 
tleman misunderstood,  but  to  be  assigned 
purposely  such  an  inferior  rank  that  lie 
loses  influence,  while  by  strongly  assert- 
ing his  claim  to  all  the  privileges  which 
he  has  the  right  to  expect  and  demand, 
suitable  to  his  rank,  he  receives  the  re- 
spect which  is  ins  due,  but  which  no  Per- 
sian will  give  except  when  he  sees  him 
firm  on  these  points. 

Thus  far  we  have  been  considering  life 
at.  Teheran  as  it  appears  in  public  to  a 
man-  From  this  aspect  it  appears  to  be 
an  open-air,  a public  existence.  But  there 
is  another  phase  to  life  in  Persia  of  which 
even  he  who  lives  years  in  that  country 
knows  little  and  sees  less — a state  of  mys- 
tery, a system  hidden  in  the  midst  of  a 
city  busy  ami  apparently  open  to  the 
widest  publicity.  1 refer  to  the  domes- 
tic life  of  Persia,  and  the  existence  of 

Di;fe  Go  gle 


woman  in  that  land  of  romance  and  song. 

•Wit  hou  l w oman.  ho  w can  there  be  romance 
and  song  ? and  where  are  the  women  of 
'Teheran  i and  liow  is  the  poet  who  would 
sing  their  praises  to  see  and  appreciate  the 
charms  that  quicken  the  chorda  of  his 
lyre  ? Pope  has  said. and  been  applauded 
for  ages  for  saying, that  “ the  proper  study 
of  mankind  is  man/'  I venture  to  assert 
that  the  great  sage  and  satirist  stated  only 
half  a truth,  and  showed  that  he  but  dim- 
ly perceived  the  complex  character  of  wo- 
man. or  he  would  have  said,  instead,  “The 
proper  study  of  mankind  is  woman/ 

But  at  Teheran  one  secs  hut  rarely  the 
face  of  a woman,  unless  she  be  a Nestori- 
au,  an  Armenian,  or  a Guebre,  or  Fire- 
worshipper.  who  all  go  but  slightly  dis- 
guised, or  if  he  be  a Mussulman*  iu  which 
case  he  may  have  all  the  concubines  he 
pleases.  It  is  a little  singular  that  there 
are  still  about  t wenty-five . thousand  Gue 
bres  left  in  Persia;  persecuted  from  the 

' Original  from  - 
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time  of  the  Mohammedan .-conquest,  a few  secular  law  called  the  Urf,  based  on  oral 
faithful  ones  still  cling  to  the  cult  of  Qy-  traditions  ami  practice, and  employed  in 
ru$  and  Darius.  Unlike  the  Mohammed  unimportant  eases:  but  the  Shahr  is  ah 
an  Persians,  they  have  intermarried  with  ways  the  final  authority.  The  laws  re~ 
no  other  raee,  and  thus  present  to-day  the  lating  to  marriage  and  the  relations  of 
original  Persian  race.  the  sexes  are  a marvel  of  minuteness,  and 


srftomxG  >»t'SiinAKS. 


form  the  most  extraordinary  reading  in 
existence.  As  it  is  simply  tin  possible  fpr 
any  one  to  remember  and  practice  every 
one  of  the  regulations  which  govern  the 
great  tjuestion  of  (he  sexes  and  domestic 

life,  a large  portion  of  this  burdensome 


The  laws  of  Persia  are  theocratic.  They 
are  founded  on  the  Kornin  and  a system 
has  been  deduced  which,  like  the  common 
law,  consists  of  the  opinions  of  priests  of 
especial  sanctity  and  Wisdom.  This  code 
is  called  tlie  Shahr.  There  is  a lesser  and 
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code  :ji  j tract ieally  a dead  letter:  hut  P«t^  it  lakes  the  place  nf  jndub — the 
enough  yet  remain* in  praciiw  to  prod uco  . mnrt  w<  as,  .dubs,  theatres;  and  other 
an  Every  Persian  places  for  eyfeitinjiy ;i'e*Pitt;wHi3td  out  be 

fioioe  )s  roust  fju.-t.ed  upon  a plan  of  s«w-  permitted  ut  Persia.  The  inti  lienee  of  flu- 
ey; ini  '■%  iiufowsjm'  Visible- from  fliest reels:  vmrneu  would  Ik*.  sulfkwnt  to  pftMol  the 
"hut  (in*  interior  is  constructed  around  *ey-  eslahlrdunem  of  irisfitfiiioijs  which  would 
era l courts.  with  lovely  gardens,  touts,  result  vu  Aeo».ttptete>r*vc***i»i  o»  (he  present 
aii rubbery,  aod  even  luxtaiftnt  grmtes  of  dioioesf.ic'  system,  Knotting  nothing  bet-, 
fruit  and  shade  tree.s\of  ail  of  whieii  pueob--  ter.  and  able,,  to  compass  their  ends  with 
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than  in  Persia,  where  (hey  &re.euriient  to  k required  Ut  show  what  a 'power  for  hi* 
be  lilt5  power  behind  ihr?  thvouo.  ifigur  exists  ic/  such  a costume  In  hoc 

itk  true,  the  <rf  the  ^ mantle  or  veil,  i^nipfetel  j covering  ji$tr 

p^rtf*  atjinst  sight  to  tiWor-imrnatty  from  head  to  fool,  a woman  can  go  wher- 

:.lm  . wtimm  Divorce.  for  *xam\>h>-  i#  w*r  she  please  without  the  siighfvjsf,  pus 
OH#y Toy  thfv  man  hut  dillkaii  for*  the  ro>  sihilky  of  detecting  Iiei*  identity,  and  imr 
utnn  who.  biPi  «.  gnovHncrs  The  husband  wen  her  husband  would  dare  to  yal^  Wr 
may  likmiss  his.'  wife  by  raying  three  veil  r to  dn  so  would  render  him  liable  to 
limes,  " You  are  di  vowed;”  instant  death.  Qd  the  other  hand,  if  a 

Beetles  the  usual  form  of  -marriage,  woman  wishes  to  disc  {use.  her  dmnns  m 
wbn-h  is  presumably  fur  ILfcV  there  is  the  unv  *mi;,  she  generally  eoumvt'tt  to  find  a 
temporary  marriage.  During  the  period  chance  in  withdraw'  her  veil  for  an  in 
agn^nl  upon,  which  on-isi  he  specified  in  a stunt  The  rest  is  amnigei)  hv  third  pur 
written  £Cmtra^^  bn  dir  tit**,  *yh»> 'ure.  always  on  huittl.  The  wo- 

v5nredJfrom  the  >rb«-r  It  **  am  mjeom-  men  of  Teheran  van  thus  go  anywhere 
iiion.  for .'huJi.es  ut  strfmw  pesdmn  O'*  prefer  with  little  risk  of  d<  mutton  ; only  the 
thk  form  pg*  by  noikmg  die  term  mitt-  wives  of  ihetfbah  and  of  hi*  Suns  are  de 
uiyntiy  ioisg,  thc*y  can  ms urn  themselves  burred  from  the  pri  vilege,  never  going 
against  divorce,  and  loss  of  the  portion  or  abroad  wot  bout  numerous  at  nuuhuUs.  The 
Jiyhi fiir£ r^hotjd  Ay  torn mr  n re td w ay s amimpa  tried  by  lllfemys 

Wv^ro;  ofymd  talents  are  oeeasloti  al  guards,  who.  at  a certain  distance  Ide- 
ally fiunul  in  the  atnlemons,  skillet!  jn  fore  and  behind  the  royal  ladies,  keep  the 
eiusr".  poetry,  and  painting,  and  i|i  the 
dijdomafio  art.  All  of  them  show  skill  in 
-iribmid^ring..;  which  has  been  carried  in 
Pe«es»hi  jfc  •••a  -d^^ce  heVcrr  td^wlie?^  sttr- 
passed,  According  to  Persian  law.  a lilts- 
band  m'mt  divide  hi*  time,  equally  among 
hi*  wives;  hot  if  he  has  one  be  prefers,  die 

eu.n  gvn orally  .arrange/  a i 1. 1 i dm  others  by  * * ' ;T  • y/.; 

|.ir  x.'iib:  '.o  hav»b(K\H  of  the  tine*  to  which  Vv.y  d*\V;  ' 

they  ewtjtlvkl, 


Di plhniiadjy  i it  t r ig  ufc* 
anil.  I0ti''tm\ce  th  Persia  are  dependent  in 
a large/  measure  on  thh  force  of  eUcinvuteV 
displayed  by  the  women,  If  a man  wishes 
to  influence  another  in  fu;  affair  of  impor- 

lane*,  he  manages  it  by  confiding  the  mat 
tee  nr  pne  or  all  of  hr*  Moves,  who  in  turn 
vnoi  the  wive.-.  • >C  tile  rnatt  Ur  by  inhuemerb . 
^>r  the  vvivesof  one  who  has-  miluoK-r  over 
bun,  and  by  urging  ^nd  j<rvsr*nts  seek  to 
attain  the  Qbiect.  Most  pf  the  important 
transact iofiH  of  Feoia  sire  conducted  in 
tbk  manner..  The  g'lmtest  ditfi cullies  I 
1^1  to  Jh^^ifda  iff&rn  against 

the  intrigues  of  women  whu  wi  re  deputed 
u>  bespeak  m f ins  tnanner  tins  opposiunn 
of  the  high  officers  pf  ghvernmenf.  or 
of  the  Shah  himael/t  whiby  oh  tiie  other 
hiipd*  it  wuh  by  myseff  ©f  ihm 

usage  that  I wa»..  aWh  win 

the,  fifJratttAg'e  in  rerf aht  ilj IKvhl t uilhirv. 

The  profound  disguise  Mu>rfi  bv  Uu  ^ 
men  of  Teheran  i.it;  ihi>:  f^treids  'suppo^d  Ivy 
fopeigriers  ip  be  n .^eirtons  inrsvtri'i'r<i>-u-s’. 
is,  under  existing  conditions  ;.m  oc»n'i»mj.s 
•ad^al^fe l k*i  women  bhcm;^dm 
Avotild  be  the  last  to  ^ 

long  a.'i  /rdygamy  iex  i^ts.  N o argitmon i; 


v h\  clear.  When  these  Unites  f>rcq*Kse  to  fur  color  and  enAn*oi'ierV\  but  otherwise 
leave  ill**  palace,  ilit?  ov**!i t is  ho !H)uoo»'«j  tlu*?v  !.s  ditfkwmea  in  »ii«  liQifti*  dre$& 
by  herald*  io  ^n  ihe^tre^by  winch  they  wor&  'hy  0v)  liMiit#  of  Tebmui 

arc  <o  pus-  the  shops  aiv  >:losei)v  afid  ev~  loan  the  piiUiee  io  the  uMiut-st  hovel. 

’ikwj&civ&iu  take  hiiiiself  out  of  i&,- 

tiie  wav.  'fcntil  recently  U was  mipossw  >trout^-otiims!  wbh  Uw • ^a*velahorat/*fiiid 
bl*\  ior  this  reason,  to  eoHstm^t  window-:  com.  I v ojsunho  worn  by  g*eni ienieo  of  ihe 
omlookih^'tii^  piihciprd  &v*o ues,  ami  eoqrh  is  & t*mten%  to  adopt  a mod- 

any  utrt  dcky 
of  the  tAoy*‘lt  cu i rlo^i* 


But  on  state  occa 


u treniiK  trdi*fey 


ihr  .-por,.  But  il»e  :nosi  Mju!  weultl  u<cv  se>hs  lilt  magnificent  and  Huposmc*  robe* 
happen  would  pmfehly  be  H>u  r»**  would  m ftffitV:  ;m  worn  us  of  old.  made  Of 
be  roo^ly  liandl^dvi^ed  K lie  turned  he*  wietest  ti IIV  of  C^hmei>e  «uoi  Kern;  An  . 

•At  A .?py-. 


H ft#*'  ht  Him  vy&ri*  t^Oi‘k^cf’W^t44i  exquisite ylefcigrpa, At W ?pv-' 

There  ondd  hardly  hr  ai'wnet  ennuosi  id  Uudietkv-.  the  invariable  koiAh,  or-  black 
thrtH.  by  t wero  thy  <Wte  4ih}  the  He  laditpskiu  eHpviAexeliAUgyd 
do(»r  erwhmn/  uf  the  bidets  of  rJVh/o'Mo  ban,  which  is  dpt  fed  qn  ret hm;y  from  the' 
^ .>i royal  | whence,  iymf 'd’iVe-ti't.o fi teirytitit tyjf <> 
mi  jiaire  ZM,  Mum  rrotuaCjnea.  .yrouh.  It  has  waded  outside  «>.f  He  judro.y  evjito.  As 

wa>  hu-mer!  t more  neidpo.  n»d.  Hns  fash-  may  he  .-ashy  imagined  from  the  account 
hUi  . ! i w n h i he  pr.-v.t  U1  omHnrv.  Jdk.o  of  visit i»>c  et  !«|U**fV.e-;  Hu;  *‘iuirt  ceroino't»iai*J 

: kfjja ; ^'.o  t"  i>4  ? > by  men  of  Pct^ia  -.fytL-'  M the  0*0^1-:  ^Ijihorat^^  and 

iii  the  last rmi  in  v to  ifbnWw  ..d  j\>ipm*es  a ]>0tt<4* hons  »diaraef  e»\  a hliou^h  indiv*ait|^& 
P>*<d  OjLfUiV  to  show  k *.  id  'to  ad  v.anl  :>-■/•*  at  proseiil  .iii  d>;  I i mi:  j.  m i %<}  relax  a Jdtie 
tfHe v * 1 ’•'>/  U0h>  front  % »Nf.;ruiho>Uid  thtif  i^duj»rde«.s^iu^vin 
f?^ope  i ti  tty*4  :M  it^detail^.  It  mu^t  he ttint  shiuiy 


-*1  ^ r*  ' i • w . *•  w « 
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DOMESTIC  AND  COURT  CUSTOMS  OF  PERSIA 


ARMENIAN  WOMAN  IN  STREET  COSTUME. 


PERSIAN  WOMAN,  WITH  VfcU.  RAISED,  IN  STREET  COSTUME. 


pomp  is  qualified  to  give  majesty  to  a mon-  problem  that,  iti  my  opinion,  is  not  likely 
arch, and  to  aid  in  the  maintenance  of  pow-  to  be  as  easy  as  she  supposes.  The  Shah 
er  in  a despotic  government  It  was  the  is  a man  fond  of  the  chase,  a bold  and  skill- 
great  court  pageants  and  ceremonials  of  ful  marksman,  yf  social  disposition,  and 
Byzantium  which  aided  to  prop  up  the de  prefers,  as  far  as  possible,  to  drop  the  irk 
caving  Roman  Empire  long  after  it  had  some  ceremonies  of  state  which  surround 
lost  its  vitality,  presenting  by  its  continued  him.  On  one  occasion  lie  said  to  an  ele- 
existeiice  for  centuries  after  it  became  mor  gant  and  accomplished  Persian  geiU  leman 
ibund  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  phe-  whom  he  had  honored  by  a visit  to  his  si\ 
uomena  in  history.  perb  country  seat.  il  If  only  I Cod  Id  for 

Nusr-ed-Peen  Shah,  the  reigning  sever-  a while  lay  aside  the  embarrassments  of 
eign  of  Persia',  is  a man  of  good  and  pro-  my  position,  how  I should  enjoy  a free 
gressive  idetift,  patriotically  inclined,  but  con veitsalion  with  a gentleman  Of  your 
often  hampered  by  the  character  of  his  &H~  tastes  and  culture  !’v 

ton  rage  and  the  menacing  aspect  of  Russia,  He  gives  ah  audience  to  his  ministers 

frowning  upon  any  progress  m Persia  that  every  morning  about  six,  receives  their  re- 
would  tend  to  add  to  the  independence  ports,  a tui  gives  his  orders  for  the  admire 
of  an  ancient  monarchy  that  she  hopes  istmtiou  of  affairs.  In  the  afternoon,  and 
event ualkVvto  absorb  without  resistance  —a  sometimes  in  the  evening,  lie  engages  in 


nxnmm monthly  m ao 


sudai  auiu-i'M-  v.  oh  one  or  of  !us  the  pvthv  v Nctbm*r  farther  i&  required 

fkVoriie  compete,  or  I isle  ft*  teHh*  - tbu Kr ^.H.ve.iuij- g^lwbfcso 

• ;.  On  y titfh  \h&i&#wm  ^ uut^r  Uu- ' .^atCi  of  tin* 

then*  is.  N'MnrliHieH  a 'freedom  cd  cxpmv  He  k attended  by  i he  Zahm  Douleh,  or 
atoa  alkuveii  hiS  courtiers  which  in  fonn^t’  ' Muv*ter  of  vrh}m*Mi\m,  «*ul'  wfrftji  ihe  mass- 
• re  jgik • ba^ e cost  ilktii  iyfc  fenibnudf?^’ imrtifW: jfc  raised  and 

’^fiab;^  » mhft ;•#£  ftohk  : the  Bhali  ift  ShaK  4>p|m«iU‘  hi.in,  re* 

umt  yioiriv.M>  /iupc<isch-.  splendent  in  rubivs  and  dianivmk  lie  bouv 

Thy  leiirfyrR'X  h?  ukttiify  • :hucI  ..tjVi^-.ro^H:  of  respect  tvheu  Vi* 

of  Mje  court,  *t*ipietle  Mi  Teheran  xs  sji'iwn  Yin*  readied  hi;-  Ma.F*s!y#  win?  stands  i»s 
he  the  manner  of  r-o-i  $fjjg  foreign  min  tv  n«-;Vr  H»  him  a*  uvo  g>  rn  It-incn  m ordinary 
rotu ' Sk Majesty  oi£*/ iVys  tli em  sift t uf  j n^  The  minister  ivjfoiuts  cbvx 

nf  .the  upper  5^»ui  of  ihy  ahiIhjMfHV^‘iuin4bejv  ,-«rf**1,.a#  bhe  equality  of  tW  two 

which  is  the  MUgnihcek|  hull  ‘couhtimug  pOvver.*,' nn|  ’-.vails  for  jf^  Shah  to  ta$rij< 
part  of  the  crown  jewels.,  when  hi}  afkhetK’O  the  etwivVrs^tioii.:  vrlueb-  beeoiue*?  fere  and 
W granted  In  tiiO  fcoiirtv  diph^uiaiiy-^ifjk  ithk  Mh|^3?  ip  plHaSjii.il  \nntioryuv 
on  svaie  wadnns  When  an  fciidooue  j%  rs  ■fttrorwhly  im*jimu1  to  the  unhcRer  tvinl 

titr  km#  receives  hint  iji  oim  ><mIh  smuil-  soniemne*  condescend*  for  a umkuud  jo 
er  but^utroly  jtess  splendid  upuruneuu  of  di*p»>Hfcu  with  thy  vuun:  lUtejrpeeto;  amt 

eon  verso  dimoiy  wiih  Hie  (ourisler,  u! 
.tluingh  feuch  i’Obdi^e-hfcitoil  4nU$ 

| :"  * * 1 1 ^ " ' 

ii  foil'd  |o  ivi  i m d it  Vb  t>H.r  • 


T^h^rati  ....  • ! 

• • huodrrd  iip4  bfU'  in  hoorth.  and  t>> 
l>e  eaiiTn!  tiut  to  stiiTOhlO  |>vto*  ihe  eb^inii 
of  heaten^ orryitber  h^inh  aiid 
Nlipjnnu  OJi  tm  ihnhiy  polished 

of  % ;«  rif  | iU*>- 

fhU  hiiti  hot  letter  ilc^orijk  iho 

nOrn  uir  ; i * m t li'medivioored  > ^naiMnhe^  of 

the  court  of  lV.es.j;i.  lira  ii  fp^lve.Hft  itoeouiti 

of  the  ceeeihOiiKfS  the  No  U\io^,  rff  ^oys 
Year  The  f>ersiaii.vt  ritlvv  Mobam* 
Ditfdui^.  preiynd  that  the  No  Uor^  eotitys  tit 
t hat  trme  hWaUse  Yl  in  tlit  t>trt  hdu j-  *if  li  ui 
^ryphel  ijut  ih  i^aiviv  it  iv  the  time  of 
ttu|  sj »n ri i?  <Hi<t i re y x , hik!  the  anejenf  Pei?*- 
fu  ;Fy^^ wofsh l)T'^"r^  omtk  ilu*  ijkci 
tihiy  f#r  thy  (tjffrtirifc  of  tfreir:  nen ' 
of  old  reli^kuif?  imhioms  of 
stiff  vxiH-  ^neh  as  iookioir  oyer  * roiv  of 


sJoU . exifrl.  su»;!i  as  tookiue  pm*? 
hhrhin*f  Iw.aps.  irf  hr\i»)>\\.  fio#. evgiViik^.^ 
befi>re  No . Roijz,  »jm!  ^lk>  ilie  eVi^hiiu  of 
huhii^  H>>>  imvtMMOiHi  iiy  mv ivn' » i ^ tinVJ'dy^ 
y ifb  the  iuitiilH , a mi  t boo  tas  thv  hansf^aro 
■i^hd^^vh  Wife 
Sfrvyrat  cVk-i  i ti  U 

a ,pinv«’i‘ 

F1  his  e^i ylii^aii u a of  flic  No  Boo*  eon  ti  n- 


JS‘U^R  r05Tf>0 


5T 


M 
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ues  for  twi. days; : it  i$i.a  f^Jri«xlof  •■silvern  cqabunhig  tbe  fruits 

AJ1  labor  ^rr-ry  qmvup^ars  in  o p|  earth  ami  %va  ix«r;  or  • piled'  with  silver 

haw*' so.  ft  of  dforhes,  :atwl  vi<iiirt.er  hum]  -and  gold  coins  or  Persia  of  Oitfm’vH  dv- 

|jg£  i/'p  titm’ersab  On  tin*  last  day  nf  X u norni  nation*.  arc*  also  laid  before  ilia  kin*;, 
Rfsot  ,lh&.  .entire . city  goes  forth  iaL<>  ibe  \vhVho\v  proceeds  to  burn  iiieensh  mt  it 
mbtirly 


tm  a 

pknici  tlur  gai'^Kus  of 
tilt*  w*;*pRhy  amthrOwn 

Rubric,  aiid 

fur  U|i:  qjil  V'  that  jfj 
t he  j^y ; ge»«  * 
itre  R^yonipa  * 


^ t j iii^f  ^ c#C  vV  Ur>s^v  1^4^  ' 

to »u vi;. If  Mj.wn  ;i  ‘id:  rar 

(lie  fc*;t  of  thtf  ';:P« 

Uiimitfi, ; y y..'^  yy:  y':y:y ■•.' 

WWri  his , 

hay  tfikm  ..h  j<  piaiiK  the  r. \-/W' 

|#|>  a ? ^ 

Dur  ]>!  tort).  a$^iidvd  by  s^rvama  i^/u  • UV;:  ,?f:a  rn-w.l  the  Umy  | ^ 

in^ yfeiyy ’jt>ferjfed  with  coin*  wli tkH 0#$  ; qsy  r t ) * » tfa pit; 

i/urn-f!  iy  nqxv  ir*veu  to  all  in  nmW.  fur  ^H0pnn:ed  !*y'tbn  blarr  q|  lrmnj»«»i> 

^KHiIq£:k;  Uy>t  ihey  may  havo  M.<nMy\  in  U'i«  fcj'iu*  up  a. 

t}u>fr  liaruls  vr&w  ilir  iivsv  \!  V&ttr  ,;.'hi ttc^rt'ifv  hovuiU  K«ymil- which  U t&i 
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ctiftHHMu-  iW'-Ofistilr-  cbstfm e 
■ 


fV.!T  ItiHi.  is  Ui.  hit.  ■'  i’i  < ,d  jj , | , kvavds  bo  fort?  (!.<;•  Hhah  and  receive  from, 

iiiul  turbid#  Io  >;liir  tfe^A-  . iift*  royal  hands  '4  gift  of  <5i>iu, 

i;<li.s.  s.'tV  >.  U .>iw)  ■ — ' ••  \t :i  v A | n|4.)ii  lli<-  favor  iti  nineh  ht- 

it  M-oj.if-m.j.,  I.'.  o v,  tlb  »!m*  kin;;'.  Tills  dm»»r. 

• \ i(a»{!;>)i  <!.••!-  U«-  hull  until  1»K Majesty  *e- 

v. .-liaiH-  I .. t .».•:>! i..)i  Wife  ovt-iy  ‘'.units  aliH**,  I vi  lit*-  ^veiling  there  a«> 

r.virlt  ju;>  Mtuaytt  tnvsiviii.  MtToWiioi:' u,  t.-.tiK,  iv  tier  * > i * j>* ismii.'  sta I*-  ivi'Tvutomes. 

34tl’§y'W'VAriV  i6tp  v':  ”.V- ‘V-';. 


lxU:jyj/.v 


Wm 


MAN’S  mysmuty  hi  the  pri nlm,l ton  * >f  ts  heiftt  of  our  jrreat  Ri;iplv(|ain^tH  )f)fi;»V 
yitiibrial  light  .has  i|init.»iw<l  t lit*  yip  '(<•«'.  amt  lim  fourth  sHiolKmval.uof  i-.if 
iwtvrwn-  UK;  •pi-inut.ivi'  Mnk.iitK  r.f  flLuitS  . 

mill  ».1n<  brhiiinit  irloiv Hi' nHukim  .l.*eu*olf!K.co  is  a 'miivc-rsai  pr-nilti.M, 

times.  Though  t*ds  H'ml  electricity  aru  tlm  whose  exiMotiM  ami  hunting  |>wsjk < 

highest  forms  of  tiiis  eycilmiou,  pat  role-  h&v* been  kttmvii  from  I’tu  <la\vt|  <•!'  pis. 
mu,  soon  after  hs  ii'trmiuotioo,  as  ;i  cheap,  fory.  It  is  therefore  wry  munrkuhte- 
portable,  bHllhjol  * I l^t  ijiiAti  ?ni  o per  ^ tliui  its  praeticnl  ajhoiihV  hare; 

settel  ai!  rivals  as  1 th*  r*o«.f  man's  light.”'  ; 

p^slp*!  <■:"*;■  -mZy  ’ : V py  k~r-  \ ■ X ' 

*i5T>  <efi.it  U>  Nuit  iV.ijki  Vf.  k tl'isf  ntyff^&ih'gr • '»% : :£  t 

sWiri • "'$&*■■ 
c?f  •;}t»s»Hi¥.t£>v-  ••«*•-»  U&i*w#d  t>  tifatv.tv-tM’  M- 

a -<  mmum.  i I.:-  •'  ,u..  ,n...  ip, 

I ' '•>  ..!  :,,,.,  .......  ■ .....  K.tt.l  > y-;,.' 

.if*)  itV'K'jfimlivra  ->*■«* •.  * 

w i.?eu  die  drill  h>  IVintsyfyithk  revested  ' jJ£  ._ 

vast  rp.i«u>  tile's? .of 'ti.sAijeriiir-  MtUiiiwl  lltiiil.  . .^ (Sy:  •' 

Iteftjied  petroleum  timruiiy  jii'to  tie.  aHB9KjE«Hp^;*  . r ' \ 

sitifMle,.  alt  anini?*!-,  v;ki.T*i';wktKv  other 
nihtee,*!  oUts*  a«it .iis  %Rt«jtT5?  -fV>pu'  mi tv  jmt. 

onlj*  fntrtfc?  iii  tb»* , • ea-iiln  '' ■ 

j-iih  it«v  ffi/K'inmn  house*  n*  hie  pom.  but 

h- til.:  popular  iujiit,  i...;.iii-  vilj.r'is  ami.  'fe - j* ^jBB^ ^ i : if / i 

t«\wus.  Tlii.i'ty-iivt  years uith' ktiuiyn  only. 

for  U.*  tnoiliuimti  Ph  iks.  t>y*»  wJj*hui  k.>-tla\  . 
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been  reserved  to  Americans  of  our  day 
and  generation.  Physically  considered, 
petroleum  is  a liquid  bitumen  (hydro-car- 
bon), and  occupies  a middle  position  be- 
tween natural  gas  and  asphaltum  — re- 
spectively its  gaseous  and  solid  forms. 

Herodotus  describes  a fountain  of  pitch 
on  the  Euphrates,  from  which  “three  dif- 
ferent substances,  asphalt,  salt,  and  oil, 
were  drawn.”  A semi-liquid  bitumen  was 
employed  in  Babylon  and  Nineveh  as  a 
cement  in  masonry,  cisterns,  etc.  Baku, 
the  present  seat  of  the  Russian  petroleum 
industry,  but  in  ancient  times  a portion  of 
Persia,  is  famed  for  its  sacred  fires,  and  we 
know  that  as  early  as  A.D.  636,  the  period  of 
the  Saracen  conquest,  pilgrimages  were 
made  to  its  shrines  by  fire-worshippers. 
Hindoos  continue  to  visit  these  naphtha 
springs  to  the  present  time.  Marco  Polo 
visited  the  spot  in  the  thirteenth  century, 
and  reported  that  the  oil  was  “good  to 
burn,  and  to  anoint  animals  that  have 
the  mange.  People  come  from  vast  dis- 
tances to  fetch  it,  for  in  all  countries 
round  there  is  no  other  oil.” 

The  first  mention  of  petroleum  in  the 
United  States  is  contained  in  a letter  from 
the  commandant  of  Fort  Duquesne  to 
General  Montcalm  in  1759.  In  it  he 
describes  a religious  ceremony  of  the 
Seneca  Indians,  three  leagues  above  the 
mouth  of  the  Venango.  “ The  surface  of 
the  stream,”  he  says,  “was  covered  with 
a thick  scum,  which,  upon  applying  a 
torch  at  a given  signal,  burst  into  a com- 
plete conflagration.”  There  is  evidence 
that  some  aboriginal  race  had  known  the 
value  of  petroleum,  and  had  dug  pits  ten  to 
twelve  feet  in  diameter  and  eight  to  ten  feet 
in  depth  to  procure  it. 

The  first  petroleum  discovered  at  any 
depth  was  in  the  salt  wells  on  the  Kana- 
wha, Big  Sandy,  Cumberland,  and  Alle- 
gheny rivers.*  The  first  well  bored  for 
salt  in  the  United  States  was  in  1806,  and 
thereafter  the  industry  grew  and  extend- 
ed, and  in  almost  all  the  salt  wells  a little 
petroleum  was  found.  It  was  regarded  as 
an  inconvenience,  and  the  only  thought 
given  to  it  was  to  get  rid  of  it. 

In  1833,  Professor  Silliman,  the  elder, 
described  a visit  to  an  oil  spring  near  Cuba, 
New  York.  He  said  that  the  petroleum 
which  floated  on  the  surface  was  collected 
by  thin  wooden  skimmers,  then  strained 


* This  name,  curiously,  is  spelled  A lleghenv  for  the 
river  and  Pennsylvania  city,  Alleghany  fnr  the  mount- 
ain, and  Allegany  for  the  county  in  New  York. 
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through  flannel,  and  used  for  sprains, rheu- 
matism, and  sores  on  horses. 

* At  this  early  date,  oil  from  this  and  oth- 
er springs  and  from  the  wells  at  Burkes- 
ville  was  bottled  and  sold  under  the  name 
of  “Seneca  Oil”  or  “American  Oil.” 
Samuel  M.  Kier,  a Pittsburgh  druggis^be- 
gan  in  1849  to  bottle  quite  extensively  pe- 
troleum taken  from  his  father’s  salt  well" 
at  Tarentum,  located  about  twenty  miles 
above  Pittsburgh. 

At  this  period  the  paraffine  industry  of 
Scotland  was  successfully  established,  and 
both  lubricating  and  illuminating  oils 
were  distilled  from  Boghead  and  other 
coals  and  shales.  The  manufacture  was 
begun  iu  1853  in  Waltham,  Massachusetts, 
and  in  1854  at  Newtown  Creek,  Long  Isl- 
and, by  the  North  American  Kerosene  Gas- 
light Company  of  New  York.  By  1857-59 
there  were  over  fifty  works  in  this  country 
engaged  in  the  manufacture  of  coal  oil, 
and  a large  proportion  of  these  were  in 
the  West,  particularly  in  Ohio,  Pennsyl- 
vania, and  Kentucky,  where  quantities  of 
cheap  bituminous  coals  were  accessible. 

In  the  summer  of  1854,  Dr.  Brewer,  mem- 
ber of  a large  firm  of  lumbermen  and 
merchants  in  Titusville,  Pennsylvania, 
visited  Dartmouth  College,  of  which  lie 
was  a graduate.  He  carried  with  him  a 
sample  of  the  oil  obtained  from  a spring 
located  on  Cherry-tree  Run,  a small  tribu- 
tary of  Oil  Creek,  and  owned  by  his  firm, 
Brewer,  Watson,  and  Co.  The  specimen 
was  shown  to  Professor  Crosby  of  Dart- 
mouth, who  in  turn  exhibited  it  a few 
weeks  later  to  George  H.  Bissell,  a New 
York  lawyer,  then  on  a visit  to  his  alma 
mater.  Investigation  followed,  and  on 
the  10th  of  November,  Brewer,  Watson, 
and  Co.  deeded  to  Eveleth  and  Bissell 
one  hundred  and  five  acres  of  land,  and 
on  December  30,  1854,  the  Pennsylvania 
Rock  Oil  Company  was  organized, with  a 
nominal  capital  of  §250,000,  divided  into 
10,000  shares  of  §25  each.  This  was  the 
first  petroleum  company  ever  organized. 
Professor  B.  Si  1 liman,  Jr.,  the  Yale  chem- 
ist, was  engaged  to  exhaustively  test  and 
report  upon  the  petroleum,  which  he  final- 
ly did  April  16, 1855.  His  report  was  sin- 
gularly correct  in  his  estimate  of  its  utili- 
ty, and  in  his  forecast  of  the  proper  method ' 
of  refining  it.  Owing  to  various  compli- 
cations and  dissensions  among  the  stock- 
holders, the  property  was  finally  leased  to 
the  Seneca  Oil  Company,  a Connecticut 
corporation  owned  in  New  Haven. 
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1873  the : re  of  llija  StiiU)  of  Ftmn  - 

ghipietFau  an  airily  of  $1300  to 
dhiifig  tup  i ifetlmc* 

Tlw*  ijr&be1  Wbll  Whs  fiibeiL  anii  started 
i*h ♦:*.  ra 1 ^ f ■ i*u r i^el^  * <i rt y , and 

lanu\!Vy  {.lu^  aid  of  a Tubr-e  po\verf)!l  pump; 

'\y*w  hierwjfced  to  fwt;>y  ba^ 
f&\&.  To-day  a wcdl  of  thix  siac  wotdd 
•Vttgankid  ax  small.  crude  dll  is  now 
worth only  two  and  one-half  cents  per 
g&i’jtan;-  - jpjuie  -the  proilriei  of  itie  ©rake 
Will  thiniig  {he  f5  rst  four . intfriibs  vc^.m.K 
of  Jiff y i^nis. 

ytnibt.^ii4  distrust,  that  preceded  Draka’a 
sur^s^f  u]  venture  Bud  tie)  1 1 y $&k.  1 k?Fore 
tjur  cniumein  eon  virion  t hat  aif  oil  well 
the  open  'Mmni*-;  to.  Luiid 

which  hitherto  had  valued  only  for 
'timber \ increased  in  price  a hmtdr*Hl 
or  & thousand  fold  ixow 

tbfjilgllt  lf»  had  found  hta:  AladdiuV 
tilled  tx>  the  hript  w;ith  kerosene  The 
dreary  s<>!  itudes  sy  Inch  1 1 aid  been  b rokt* u 
oi  1 1 y tl  eyAyoddVn  a i i .«$  i tow  • n d - 

ed  wit  \i  tli^  husy  jiole^  of  |>rApu'r;»tio.n  for  A 
dire  into  natures  great  grab  hbg.  In  tbh 
J:av;.V  , . .,  .:•  .V • ^‘^aUyvhvl^3/y.  b^Jnrijhg'il^ >$i dopiiient^ proceed^*  .<{o\Tiy, 

E.  E Brake,  by  eourU^y  * ■ Onion'd,”  >*h<>  us  the  means  of  t »rl:»tiou  were  4w 
had  nfc-  feetive.  and  oeerytlimg  h.rd  ro  be  carried 

no<;a  raifroad  e*iudm;tor,  was  into  tho  wUdeme^  Oy  .lone,  *8ftb  the 

'‘-ill ; ^ ^ ^ and  daily  pfod m iioit  was  estimate*)  lo  be  t wo 
report  ' Hb  reTa^i^ilnH  Af  etjtiiusiasin.  hundred  barrels.  On  the  LiUi  of  .M*iy> 
The-  iH^t;  jrme  Brake  'a^ain . • }.;i JK'0* ) .-a  report yy&*  m^tfeihal  lSF*  yreli»  Wem 

the  "'promised  iuml Od^tef^med  icyiifijrr?  ^ ;.  1^8^<  barrels*  In  Uux month  ihw 

wel.Uis  had  been  done  for  salt  b^gmmng  ifnnk  well,  at  a depth  of  160  feet  .envMU  in- 
to drill  hi  the  early  seminar  of  1'*** ins  be  a-eed  the  " third  a^Utf^'  from  which  M ra~ 
bars  weee  imcrruptesh  and  mrem  resumed/  Uriu  the  bulk  of  oil  bas  srtrre  been  ohini lied, 
arid;on\^h^ik^  2S.  l'SB'9y;at  a-di'j'alV  of  rdx  though  usually  at  a much  ^reaku'  depth, 
cy-rii u»:  and  half  c ^trnyk  AiUl  > 

TU'^%oiK'  a ilny  in  the  aihiata;irf 

riiklocoba’s  H marks  the  first  ileli  berate 
&i?p  m ibBi  ft  will 
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map  4.  bxa\dy  a nd‘  >u»(  riPfer  : 


StefWV&J  V^n  nd- . {<$&  In;  M&v,  the  production  had 

vahe<»il.c^  to  the  origin.  of  the  oil,  but  ? iotas  derHucd  h>  Jess  t bait  40W  ba'rttl?  per  day* 
of  item  are  Mtir^ly  Aj$'  & , In  Aj&n j la  rjr> >1)86^' ’ tVijer  lhru7y?r  aft&Jl 

.matter,  of  fact,  J>el!^>liittrti  is  jW*|u,  at  .'.Pitl^Uv  . X ' ■ 

hi  all  ayes  from  the  LaUr^rjtkin  to  the  oil/'  aniV  iW  tjfe  Mbit  obiyA,^4^K)  '-  o: 

tertiary  The  sand  strata  in  Penusylra-  barrels.  Tin*  vas  followed  by  a dories  of 
Vila  in  winch  oil  is  found  are  eliieiiy  in  the  rich  slnkes,  which  like  a rirngjiH  drew 
CteeTautig  graitp  of  t lie  Devonian  forma-  restless  spirits  froth  every  qn>irferj,  until 
lion.  The  name  is  derived  from  the  Che-  within  a few  months  a city  of.  38,009  to 
IX diugr  Ihve.r,  where  they  Crop  out  dis-  20,000  people  w established.  Pi  Unite 
liccfly.  City  was  a nine  das*  wOluIer;  it  was  .so 

By  this  tipje  the  prospectors  had  loam-  ]diertememU  hnd  epl lateral thrd  it  was  like 
ed  wIm^v  tci  jind  the  od.uml  in  September,  a phantom  of  the  innwi nation.  It  had 
iShi,  file  Etnnnw  well  on  tins  Tarr  farm  haute.  ’salwtes,  churches,  school  - houses, 
started 's:ir,  jvjf  everybody’s  amazement,  at  large  and  numerous'  hotels,  one  costing 
the  rate- of  2800  Wrote  per  day.  .Froth  je*  about  %7%. 000.  a Orv  .deptuannenf,  and  by 
iron  I'ati  i*>  waste  for  want  of  barrels  and  gleptmalipv  a daily  newspaper  . It.  was  at 
iante  to  W*v*'  the  oh;, .rod  became,  more  of  ,i  * t :.fter  Phrtedel  phte  and  Fittte 

•ilnvj-  in  November.  when  the  Phillips  well  burgh.  the  hugest  post  olhre  m Itemisvlva 
ou  lie?  Tart*  Form  Ikwed  $>00  barrels  .Ubf : may  Poring  .the  romiug*  wilder  the  wells 
nrst  day.  Other  wells  came  m ro  Swell  slmwed  si  gate  of  es'hau-dhm;  and  within 
' the  nr 1 • io-unio  ami  br  J-nniury  • 1,  evu.Iwio  the  yiottes  of  Pit  lode  had  van 

ml  could  hard!,'  be  smb  at  the  weite  at  tem-.d.  Fireamd.Jfteod  emupten-d  thewurk 
mov  prate.  u\id  a ms  noumebly  a no  ted  tet  of  <h-e  nete  ion  . and  today  There  is  hardly 
ten  iteute  per  barrO.  u*  New  York  a.hmniiu  habikotee  io  mark  i*w  she. 

at  that  time  did  not  covet*  the  cost  oik  .-  fbl  t.oe.H  ^ire  tend  of  recalling  1 lie  g-reat  O 
fcrxmsnorteiiunu  Th-w  ww-  •?  oi-uTH  ;;ih!  flood  • te  i vhO  wbudi  swept  every tliiiur 
nnproiinddp  prnpd..  d.  X.  ICeney  kt&tt**  xtiovaWp  hin  uf  the  vailpy^  s^moiijr  eti 
that  U»e  produei.ion  d?o.  m-  the  early  jvirt  h . tejd;/cs,  emkviikinyril.s, 

of  ivh2.  was  scarce] v bad  tdi.it.  of  the  ny  muko  /oej  (ep'oOs  .*.f  .;il  i>rt< >re*  Its  tosish 
giuuin^  of  .1882,  andihui  of  jsh.t  sail  less  Pirv.  fo  too  veiit*  ulso  the  govern-  ■ 
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ment  levied  tc  tax  of  f)iv,x  dollar  per  barrel, 
anti  many  i>i|l-pr»>iluo>?'rs  were  ut  heart* 
Their:  ^fxirU*  were  revived 
to  tUe  iam?ased  dem&mi  ^l>rr*a4.  fbr  petw.v 
fenni  and,  the  repeal  of  tfte  gureihmknt 
tax.  (>t</-^Xvorla  in  that  yemv  a^gre^atoi 
nearly  §•)  *bO0.(XKi  gall  uns  , against  Kb  OtH ):• 

gallons  in-  iistii,  an  increase  of  ou.e  htm 
dred  per  treat.  OpenUhuifS  during  all  these 
years  up  to  abom  I Kfi  were  in  the  yylh-v 
of  the  ill legbe  wy ^ Uhd  it*  fti'J but&y  ’ .; 

ne>  Oil  Creek,  Fiihohv  Tidkmte.  Pur'  ' 
fceF>  I^ikling,  ;P^i*jle any  • v' 
/>ltVr  and  Tiiaumlik  wiefltt.  r^eh  iit  «t>wn 
tiinc:,  (he eeium*  oiihUnwtv 
AS;  early  as  1866 • 

McKean  Cbuaty,  tiear  Bnulfcrtl,  but 
>vas  Atendi>n^d  at  A ^j>th'Ar68h.  feptr  ?ti 
hsjf l another  vyftU  , i*i\.  iiiat  vi^ylty 
drilled  through  to  "' pay  mml,  • whirl?  was 
below  the  level  of the'  uusiiece^.fvd  yc -»■ 
ture  It  proved  tt>  be  u >nia)l  pmdittfetrv 
yielding  ten  hacr&te  peir  dayrahd  kxeiUHi 
rpy  vpl&r&ii..  • • ,1b  1S?4  'a  ^v^ittydytirrel  well 
t<$,  which  may  be  regardini 
ih%  begkining  of  the  development  of  the 
3Jf^l;f»:rrd  "liiisi<L  On'  account  of  ity  iiifii 
and  tl<$  Iwg^yity  of  the  wellse  H Ikm*  cottr- 
tdyMy  AV^k^iodovyeil  all  other districts 

Though  tlkt  e&tent  v>l  its  msounros  wtti 
hot  iiKkVH^i^iy  rect>gn #iy d , by  Jau ita rjv 
PC***-,  its  pvoduchvu  reached , ®0(K) barrels 
%Um  sfeuHlr  road  to 
in 

ij$$‘r  TLQlKl  iti  I$?L  It  uttamed  hsmaxk 
mum  prodlfWtyiiiii)  &t<(W0  latrt4t^?;ddrmg 
(ho  >hoi ML  of  Augu^L  '1S8-L  ‘$\Mvei,  'Svhfeh:. 
time ■••’it  has  steadily  declined.  It  has  m 
ceutiv  heen'yicdtUwg  only  ti(j;.00O  barrel* 


In  the  autumn  uf  1881  feliere  was  h large 
jncrea^!  of  opera  lions  u\  the  Aile^my 
4fcW  lu  sonUiom  '?**>#  \rot*k.  fly  July, 
i$$2: ,-ijfe  production  nu >uAlkd  to  im  aver 
age  of  j^j$N4  barrel  p,o  day.  which  has 
duxdiried  to  7hW  at  rc^ul  dales.  The 
period  of  'Axis  Yuaxhhu'm' ^ dev^lnptu^hh  was 
«uti(iUam*ou^  with  the  most  pheuoioojol 
of  all  the  l^usr  h^lds-^-Clheecy  ilraye. 

. Oh  the  2id  of  |>f‘<-r^,?hrr.  .Isrd . yiruee- 
and  pSmfit:  iMgun  , to '. 

sfnp  vvlntt  is 

>u  g^mhithg  veruu re  its  tern tory  not 
tuimu.  w by  oil-heariug.  By  March  >L 
i&$%  there  wr^i*e  tentjvocarny 

the  well  -Wts  hoardyd  U|> 
gh^dyd lb  prevent  public 
3^>r  xreslrly  3 i?o  xrtd'ii  UMi  U>^ 

oil  tnule  welched  jt  :wiih ::ab^>rbih^ . hikr- 

mi€M  ^ 


: 


pr^v  ^i  t *«lrvtu  «J*1  tliifi  *:  :'-  ' ’“’' 

vv/ic  ::’:•  .; •• 

• %W\*v jfv4y£«rfti|A  w;«1  ‘ ' -\  >: :j|  '--?V 

-4 "/ .•: V ' .V-  . , .\5'.?v~vit;V-'ti;Mv 

R«1  .)inl\r.  **vV<  v ~kt 

.gm»ir-  f^il«»;’(sr<*y,  fin*.-,  6»u#*l  » ■ • 

• •»■•' ’-'•  w<unA-Mj.r:. 

:$Wi$y , 4vijR.,  w v -. 

••  y *-t<  »a*4Us<(< , ’.;  / 

. HM>.k  cr  fry , 

hx-A  W-irjcl. 

Haiftlj-  >1  io; d >Lit fc  tfTfcv 
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X*n<|rt  4>itk«UUs- 


ij»7»  >tyu  rSw,  .^ar 
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rst,  wliidi  Its  s<tkvVjm>rit  pw-fonnanees  ‘ pools,ftv*c'i»  fr*A'f>rrp*'r  U'W'U  BalHtnv.n,  H$ii? 
fully jii^dhsl  it  wu,<  known  as  c Mys  ry  V Mills,  WanLveirs  P^rry,  TIhmh 
tery  from  the  nmnlu'r.  nf  the  lot  I ‘twk- the  home  of  ihiy*Veushmoyv  They 

.upon  svJiicIi  it.  nas  loomed  lYodueers  Lk-IovH the Ntayhig tpuilities  of  l he  darker 
tiiiil  Vpdr mlat'or*  wen-  i>n  tluv >//«.* . r/rt  u>  *nv\\  c!  1st  riot*,  and  \v  hi  hr  they  dmded  hy 
the  i'ueKv,  am!  soont-s  were  eiip  ihfOr eoeketTikeasoeiit.tiiey  ftdi  wh 6 
ployed  to  f athom  its  mystery,  It  re-  eeiorHy.  The  k ‘ t>H*hersv  may  heemupumi 
\ bravery  *js'  well  as  diplomat y,  a wish  the  huilmif  of  the  Yolhov 

lopavledgr  of  sands  ami  oils:  as  well  ns  t he  i rertieuihmK  hydrosJatk  -•>.■ 

pli>>»ie;d,  eiuhirau*’r  tojoarn  ihr  wn  1 of  . ure..  ;;v\  hvi<  they  are  hrsi  opened.  semi*  it 
the  drilL  ThO  sepm  oho  v«io><«  thslne  shower  uf  tel  hi&h  hi  the  mv  al»nvrllic: 
fpiixh  'd  himself  was  .Ki  Huyhro.  who  ehui  ijrrm*k 

• d.  the  Viyihioee  of  Uhv^ourds,  ef-awied  3t  will,  of  -mirse.  hr  umlrrfuood  that 


demo'lc 

. 

l!  v\  hi,  of  « rmrse 

hit  : ; 

these  writ-,  hy  11 1 *m r 

oOUhn)  if  dartre,  X\V 

fh-  t!=  fail  ore  if  dry  ov< 

$ V<>  ity*  1 M |k  d>r)|  H nd  • 

imniodeiio  mho.  m jg  i 

i]*on  tin?  markef  h»r 

oth  a$  >Ve di  us  the  v 

nine  of  eoufnvmms 

totui;  in 

t.h«ar  luente  0,  ml- 

vhe  their  principals  o{  imporUnn  ,>01,0. 

llsitt  ship#:*  v^ypi  tity^  :m<> 

>.s  t.>  ( } i(?  tter»)’«>st  u-i- 

pijniph  dfjfkhr  TTico  0 

'|('t'  'Mjlh  <.*.l)>jlt>()K‘h 

themselves  h&<)  ^hhne  i 

ntv**  t>>  )p| 

wliieli  shoiti/1  tir*l  mavlv  tl)fv  v^dis,  y 0*m> 

company  r;*n  a •wiriVvi; 

hty^  n >ttu^U  gniQ  . 

htdmwnm  to  ti  yOfUrtt 

y odroyd  hoifse.  mul 

t here  | oeri  vvii  ;nwl  ill* 

pah;j,ed  a.v  iuuuy[m 

Ithirilrpyl  uivs%4 

^ per  day ...  y • A ■ tYpy . . 

days  J ittbr^n val  ed*p 

ipahy  p|H  hefd  k(i  ^^ooo  yhyy 

dee  fit  iidp^ruA’le. ' 

;.v  ahr.ni  tWOfr- 

ty  feel  from  tin  invpoj 

rixywt  >yxdj  that  \V»s 

rieai’hi^ 

Tli/v-  ejirhfe  of  Ihi^ 

comj^UtmtV  ♦ d 

.pi.  ‘otdjOiiiio  'OH. 

the  fropg ' yvtifa 

•d  ovhee  the  fh>sOu 

( Vmp.mv  ;!)•;* OW  I-  d 

mfrihi  d iifi  n|c  uf’: 

See  in  <ht  /rm  m l just,  Aoi 

! 0;i‘  hrO.  r -h'l.iiu' 

a wiry  to  a thiiidri’  Y 

'•*  mi  Thorn  hYeek  . 
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district,.  pinned  their  instruments  on  «*  misc imhtiiig  days  when  the  pelrnleum  ex 


hi  ' 


Jvcic*#xj6^icxzj^  • v ?r  *«^v  t * .fV,fr|f>  T<f  . vu  V#  y*  v*^  i » *•-»  n->.  [niru- 

:*im«de  for  shipment.  refining  ^vpm**  lyrod  w i^fi  tfro  <>v»>rv\  Hum 

totum,  TJn*  aeeunutfrued  stodk.  w&#  then  nsvep?  .>-^i  v morphs.  uapifnl  uud  -Tvi)it 
yijfrjr  tome  werto^ume 

(fotTu«iii«jfljpt  Mi  pnVes.  The  first  product  of  ttie  sUiOspral  j>i>^>tiod’.).iit.<  made  cnRhy 
<ti  .iheM-Vrake  wcil  sold  for  #2h  per  bar  jMjtroljMun  lirm  in  pric**  m 6‘i  per  l&rrel 
*:*A  of  *2  ^uilons  let  T&ftfl  a jkoIU  down  and  upward, 

iff  ^2  or  til  pee  barrel,  Tho  triremes  hr  f ii  the  early  dnf$. . t •’ • 
im  vvfiv  fH>  raid y in  iiw  y.<'ur  and  10  whmwvr  -mm  mu^rcr-aled'  in  (toy  oil  -ro- 
ts if*  ite‘  ifuturnp*  when  the  ptoduef  &inw^b~at  the  \vej  fe*' On  railway 

wmifc 

uionM.it*  'J^teK  ire*  l$i  1 J<01Mrfr  l hmyyvdto 

tk»fr<  f *iifcs^  „tt tou^gf |*t  ’ 

OU  04  j and  'WK 

prete  iidvaimed  U»  #4.  Co  dum\  oil  IHJl  »fr  »:>;vl*u-M.^;  v.a>  esptotofred.ttt  Ttto*'- 
*o.Ul  nt. #12  per  kirrvh  hut  the  a vl-rare  tor  vi'Jh*.  The  |YU**>hom>  K.x- 

tl»e  tlw/fcwJe  ' was  somewhere  be*  chalice  Rivaled  m Qtl ou 

tween  £U  a mi  #5.  Jh  January,  1S?,%  Miv  Ary  7V  1^7i.  to  v \Vw-p  op ]*77: 

hi^rheHt  i?rK*e  was  ^2  ;t*K  hot  fry  the  neyl  ffrUshtuvfr  in  JWM  anil  tttvdf'tol  in  JS/’j. 
D^r-inher  'it  had  ?osi.  fcim  * wo  dollars  and  Cmif  vnihiri  l.e;v>  years  jE  hi  * toy  fwsmvttod 

was  selling  for  W cerds  pm  framto  In:  an  uiHomnit  inflm-rim  in  H <i?rq  Mn1  [U'i»  e 

.lleeemher;  1B7I.>..  if  'i*o:iehed  #4  221^  . hut  by  of  oil,  and  i'is  (]n<M.ai .ioii«  nnv  the  stand 
rieptmiiWr  2t/  t87S/  it  whs  hfr  iqenis.  t^rd  of  value  I.i.-K  a and  unique 

tj to>vk.;:wHii  a srimi  i 

field 

penna  limit 

fry  tfre  idlded  productimi  of  tfre  A 
fielil,  frut  lfri?  ‘ 

Hince  lfre  xuark>qv  u£  lM(  ~2  Ava^ 

^ea^intied  hy  ifhz&y  &&*'**«  Jlut  when 
It  w q&  di^cOvereii  that  ( ‘hrj’i'y  GrOvv  Wtts 
dwnuid  to  ^ rapid  ^xhi>!isMonv:o{l  utrund 
ed  lijpoyurii  from  4ft | whihh  itipfd- 

dHolitied  d ulyih  tv  -87-on_  N»>vorri*-. . 

Ue>  vi  fVdlowiu^:  The 
prices'  hu^t  „ ait4  m^ricet  • 

tit  0#^  (Ul  tfrfe  *;V#triu&  of  De7ymfrfU;-l^yy 
tA  the  irox t duyv.tm^  y7 
wiilthp'd  «fe$nu*d  Mi  1 1 f drilter  to 

’ i? S'  ' . Tfr  h ]>aiiie  \\a?  *.li  H'\\>  tiu^'f^j 

in^  # 1 ^q^her^  at  tody  o'du<;K  the  jpire 
cedinjc:  cailyd 

Ba'Htowru  r :y.V/'/v\^7.W"7 
The  Wall  in  ' 

: oaf  I y.  minnw'  of.  ivlati^ktT'- 

heavier : lo;^^  uy  :.W't^  Mt  to  : •'•. 

t rad^rst  in ..ifrfj.  iiiarkef  ft  ?r  rail  nay  *toek*. 

rotiotr.^r^dti,  7,  Oi  i >yi»4nH  sold kt  #1  o?}  . • 
on  • tti^. • IHli  rt^P 'M*y* :‘tl t e day<  the  Marine  ,. 

Baiiic  'fnilWt,  tmvU^i  vHly  t>n  divfrc:  2i . • 

Tluixii  the  vaf  n^  in  the  oiwfr  mhtirel  of  u 
gr^uiit  staple  w&>>  em 
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population,  moderate  banking  fa- 
cilities, and  no  longer  the  centre 
of  any  important  producing  in- 
terests, should  so  long  have  held 
its  commanding  position.  As  a 
rural  speculative  centre  it  is  pos- 
itively without  parallel.  Vir- 
ginia City,  Nevada,  located  im- 
mediately above  the  colossal  sil- 
ver mines  of  the  Comstock  lode, 
and  four  or  five  times  as  large  as 
Oil  City,  never  aspired  to  any 
pretensions  as  a market-place  for 
shares. 

Up  to  the  winter  of  1882-3  the 
original  New  York  Petroleum 
Exchange  was  of  no  influence 
in  the  oil  trade.  It  then  moved 
to  enlarged  quarters,  and  trebled 
its  membership  to  600.  At  this 
time  the  National  Petroleum  Ex- 
change was  organized,  with  500 
members,  and  simultaneously 
the  New  York  Mining  Stock  Ex- 
change, with  nearly  500  mem- 
bers,began  trading  in  petroleum. 
In  April,  1883,  the  latter  two  ex- 
changes were  consolidated,  and 
on  May  1, 1885,  the  old  Petro- 
leum Exchange  was  merged 
with  the  consolidated  board, 
forming  the  Consolidated  Stock 
and  Petroleum  Exchange.  The 
present  organization  has  2117 
members,  pays  $8000  upon  the 
death  of  each  as  life-insurance, 
has  cash  reserves  of  over  half  a 
million  dollars,  and  now  estab- 
lishes the  market  price  for  pe- 
troleum. The  clearances  in  the 
New  York  market  in  1884  aggre- 
gated over  5,500,000,000  barrels 
— about  150  times  the  total  prod- 
uct above-ground. 
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Having  briefly  reviewed  the 
growth  of  the  industry  and  its 
accompanying  speculation,  we 
may  now  glance  at  the  methods 
employed  in  producing,  trans- 
porting, and  refining  oil. 

Prospectors  in  selecting  a 
promising  spot  to  test  new  terri- 
tory are  often  influenced  by  a 
‘‘belt  theory,'" first  advanced  by 
a man  named  Angell.  In  a gen- 
eral way  his  idea  has  been  veri- 
fied by  experience.  It  proceed- 
ed qpon  the  hypothesis  that  oil 
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lies  in  belts  or  pools  having  a northeast 
and  southwest  trend,  sometimes  called 
the  “forty-five  degree  line.”  In  districts 
known  to  be  oil-bearing  the  wells  are  fre- 
quently located  near  the  boundary  of  the 
owner’s  property.  The  object  is  to  drain 
as  much  of  his  neighbor’s  oil  as  possible, 
for  there  are  no  partitions  in  the  sub- 
terranean chambers  corresponding  to  the 
lines  of  surface  ownership.  The  driller's 
motto  is  “first  come,  first  served,”  hence 
there  is  generally  a race  to  see  who  shall 
first  tap  nature’s  till. 

When  the  exact  spot  for  the  well  has 
been  determined  upon,  a well-hole  is  dug 
about  fifteen  feet  in  depth,  and  if  solid 
rock  is  not  reached,  a wrought-iron  pipe 
eight  to  twelve  inches  in  diameter  is 
driven  down  to  it.  Above  this  is  erected 
the  “derrick,”  a pyramidal  structure  of 
heavy  timbers,  generally  seventy -two  feet 
in  height.  At  each  side  is  located  a fifteen 
to  twenty  horse-power  engine,  which  op- 
erates a walking-beam,  to  which  is  attached 
a heavy  cable  and  the  drilling  apparatus. 

This  consists  of  four  parts.  The  up- 
per one  is  called  the  “sinker-bar,”  about 
eighteen  feet  in  length;  next  come  the 
* 4 jars,  ” seven  feet  in  length ; then  the 4 4 au- 
ger-stem,” about  thirty  feet  long,  of  Si- 
inch  cold  rolled  steel ; and  finally,  at  the 
end  of  this  is  a 44  bit”  three  feet  in  length. 

Thus  equipped,  steam  is  turned  on,  and  the 
ponderous  weight  of  2000  to  3000  pounds, 
alternately  raised  and  dropped,  as  in  a 
pile-driver,  drives  the  bit  into  the  rock  at 
the  average  rate  of  sixty  to  one  hundred 
feet  daily.  After  drilling  for  some  time 
the  tools  are  hoisted  and  a fresh  bit  is  in- 
serted. Meanwhile  a “sand  pump,”  or 
44  bailer,”  a cylindrical  tube  with  valves 
opening  inward,  is  dropped  down  the 
hole  to  remove  detritus  or  water.  A 
“casing”  is  fitted  snugly  to  the  walls  of 
the  well  to  keep  out  the  water;  and  when 
it  is  necessary  to  pump  the  oil,  the  well  is 
tubed.  The  tube  is  about  two  inches  in 
diameter,  around  which  a rubber  packer 
is  inserted  just  above  the  oil  and  gas  bear- 
ing rock.  This  cuts  olF  the  escape  of  the 
gas,  forcing  it  up  through  the  tube,  and 
causing  the  well  to  How.  The  bore  of  the 
well  varies  from  eight  to  six  inches,  and 
its  depth  varies  with  the  geological  forma- 
tion, averaging  perhaps  1200  to  1500  feet, 
and  sometimes  reaching  2500. 

The  cost  of  a well  naturally  depends 
upon  its  location,  depth,  and  character  of 

rock.  The  owner  generally  erects  the 
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. tank,  at  an  iiwnxpt ' wbieh  advanced  from  73  (o  8if 

extern  so  of  ^*1500,  and  then  euiit  ra»'fs  with*  wii^;  Oh  Hu*  evening  of  1.1m  i^th  a large 
?r  driller  (o  furnish  tlie  tools  and  sink  fhfc  charge  i>l  nb rn-g]  ye erine  wns  exploded  ill 
well.  This  charge  will  probably  aeemge  jtN  and mstmifl  y o tri-unnoi*>Mss?rc*itr»i  of  oi! 
si s; tv  cents  per  foot.  ll  is  peril  tip*  Hjitfo  Ut  gushed  IWthk  pnMmg  b ve  luuidnuiUurr*fls 
Siiy  that  wells  in  tin*  lerfter  field*  average  in  tin*  tank  during  the*  firs?  homy.  This 
m ♦ ost  fi  rojj  K'iaOO  to  $3000.  was  the  hirers!  wed  ever  opened  rn  this 

Torpedoes,  which  were.  first  nit rod need  country , and  h>|S  since  hern  .surpassed  by 
about  were  received  with  distrust:,  ;op,]y  one  of  its  0eiydb>»  »m.  7'i  w wVecl  of  Ibis 

Hat  are  now  lii  general  use.  and  have  bn*  torpedo  wav  m nurd  as msImUaneous  in  the 
ctom*  h tiis’rssary  part  of  the*  *Mp.H[miejji  nf  ihnfkei  ps  id  ibc  well,  and  cor l.v  the  next 
iv  They  ’nffe-  v^Jirjdrical  fufkiry,  v«-  hnn’ifjhg  t,hi? ^ 

ryir.g  in sJ/m,  hot  germ  rally  right  inches  ‘ to  fvK  erui.s 

i?j  length  and  four  in  diameter,  coolant-  The  torpedo  was  patented  by  Odom  I 
ing  ftiiivl  • 'tU’tto^ly coring;  A.  L.  tiobf^Ts>  and  ilmuirb 

the  yiiliddy  <$  py£* 

•and.  expiodt'/i  by  Propping  a 2(i  pound  mb  M as  ' Tstial,  ami  u fur Imp?  was 
east-imp  vygcgfil  upon  Rmm  f rouj  of  iyvj*d) ties  for  -its.  One 

Tim  e^plosrm  shatters  (he  wid!>.  giving • year,  ago  last  May.  it  expired,  ami  smro 
1 grea.J»0'  /^[lOSiih!  of  surface  fe  *i{vnv  Hum  t hv  Cf m liars  been  kmrely  minced, 
bd  from  thus  stimulating  the  wells  ami  !n  rim  beginning  of  the  .olf  industry 
hie? easing  ihtdV  prod mtiim* , Though  gmtf  didfeuHy  VTa*  isvperiesioed  HI  pro 
this  irejumoMt  hastens  l hi*  evImiOmo  of  rwrVug  MnKigy  and  1 rnnsporfalitm  hrndi- 
a well,  it  is  -believed  by  many  that  ihe  |j>«  Tips  \ya*s  before  radroials  hud  pen  * 
SUilUMVir  of  nil  t Sit  an  Hal  e\e.(M‘ds  wis-H.  ;o  va  trd  tbo  od  '.r«^st?ffs.;.  and  yflmb  ibe 
wtfiild  be  prociiwttf.  At  iStypfiilijffl  iooij^.  df  sh/pthtminy^  by  bar- 

on j \ live  01-  si  v ipiartn  of  mtro-gi vr»*i  »mi  reb>  - mi  .WH'^ronH  to  the  Ai!tv-l»rny,  ami 
were  i m md  nerd,  hut  m>w  if  is  im  mutual  the  nee  by  bulk  bo;d  *'  to  ThttslairgO.  The 
tbmg  to  empjiiy  ;3;g(>  ?o  i?00  ip.mrt-s  fm  gdy*.  bar  fcJs  Vv>-rrnl  first  «n  imneriret.  tb^r  miioh 
eeritu',.  epual  to  to  540b  poiihib.  -or,  of  iinm-b  oev.rd  out  it\  i rtihsu..  l»ji,  this  dr- 

ganiuoviier.  fer.i  was  ain-rwaoJ  r< ambied  by  a prepa- 

'Hus  evjdo^MS  h:i>  oftmi  been  i>m]bo\^'d  rafmii  of  gluts 
W-d.h  nWoi»>v  numbly  vo  OP-  .jo  T!n*n  mnue  tin-  vya  of  m^h'Oads  mul 

irnttn  x?f  4HS4.  The  A rm^Uodg  wrl}  JfoV  fanfc  em  Mdpph  were  iiMprowii  in  their 
at  Thorn  Cvonlc,  n?  r>o-  or;u:i  v o?'  eiins-ti-u' | iorr by  |<tir-:Vipi»er  wove  for  load* 

;d  * " ‘ -gM^l r ’ wys  d flpanigh  pi  thf-  i)ig  Afjbd  dii  h>w^  for  (li^hHrging:  the 

pay  s&ildf  apfl  Ondu^g*  t^i  tp<  Odt^her  Oil  Afj}3r*  jinv  pw>1>- 

it  vras  ptvnooTieed  d?^;.  The  ^^uihof  l^fri  was  tliy  th  thv  ^h'<I  the 

this  aifOnOr^  iff  • IhP  eid  ihl^  }ed  lb  thfe  iiUioduet iaii 
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of  iron  pipes,  or  from  tin1  Wells  • renn-.ni  from  thirty  to  forly-tive.  days,  st  br- 

io tic-  raii’-v.-i 0,  Tin-  pipe  line  built  in  agy  free.  as  a credit" bijinneu.  Tln-ii  if  is 
1 Stiff  from  Pi '-hole  to  Millers  fnnn,  the  converted  inid  what  ft  re  technically  called 
iiwwi  railway  station,  wax  the  gevni  ttf  •’ aceept.-iiiOi:*.’'  lint  cOnimoniy  known  ,« 
tlx  prp&elil;  hibyrhdhju.? •system  of  j»i (»es  " oil  oevi.ilteutex,''  in  round  lots  of  one 
that  thuvpttw  tin*  oil  held*,  Teamsters  thousand  or  ten  thousand  barrels.  .This 
anti  were  so  hostile  to  tbii*  or  eeptifip^  ^iTespoit^  to  a 

1 n noVAtioo,  kjfsn-h-  they  regdydcd  nil Avi^'hOus*  T6ceipl:,.a>id  3s  thy  fitly  pLbkU' 
tOTiAiOn  of  their /rights,  that  tW'  line  had  -feitshlp  'pa^Stiijr  from  th  esc  Jl »; ft (i  tj .«  b by fcr 


rejyrnlttt'  storage  eoinpiny  wua  f*Wd?foh*d  -j»h>  naty 

in  Pittsburgh  to  reerivk  oil  from  the  Aik-  standing  jwstliBcHje*.  The  frumpany  owns 
eneny  i,nais.  The  monthly  charge  for stor  no  nil,  exvsrpt  such  tk  it  purchases  for 
agivai tirsf  ivujs  fi  ve  c»Aits  per  barrel.  ami  in  ' ‘sedinibuf. ami  snrpl tJ.sTtfWhapt  Ihymani-. 
Kohte  di'cejit  itmid  cases  ten  senls.  hut  later  tain  the  integrit  y of  its  certificates.; 
t he  en  i e was  induced  to  two  and  «*  half  As  the  eushwliian  of  this  oil  it  charges 
moils,  ami  in  .187(1  to  one  and  a quarter  50  rents  per  1000  barrels  daily,  or  £12  -lit) 
cents.  Between  1866  and  187 1 a number  ’/per  rtmiitf.  Tills 

of  ntiscellandfjMs  I'bibp'anids  \kke  nvgiut-  of  its  plant,  hiss,  bo  fcvat^n'attoo,  and  tlm 
ized  to store  ami  l.rnospovf.yVil,  :hut.-'t6.e.i>.  fornniiioit  of  ^nndhless  vdlifubjil.  There 
service  and  mshagi.mimt  were  riot always  .tinik  Ik  A vyd'y  li/ihtJsdnie  pnoLlt  in  this 
satisfactory.  business,,  though  it  should  be  remembered 

tii  JS7.6-.Ti  g»twk«l'- oous<>i  i d m.Vn  a of  the  that  whyn  thft  inlfie.ld&^ivo  out,  die  plant 
leading  jnilrpendeot  corporations  \V.Q»  ef-  will  tie.  as  worthies.*.  as  old  junk 
iivhd  under  the  name  Mild  title  of 
the  " JJtoited  Pipe  L inesT  This  or 
gartixafioij,  with  its  cnprUyl  Of  bee 

million*,  came  under  the  eooirnl  of 


is  thirty-Uvp  milhOus.  The  origi- 
nal company  is  now'  known  as  lie* 
U oiled  Pi|W'-  Lille  division  Of  the 

National  Transit  fumpany. 

'fbe  y»it  ti«hTs  are  cnveiTd  wi th  a 
net  work  |>f  pipes  ami  tanks  nomen-i 
eel  wall  the  wells.  When  .a  nr  w dls 
1-rii-t  i:s d iseo  vered,  the  pipe  Bur  con 
orris  u with  the  ..eared  stotton  of 
otic*  v»f  thb  dht-  Welds. \ Each  indie, 
vidu&l  erects  a took  at  id*  wplj  <>f  a 

Utions  of  lie  well'.  When  the  mid; 
till*  up  syith  <iil  hit .sends  foMheconi 
pa.fty  s gftti.i£thr,  who  t}«ni'Mri:>  it.st:*)n- 
Add  tukio*  it  into  the  pipca-  of 
the  eompany.  A re<e|]i(  for  IJ.e 
nunihrr  of  liamils.  tUrw  per 
cep  t f*>h  1i«»  Sat"h  ikApomtidir,  etc  , 
us  idv'en  to  the  owner.  This  nniy 


Tin  U>lT*T0B 


to  he  constantly  guarded.  ,/b  0> 

i ill}  tll€ 

' petroleistn  » ;•,«.  loo ige^l' 

Tfte  (\Kl  contphnins  were  merely  foin 

yuv'V* 

lited  X'ipn  Lilies  is  a in 

nttml.jfi 

hi|R*^c 

c/inpany,  and  ir*  the.  by* 

•nt  i>r  de 

tliv  stwruee  of  (ho  oi],  hut  about  |S6-i  4'  sjt- 

ruct^in 

hj  lm-  of  arty  oil  htk. 

1 by  ft.  ?* 
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When-  the  holder  of  the  com  pauy  ‘s  ac-  Llne^nudthe  western  initial  station  of  the 
veplanees  presents  them  requestui^ the  cle-  trunk  itiw  t»'  Now  York.  Here  are  lo- 
i»  vowv  of  a ^m'spemdiug  amount  of  oil  e.&ted  nnumuKe  shn-uge  t.uiik$,eueh  holding 
hi  a rerun n railway  stadpu,  an  additional  83*000  barrels.  The  National  Tmn$ii 
clu*r»ge  of  iwvtUy  vents  p*r  barrel  is  made.  Company  in  its  two  divisions  &Wm  or 
This  covets  the  cost  of  m&kiiig  eeuiuection.  leases-  lS;Vi  timkif,  with  an  agifivgat.e  ea- 
with  this  wells,  tlm eooveyauee  and  load-  parity  of  ,42.000.000  Imm'ls.  They  have 
jog  of  the  oil  leaving  an  apparont  held  over  10,000,000  Inti,  owing  to  a rty- 

ly  luVire  iuargm  of  pro  lit  for  the  so  rviee.  duriinu  of  fttm'irs  dorms  the  past  year. 
The  oil  legions  are  within  an  urea  one  'they  now  eonixmi  /dkvut bsi'i'els. 
linntlr^l  Wih^  *<jtfaee\  raid  ‘ ii  rmiy  i|t  Tlifc'  -jiruuk lin*-  io/J^ew  York 

•some  mil  why  station  withm  this  territory  was  completed  m October,  l*0L;:  It  eon- 
that  tho  United  Pipe  Line  will  deliver  of  two  'Aix-iuch  .pipes,,  which  follow 

the-  oil  If  the  owner  desuyts  to  drip  it  the  ^oeqn^llLies  of  dirfare  tbo  entire  di&- 
to  any  outside  point,  he  can  do  so  at  lance  Of  tUree  hundred  miles.  Every 
such  railroad  FreightfratGs  as  may  be  to-  twenty -flye  mile*  there  b a pumping*  sta- 
tahSidied.  If  he  wishes  it  transported  tjnu  with  double  tanks,  While  the  oil 
to  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Baltlniom,  iti&m  the  first  seetioiUis  discharging 'into 
Bwifato, Gfpyedaiid.or  Pittsburgh,  to  wbieti  oho  tank*  the  <^nteiU^  of  the  secoi>d  tftiik 
points  the.  National  Transit  Company  lifts  are  pumping:  into  the  u«*\f  sect  ior>,  'Tim 


Oieaio  jhftt  h Girth  of  BnidforiU  lis  {he 
iwtfhimh'vn  kd^nihds  of  Uje  t^ritetl  pipe 


M Saddle  R'iverv  near  Pass-ue,  Netff 
Jerj<eyf  aind  idWw  mi les  from  New  York 1 
a hramdi  line  diverges,  end 
crossing  dieNortlilUver,  New 
York  vMy  dingo n ally  from 
T;  ;■  jyf  Seventy  Second  to  Sixty  Third 
Street,  and  the  East  River;  *H 
s u j>|  »1  iosf  he  reft  rinn^s  at  H un  l* 
cr\s  Poult;  Newtown  Creek, 
Wj  [liainvhurg,  iiiiii  -Brookl yn. 
The  main  hoecoMiimes  to  thn 
large  Standard  refumvios  at 
: . Rii^outn1 , au . New  i!  ark  ’Bayy 
yy  'l  ;»;■  line  jo  Ph i hbe! phl'a  be- 
. gin*  gi-  u ^foKeati 

■:  l d a*  my.  with  Lr:llii;li  from 

MlMwiiy,  Pepfi^dvajHa,  to 
Jh>Umt<,n>.  Tin  lines  to  Bvif- 
• ' %lo,' ' Pitfsiiu  ngi  V , **p&;  Gleyc- 
land  .o>-  shnruw  and  of  hw< 

; - ' in i .*res)  The  company  pur- 

ybiitvcf  1 1 jfijzli'i  iif  y ?&$\  a§i4 
did  upt  jOi>k  t < > the  . Slide  to 
. - ♦ f he  rsdrht  *-f  t-ndiu  nt 

d«Mhaiu.  A private  te]c^r;0ih 
^’irr  the  pipe  linyv  gi  v - 

litt*  the  iff:oniv**rs  p»'-vp^d  von- 
t w#l  of  i is  oj.^ra( n nig. ■ T;3 

un<  several  etiKiil  1 in#>«:  bfr 

. xlgh-i ibrnit  tit; 

’ on  H i hn p°ivhtniA< it ei  n^ 

tl>^- 

water  Pipe  Com j >a vr>%  Ji m% 
ed/'  L . rngHtiitexl  by 
ttnd  ?s<Av  York 
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capitalists,  in  opposition  to  the  Standard, 
but  it  i*  n&Vf  understood  to  te  in  entire 

harmony  wdh  Urn  i mentis  of  tin-  iafbdv 

Its  pipes  are  confined  to  the  Bradford  rieid 
and  to  a trunk  line  from  Rixford,  near 
Bradford,  to  Tamanend,  on  the  Heading 
Railroad,  a distance  of  170  miles.  It  built 
and  operated  refineries,  and  has  a storage 
capacity  of  about  a million  and  a half  bar- 
rels* It  assumes  the  fire  risk,  and  its  cer- 
tificates are  only  .bought  and  sold  for  legit- 
imate commercial  purposes,  as  they  are 
not  a good  delivery  on  the  petroleum  ex- 
changes of  the  country. 

Having  thus  traced  the  crude  oil, which 
is  of  a greenish  color,  from  its  subterra- 
nean home  to  the  receiving  tanks  of  the 
refineries  at  the  sea-board  and  elsewhere, 
we  may  now  study  the  processes  whereby 
it  is  fitted  for  use.' 


A OUKAT  REMS  BUT  AT  ilCNTKft's  POINT. 


The  discovery  of  petroleum  in  quantity 
was  the  death-blow  to  the  distillation  of 
coal  oil  from  coal  and  shale,  but  the  man- 
ufacture of  coal  oil  paved  the  way  for  the 
successful  refining  of  petroleum.  Kicrs, 
the  druggist  who  had  experimented  with 
some  primitive  refining  utensils,  was  nut 
successful  until  he  called  to  his  aid  in  .1858 
the  services  of  C.  B.  Holmes,  an  expert  dis- 
tiller of  coal  oil. 

After  Drake's  discovery,  the  works  at 
Newtown  Creek  and  South  Brooklyn  were 
converted  from  distilleries  of  coal  oil  to 
refineries  of  petroleum,  and  it  was  iu  these 
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factories  that  kerosene  was  first  produced 
to  any  extent.  Early  in  1860  Holmes 
erected  a refinery  at  Erie,  Pennsylvania, 
and  soon  thereafter  the  “ woods  were  [lit- 
erally] full  of  them,”  particularly  along 
Oil  Creek.  They  were  of  very  simple  and 
primitive  construction,  and  their  product 
did  not  compare  with  the  careful  scientific 
work  of  to-day.  The  greatest  step  in  the 
direction  of  improved  apparatus  and  pro- 
cesses was  taken  in  1862,  at  Corry,  Penn- 
sylvania, and  at  Plummer,  between  Oil 
City  and  Titusville. 

Processes  vary  in  different  establish- 
ments, but  they  are  essentially  as  follows: 
The  crude  oil  is  emptied  into  stills  made 
of  heavy  boiler  iron,  either  in  a cylindric- 
al form  (placed  horizontally),  or  with  oval 
top  and  corrugated  bottom,  underneath 
which  is  the  furnace  fire.  Every  refinery 
has  a series  of  these  stills,  each  contain- 
ing from  600  to  1500  barrels.  The  former 
are  twelve  and  a half  feet  in  diameter  and 
thirty  feet  in  length.  The  heat  of  the 
furnace  causes  vapors  to  rise  from  the 
most  volatile  portions  of  the  oil  within 
three  hours  after  firing  up.  This  vapor 
enters  a coil,  or  worm,  of  iron  pipe  sub- 
merged in  cold  water.  The  water  cools 
or  condenses  the  vapor  into  a liquid  call- 
ed “distillate.”  This  condensation  in 
some  refineries  is  effected  by  permitting 
the  vapor  to  escape  into  confined  boxes  of 
water,  or  condensers.  In  this  box  or  con- 
denser the  vapor  is  converted  into  a dis- 
tillate which  passes  through  a pipe  to  the 
“ receiving- room,”  and  the  water  sinks  to 
the  bottom  of  the  condenser,  aud  is  with- 
drawn. 

All  distillate  is  sent  to  the  receiving- 
room,  where  a separation  is  made  accord- 
ing to  its  density.  All  that  is  below  60°  B. 
(Baume,  standard  of  density),  and  down  to 
40°  B.,  is  turned  into  a tank  for  kerosene 
distillates.  The  lighter  portions,  or  the 
earlier  runs  from  the  still,  go  into  naph- 
tha, gasoline,  or  benzine  tanks,  while  the 
heavier  oils,  below  38°  B.,  go  into  the 
manufacture  of  paraffine  and  lubricating 
oil.  The  lightest  vapor  is  called  “rhigo- 
lene,”  ranging  from  115°  to  105°  B.,  though 
it  and  the  second  run  are  usually  turned 
into  the  naphtha  tanks.  When  saved  it  is 
used  as  an  anaesthetic.  The  next  product 
is  known  as  “ cyniogene,”  ranging  from 
105°  to  95°  B.,  and  is  sometimes  used  in 
ice-machines.  Below  this  is  gasoline,  95° 
to  80°  B.,  used  largely  in  country  houses 
for  manufacturing  gas.  The  Park  A ven ue 


Hotel,  New  York,  the  Grand  Union,  Sara- 
toga, and  the  Hotel  Kaaterskill  are  lighted 
by  this  kind  of  gas.  Next  comes  naph- 
tha, 80°  to  65°  B.,  which  is  extensively 
used  in  South  American  towns  for  street- 
lamp  lighting,  and  in  conjunction  with 
benzine,  65°  to  60°  B.,  as  a substitute  for 
turpentine  in  mixing  varnishes  and  paints. 
They  are  also  used  as  a solvent  to  remove 
stains  and  grease  and  for  cleaning  wools, 
and  for  this  purpose  are  of  superior  value. 

Finally  we  come  to  that  portion  of  the 
distillate  intended  for  kerosene.  It  is  rel- 
atively free  from  the  obnoxious  and  in- 
flammable elements  that  characterized  the 
earlier  runs  from  the  stills,  but  it  is  neces- 
sary tosubjeet  it  to  further  treatment.  This 
distillate,  therefore,  is  conveyed  into  a 
still,  where  live  steam  is  injected  into  it,  the 
gentle  heat  driving  off  through  a pipe  a 
large  proportion  of  its  remaining  inflam- 
mable ingredients.  The  method  of  one  of 
the  leading  manufactories  in  producing 
their  high-test  oil  is  to  introduce  the  oil  in 
the  lower  part  of  a tank  of  water  heated 
to  a temperature  of  206  F°.,  or  just  below 
the  boiling-point.  The  oil  rises  through 
the  water,  and  the  vapor  which  is  thus 
generated  is  carried  away ; the  remaining 
portion  of  the  improved  distillate  is  convey- 
ed to  a large  tank  called  the  “agitator.” 

In  this  agitator  the  distillate  is  treated 
with  one  and  a half  to  two  per  cent,  of 
sulphuric  acid.  Meanwhile  a current  of 
air  is  forced  down  a tube  submerged  in 
the  distillate.  The  air  escapes  from  per- 
forations at  its  lower  extremity,  breaking 
up  the  acid  into  minute  particles  or  atoms, 
which  insures  the  closest  commingling  and 
admixture  of  the  oil  and  acid.  The  pitch 
which  is  held  in  suspension  in  the  distil- 
late has  a greater  affinity  for  the  sulphu- 
ric acid,  and  consequently  flies  to  its  em- 
brace. When  the  current  of  air  ceases, 
the  acid  in  combination  with  the  pitch  i& 
precipitated  to  the  bottom  and  drawn  off. 
The  acid  acts  as  a scavenger,  “sweeten- 
ing” the  oil.  It  goes  into  the  agitator  as 
white  and  clear  as  water,  and  comes  out 
a thick,  black,  and  tarry  substance,  known 
as  “sludge”  or  spent  acid.  This  sludge, 
which  has  a very  offensive  odor,  is  either 
dumped  in  deep  ocean  or  sent  to  Barren 
Island  to  be  used  in  the  manufacture  of 
artificial  fertilizers. 

The  next  process  is  to  give  the  distillate 
a water  bath,  for  which  purpose  a large 
quantity  of  w?ater  is  pumped  to  the  top  of 
the  agitator,  and  falling  to  the  bottom. 
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the  oil  does  not  get  so  hot,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  danger  of  breakage  is  greater. 
While  the  brass  “ student-lam p”  heats  up 
to  about  the  highest  degree,  it  has  an  at- 
tachment excluding  the  atmosphere,  so 
that  blowing  out  the  flame  does  not  drive 
it  downward.  Moreover,  it  is  so  arranged 
that  the  oil  is  always  on  the  same  level, 
and  therefore  the  capillary  attraction  is 
never  overtaxed,  as  in  ordinary  lamps, 
when  the  oil  is  low.  Experts  in  kerosene 
lighting  lay  stress  on  the  necessity  of  pro- 
curing a good  quality  of  wick  and  of  fit- 
ting it  fully. 

Absolutely  safe  as  a good  grade  of  ker- 
osene is  in  a good  lamp,  the  consumer  s 
only  protection  lies  in  the  brand,  or  in 
State  or  municipal  inspection.  The  law 
should  be  based  upon  scientific  experi- 
ments, and  be  rigidly  enforced.  Some 
States  are  without  adequate  laws  in  this 
respect,  and  they  should  hasten  to  sur- 
round their  citizens  with  proper  safe- 
guards. Such  laws  also  serve  to  protect 
honest  manufacturers  from  the  competi- 
tion of  unprincipled  refiners.  While  in 
England,  New  York  city  and  State,  and 
Massachusetts  100°  F. flash  test  is  the  stand- 
ard, in  Indiana,  Michigan,  and  Ohio  120° 
is  the  lowest.  Georgia,  Pennsylvania,  and 
Maryland  have  110°  fire  test  as  the  stand- 
ard,while  in  Maine,  New  Hampshire,  Wis- 
consin, and  Japan  it  is  120°.  Missouri  and 
Illinois  require  150°  fire  test,  which  insures 
to  all  families  the  grade  of  oil  which  is 
used  by  the  most  intelligent  consumers 
everywhere.  The  instruments  differ  so 
much, however,  that  kerosene  which  would 
be  condemned  by  one  might  be  accepted 
under  another. 

The  petroleum  industry  gives  employ- 
ment to  a large  body  of  laborers.  In  1880, 
according  to  the  census  report,  there  were 
2111  skilled  and  8784  unskilled  workmen 
engaged  in  producing  oil,  and  9869  persons 
in  refining  it.  There  are  about  20,000  wells 
in  the  entire  oil  field,  but  many  of  them  are 
small  pumpers,  and  one  hand  can  attend 
to  several  of  them.  After  the  completion 
of  the  derrick,  and  the  arrival  of  engine 
and  tools,  four  men  are  required  to  drill  a 
well.  These  men  receive  $3  50  per  day. 
The  common  well-tenders,  pipe-men,  and 
the  like  receive  $50  per  month,  or  from 
$1  75  to  $2  per  day.  Coopers  and  carpen- 
ters get  about  $2  50.  In  refineries  skilled 
laborers  receive  $3  per  day,  and  still-men, 
or  common  workmen,  get  about  $1  75. 

The  best:paid  men  in  the  oil  business 
D sVol. 


are  those  who  own  and  control  “the 
Standard,”  and  their  services  undoubted- 
ly come  under  the  head  of  ‘‘skilled  labor.” 

Mr.  John  D.  Rockefeller,  who  is  the  mas- 
ter-spirit of  the  Standard,  is  still  a rela- 
tively young  man.  When  he  became  in- 
terested in  a small  refinery  in  1862  he  was 
not  much  more  than  a precocious  boy. 

He  had  the  prescience  and  sagacity,  how- 
ever, to  foresee  the  future  possibilities  of 
the  petroleum  industry,  and  in  1865  he 
abandoned  his  produce  commission  busi- 
ness in  Cleveland  and  devoted  himself 
exclusively  to  oil  refining  and  shipping. 

By  1870  the  firms  of  Rockefeller  and  Co. 
and  Rockefeller,  Flagler,  and  Andrews 
had  attained  a high  position  in  the  trade; 
but  Rockefeller's  dream  was  a great  or- 
ganization that  should  control  the  petro- 
leum business  of  the  country.  In  this 
year  the  Standard  Oil  Company  of  Ohio 
was  formed,  with  a nominal  capital  of 
$1,000,000.  To  it  was  transferred  the 
plant,  property,  and  good-will  of  the  two 
firms  above  mentioned.  Later,  this  cap- 
ital was  increased  to  $3,500,000,  by  unit- 
ing with  it  the  larger  outside  refineries  of 
Philadelphia,  Pittsburgh,  and  New  York, 
and  the  policy  of  aggression  and  absorption 
of  rival  concerns  was  begun.  A Standard 
Oil  Company  was  organized  in  Pennsylva- 
nia, in  New  York,  and  in  New  Jersey ; but, 
superior  to  these  companies,  there  was 
created  in  1880  a mysterious  organization 
known  as  the  “Standard  Oil  Trust,”  with 
a capital  of  $70,000,000.  One  of  its  origi- 
nators has  testified  that  it  is  “neither  a 
partnership  nor  corporation,”  but  “an 
agreement  made  by  individuals  interest- 
ed, who  have  by  virtue  of  that  agreement 
created  a trust,  and  put  that  trust  in  the 
hands  of  trustees.”  In  it  is  supposed  to 
be  lodged  the  supreme  control  of  the  four 
Standard  Oil  Companies  of  Ohio,  Penn- 
sylvania, New  York,  and  New  Jersey,  of 
the  National  Transit  Company,  and  of  the 
various  refineries  and  allied  interests 
which  it  owns  or  controls.  It  is  a com- 
mercial secret  society,  which  has  been 
managed  with  consummate  skill  and  abil- 
ity, and  it  has  successfully  defied  inquisi- 
tive courts,  legislatures,  and  newspapers. 

“ The  Standard''  in  its  generic  sense  has 
come  in  for  generous  abuse  in  many  quar- 
ters, as  its  tentacles  have  reached  out  and 
bodily  appropriated  the  transportation  fa- 
cilities and  refineries  of  oil,  suppressing 
all  opposition  and  competition.  Before  it 
constructed  a pipe  line  of  its  own  to  the 
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sea-board  it  was  necessarily  the  largest 
shipper  of  crude  oil  to  tide-water,  and 
great  complaints  were  made  that  all  the 
oil  terminal  facilities  of  railways,  partic- 
ularly the  Erie  and  New  York  Central, 
were  owned  or  leased  by  the  Standard  in- 
terests, and  such  large  rebates  were  made 
to  it  on  the  oil  transported  in  tank  cars 
that  the  discrimination  was  ruinous  to  all 
outside  refiners  and  shippers. 

It  may  be  said,  however,  that  the 
growth  of  the  Standard  was  merely  in 
keeping  with  the  commercial  tendency  of 
the  present  time,  which  leads  to  the  ag- 
gregation of  capital  and  the  consequent 
overthrow  of  smaller  artisans  a®d  trades- 
men. The  company  should  be  less  sub- 
ject to  hostile  criticism  than  had  it  been 
the  recipient  of  grants,  subsidies,  or  val- 
uable public  franchises.  It  is  a natural 
and  not  a legislative  monopoly,  and  in 
this  respect  differs  from  many  other  great 
monopolies,  like  the  East  India  Company, 
the  Hudson  Bay  Company,  and  Alaska 
Fur  Company,  or  railways  with  large 
land  grants  of  public  domain.  Though 
“the  Standard”  has  acquired  control  of 
almost  the  entire  pipe  line  system,  and 
manufactures  and  sells  perhaps  ninety  per 
cent,  of  all  the  oil  produced,  it  has,  as  a 
rule,  held  aloof  from  the  producing  busi- 
ness, though  many  of  its  largest  stock- 
holders are  personally  interested  in  pro- 
duction. 

From  present  appearances  the  petrole- 
um, wells  of  Pennsylvania  have  passed 
their  maximum,  and  though  occasional 
small  pools  are  likely  to  be  found,  it  is  ex- 
tremely doubtful  if  future  discoveries  can 
possibly  approach  the  volume  of  output 
of  the  palmy  days  of  1881  and  1882.  The 
probability  is,  however,  that  prolific  fields 
will  be  opened  in  some  other  portions  of 
the  country,  perhaps  in  West  Virginia, 
the  Carolinas,  Kentucky,  Ohio,  Missouri, 
Wyoming,  or  in  California  and  Canada, 
where  oil  has  been  found  in  small  commer- 
cial quantities.  South  America,  too,  espe- 
cially Peru,  is  apromising  field, and,  in  fact, 
since  petroleum  is  a universal  product,  a 
great  many  surprises  in  the  way  of  devel- 
opment doubtless  lie  before  us  in  the  future. 
Since  its  sources  of  supply,  however,  are 
hidden,  and  it  is  in  that  respect  radically 
different  from  most  staple  products,  great 
uncertainty  must  always  attend  the  pro- 
duction of  petroleum. 

The  foreign  demand  for  our  refined  oil 
has  steadily  increased,  as  follows: 

Digged  by  CjQ  glc 


Exports  op  Oil  from  the  United  States. 


Year. 

Gallons. 

Value. 

1862 

6,828,129 

$ 1,539,027 

1864 

26,496,849 

16,563,413 

1866 

60,987,341 

24,830,887 

1868 

79,456,888 

21,810,676 

1870 

113,735,294 

32,668,960 

1872 

145,171,583 

34,058,390 

1874 

247,806,483 

41,245,815 

1876 

243,660,152 

32,915,786 

1878 

338,841,303 

46,574,974 

1880 

423,964,699 

36,218,625 

1882 

659,954,590 

51,232,706 

1884 

613,660,092 

47,103,248 

The  exports  for  1885  exceed  those  of  1884 
by  about  ten  per  cent.  The  larger  portion 
goes  to  Germany  and  England,  but  the 
demand  in  India  and  China  is  increas- 
ing. The  domestic  consumption  is  grow- 
ing, and  at  the  present  time  the  aggregate 
consumption  of  American  kerosene  is  in 
excess  of  the  production  of  petroleum,  as 
it  has  been  for  a year  or  more.  The  pre- 
sent daily  production  of  petroleum  is 
about  55,000  barrels,  against  an  estimated 
consumption  of  between  65,000  and  70,000. 
The  foreign  demand  averages  about  42,000 
barrels,  and  the  home  consumption  26,000. 

The  great  rival  to  American  petroleum, 
which  gives  promise  of  dangerous  compe- 
tition in  the  near  future  in  the  markets  of 
Europe,  is  the  Russian. 

The  petroleum  industry  of  Baku  may 
be  said  to  date  from  1872,  when  the  crown 
monopoly  was  abolished,  and  the  terri- 
tory divided  into  lots  of  twenty  - five 
acres  each  and  sold  to  the  highest  bid- 
der. This  brought  the  petroleum  re- 
sources of  the  region  to  public  attention ; 
but  up  to  1877  their  development  was  se- 
riously restricted  by  the  onerous  tax  col- 
lected from  the  product.  In  1875  Robert 
Nobel,  a Swede,  whose  brother  Albert  in- 
vented dynamite,  and  whose  brother  Lud- 
wig was  a rich  ship  builder  on  the  Neva, 
located  in  Baku,  and  erected  a small  re- 
finery. A few  years  later  he  was  joined 
by  Ludwig,  who  invested  his  fortune  and 
brains  in  the  petroleum  industry.  They 
introduced  modern  ideas  in  a vigorous 
manner  that  completely  revolutionized 
the  previous  methods  of  the  oil  business 
of  that  region,  and  in  fact  they  created 
the  industry.  They  imported  skilled  well- 
borers  with  their  tools  from  Pennsylvania, 
and  constructed  a pipe  line  eight  miles  in 
length  from  Baku  to  the  wells  at  Bala- 
khani,  replacing  the  old  mode  of  trans- 
portation on  Persian  carts.  At  the  pre- 
sent time  there  are  seven  lines  of  pipe 
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between  these  two  points,  besides  a rail- 
way. 

The  great  obstacles  to  overcome  were 
the  remoteness  of  the  refineries  from  the 
market  and  the  difficulty  and  excessive 
cost  of  transporting  the  refined  article  to 
the  centres  of  consumption.  In  1879  they 
began  the  construction  of  a fleet  of  cistern 
steamers,  specially  designed  and  built  for 
the  purpose  of  carrying  oil  in  bulk  on  the 
Caspian  Sea  to  the  mouth  of  the  Volga. 
These  vessels  were  constructed  in  Sweden, 
and  floated  in  halves  through  canals  to 
the  Volga,  where  they  were  united.  They 
have  a length  of  250  feet,  beam  28  feet, 
and  depth  in  water  when  loaded  10  to  12 
feet.  Mr.  Redwood  states  that 4 ‘ the  whole 
of  the  bows  and  forward  part  of  the  steam- 
er forms  one  large  cistern,  furnished  with 
two  longitudinal  bulk-heads  and  several 
transverse  bulk-heads,  to  prevent  oscilla- 
tion of  the  liquid  when  the  vessel  is  roll- 
ing in  a heavy  sea.  The  engines  and  boil- 
ers are  amidships,  and  aft  of  these  are  two 
cylindrical  vertical  tanks  of  a diameter 
about  equal  to  the  beam  of  the  vessel,  ris- 
ing somewhat  above  the  level  of  the  deck.” 
The  Caspian  is  a stormy  sea,  and  the  voy- 
age to  the  mouth  of  the  Volga  is  460  miles. 
(The  first  experiment  in  shipping  oil  in 
bulk  across  the  Atlantic  was  declared  to 
be  a failure,  and  American  oil  is  usually 
exported  in  barrels  or  cases,  but  during 
the  month  of  October  last  the  American 
ship  Crusader  carried  in  bulk  from  New 
York  to  Liverpool  177,400  gallons  of  oil.) 
The  Caspian  steamers  can  proceed  no  fur- 
ther than  about  twenty  miles  from  the 
mouth  of  the  Volga,  as  the  water  is  too 
shallow  to  allow  their  passage.  To  meet 
this  difficulty  the  Messrs.  Nobel  construct- 
ed a number  of  tank  barges  to  convey  the 
oil  to  Tsaritzin,  where  they  built  large 
storage  tanks,  sidings,  cooper  shops,  etc. 
At  this  point  they  met  the  Tsaritzin-Griazi 
Railway,  which  connects  with  the  railway 
system  of  Russia,  and  they  built  1500  tank 
cai*s  to  transport  the  oil  into  the  interior 
for  general  distribution. 

The  refinery  at  Black  Town,  the  Hunt- 
er’s Point  of  Baku,  covers  seventy-five  to 
eighty  acres,  and  about  eight  thousand 
men  are  said  to  be  employed  by  the 
various  firms  and  companies  at  that 
place.  The  firm  of  Nobel  Brothers  has 
passed  into  the  hands  of  the  Nobel  Com- 
pany, which  occupies  in  Russia  relatively 
the  same  position  that  the  Standard  does 
in  this  country. 
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As  a rule,  American  producers  make 
light  of  Russian  production,  and  Ameri- 
can exporters  of  refined  oil  contend  that 
inasmuch  as  only  about  one  and  a half 
per  cent,  of  European  consumption  is  sup- 
plied by  Russian  refineries,  they  have  no 
fears  of  Russian  competition.  That  they 
underestimate  the  capabilities  of  that  re- 
gion is  apparent,  if  we  may  believe  such 
observers  as  Charles  Marvin,  an  English 
authority  on  Russia,  or  Boverton  Red- 
wood, the  chemist  of  the  London  Petrole- 
um Association,  and  the  statement  of  well- 
informed  Americans  who  have  visited  that 
region.'  Mr.  Redwood,  who  recently  re- 
turned from  a tour  of  inspection,  states 
that  “the  oil  field  from  which  the  Baku 
refiners  are  supplied  is  not,  in  fact,  more 
than  three  miles  square,  and  on  this  small 
tract  there  are  flowing  wells  or  fountains 
which  apparently  could  supply  the  whole 
world  with  lamp  oil  and  lubricating  oil. 

. . . There  is,  I believe,  no  reason  to  doubt 
that  something  like  1000  to  1200  square 
miles  of  the  Apsheron  Peninsula  may  be 
fairly  regarded  as  more  or  less  productive 
oil  territory.  ...  I had  seen  wells  in  Amer- 
ica that  were  considered  remarkable  in  re- 
gard to  the  quantity  of  the  oil  yielded, 
and  had  read  accounts  of  the  productive- 
ness of  the  Russian  wells,  but  I was,  I 
must  confess,  wholly  unprepared  for  the 
evidences  of  abundant  supply.  . . . The 
well  I saw  spouting  (Nobel’s  No.  18)  yields 
at  the  rate  of  1,125,000  gallons  (say  27,000 
barrels)  per  twenty-four  hours  when  open- 
ed (it  is  shut  down  by  a valve  attach- 
ment when  its  product  is  not  needed), 
and  it  is  by  no  means  the  most  pro- 
ductive that  has  been  struck,  the  Drooj- 
ba  well  and  Nobel’s  No.  9 well  having 
for  a time  yielded  about  double  that  quan- 
tity.” The  significance  of  this  statement 
will  be  realized  when  it  is  remembered 
that  a 5000  barrel  well  in  this  country  is 
considered  very  large  indeed,  and  that  the 
largest  ever  opened  here  made  less  than 
10,000  barrels  in  twenty-four  hours. 

No  effort  has  been  made  to  develop  the 
resources  of  that  region,  as  the  400  wells 
already  opened  have  supplied  more  than 
the  refineries  could  use,  and  in  its  crude 
form  at  the  wells  the  oil  has  only  a nomi- 
nal value,  say  from  10  to  25  cents  per  bar- 
rel. It  costs  more  to  drill  wells  there 
than  here,  or  say  $10,000  against  an 
average  of  $2500  to  $3000.  This  is  owing 
to  the  harder  rock  generally  encountered, 
and  greater  cost  of  machinery,  the  average 
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depth  being  only  about  450  feet.  The  oil 
seems  to  lie  in  cells,  and  when  one  is  ex- 
hausted and  stops  flowing,  upon  deeper 
boring  another  reservoir  is  tapped.  There 
are  only  about  one  hundred  of  these  wells 
actually  yielding  oil  at  any  one  time,  and 
though  the  figures  are  not  so  exact  as 
those  obtained  of  American  production, 
the  output  in  1879  is  given  at  370,000  tons= 

2.590.000  barrels,  and  in  1884,  1,130,000 
tons =7,910,000  barrels.  Upon  good  au- 
thority it  may  be  said  that  the  present 
daily  production  of  Russian  oil  averages 

35.000  barrels. 

The  completion  within  a few  years  of 
the  Trans-Caucasian  Railway  from  Baku 
to  Batoum,  on  the  Black  Sea,  a distance 
of  560  miles,  furnishes  a European  outlet 
for  Russian  petroleum.  This  railway  has 
so  far,  however,  not  accomplished  so  much 
as  was  expected  of  it,  owing  to  single  track, 
insufficient  rolling  stock,  and  steep  grade 
in  crossing  the  Suram  Pass, 3000  feet  above 
sea-level.  It  is  said  that  transportation 
from  Baku  to  Batoum  costs  about  two  cents 
per  gallon  for  oil,  and  takes  from  four  to 
fourteen  days1  time.  It  has  been  pro- 
posed to  construct  a pipe  line  between 
these  points  to  economize  the  cost  of 
shipment.  And  this  must  be  done  to  give 
the  Russian  product  a cheap  and  adequate 
outlet.  The  Austrian  Lloyd’s  and  the 
Black  Sea  Navigation  Company  can  con- 
vey the  oil  to  Constantinople,  and  thence 
through  the  Mediterranean  to  all  the 
ports  of  western  Europe.  Liverpool  by 
water  is  3110  miles  from  Batoum,  and 
3000  miles  from  New  York;  Antwerp  is 
3185  miles  from  Batoum,  and  3348  from 
New  York;  Hamburg  is  3452  miles  from 
Batoum,  and  3576  miles  from  New  York. 
Thus  it  will  be  seen  that  with  proper  ship- 
ping facilities  Baku  will  be  at  no  disad- 
vantage in  respect  to  proximity  to  mar- 
kets. Moreover,  oil  is  introduced  into 
Germany  and  Austro  - Hungary  directly 
across  the  bowler  by  rail  from  Tsaritzin 
as  a distributing  point. 

The  relative  quality  of  Russian  and 
American  refined  oil  has  been  a subject 
of  much  discussion.  Mr.  Redwood  says 
that  “when  the  Russian  oil  was  first  in- 
troduced in  Europe  its  high  specific  grav- 
ity led  to  the  belief  that  it  would  not  burn 
in  ordinary  mineral  oil  lamps.  The  fact, 
however,  was  overlooked  that  the  crude 
oil  yields  so  small  a percentage  of  kero- 
sene that  this  product  is  necessarily  very 
homogeneous.11  It  is  not  regarded  as 
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quite  equal  to  the  American  article,  but 
this  is  probably  due  to  superior  care  in 
refining  it  here.  If  American  refined  ad- 
vances materially  in  price,  it  is  likely  to 
assist  the  Russian  refiners  in  marketing 
their  oil  in  Europe.  At  home  they  have 
an  advantage  over  foreign  oil  in  a pro- 
tective tariff  equivalent  to  about  six  cents 
a gallon  on  imported  kerosene. 

The  Russian  oil,  as  all  American  oil 
men  remark  in  commenting  upon  it, 
yields  only  about  27  to  30  per  centum  of 
kerosene,  against  75  to  78  per  centum  from 
Pennsylvania  oil ; but  as  an  offset  to  this 
the  Russians  obtain  45  per  centum  of  lu- 
bricating oil,  which,  according  to  the  tes- 
timony of  a prominent  Standard  magnate, 
“is  flooding  Europe,11  and  also  about  14 
per  centum  of  liquid  fuel. 

This  brings  us  to  the  interesting  ques- 
tion of  the  use  and  value  of  petroleum  as 
a fuel,  in  which  respect  Russia  has  deter- 
mined a problem  which  is  not  yet  regard- 
ed as  conclusively  solved  in  this  country. 
In  the  Caspian  region  coal  and  wood  are 
scarce,  and  the  necessity  of  finding  a sub- 
stitute, together  with  the  cheapness  of 
crude  petroleum  or  its  refuse,  called  as- 
faffci,  accounts  for  the  persistent  and  suc- 
cessful attempts  to  use  petroleum  as  a 
fuel.  To-day  nearly  if  not  all  the  steam- 
ers on  the  Caspian  and  Volga,  and  the  lo- 
comotives on  the  railways  in  that  region, 
burn  oil  exclusively.  In  the  apparatus 
employed,  a continuous  stream  of  oil  pass- 
es through  an  aperture  one-eiglith  of  an 
inch  in  diameter,  falling  vertically,  and 
meeting  a jet  of  steam  which  forces  the 
oil  into  the  furnace  in  the  form  of  exceed- 
ingly fine  spray,  making  in  its  combus- 
tion an  intense  heat. 

In  this  country,  with  a few  exceptions, 
the  only  practical  utilization  of  petroleum 
as  a fuel  is  in  kerosene  stoves,  and  during 
the  past  few  years  their  manufacture  and 
use  have  greatly  increased.  In  the  ordi- 
nary oil  stove  the  heat  is  obtained  from 
three  or  four  wicks  without  chimneys. 
The  great  objection  to  all  oil  stoves  (which 
also  applies  to  gas  stoves)  is  that  they  viti- 
ate the  air  unless  the  apartment  be  fully 
ventilated.  It  is  estimated  that  a four- 
burner  stove  in  a closed  room  would  con- 
sume as  much  oxygen  as  fifty  men.  Oil 
stoves  are  very  convenient  for  small  fam- 
ilies and  for  light  meals, and  are  decidedly 
economical.  Gasoline  and  naphtha  have 
been  employed  in  stoves,  but  they  are  dan- 
gerous, and  their  use  should  be  avoided. 
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Notwithstanding  the  ackjiowlod^fO  suc- 
cess of  x>et^>leatn  as  a fuel  for*  locomotives 
ami  stumors  in  the  Caspian  region,  it  can 
hardly  be  m\$. to  have ; passed  the  experi- 
mental -stage  in  this  country.  As  early  as 
th^refb^ 

^r^rr^€i  j?pt  fti;  mi<w*  a fuel  Was 
o«meriWKvu  by  .means  of  an  app;u  [U»^  siw- 
tU£r  In  i%vit  t&m  ehtptoyV^l  hi  Russia,  hut 
?k  4m{mv$$b&  tho 

became: 

more  vai  nahhvi u suereedi ng  TCar^.  Thv>se, 
ho\v%?ver.  who  have  tested  the-  sju^yktg 
injector  Coucede  (hat  ft  i$  a eomplrtc  nn:~ 
chauieal  suceess.  but  ne^Hy  &H 
anUiortla^  pmaounCi©  ftg&irist  its  use  uu 
tiOcstn  ' The  objectum 

beat*  of  the  euj$ure*roofjt  xii  i^li  t :^en  era  to 
d&sigerous  explosive  Vapors,  he  sides  wni 

dering  the  •cJ^se  :'tt><^  vessel  m>  \ 

comfortable  frmi  its  Ktewly.  Nor  m$k' 
■tti&de’.ou  i'i'  • lip  :’|5u^s»ii ,r  on 
Om  mnirihvy^l is  highly ^eonimcmloAl’tiiere 
Bureau  of  Steam  S!h^aiomii^v 


a recrula r marine  boiler,  show  that  one 
pound  of  petroleum .evaporated  two  thirds 
more  water  than  a pound  of  antVmicHe, 
The  apparatus  hy  W" hie h lie  made  this  test 
was  & simple-  OiffaTd  ip^tovv  by  whidlj 
the ;;Jieiiir»>le\fin rhjec'icd  Irilo  !>he  furnace 
in  the  form  of  huffHtul^  divided  ^pra y by 
the  " V '/  ’■'’;  y V‘.  , 

The  point  hmr  tetiV  urged  that,  one 
gmit • mi vantage  pr^c&^l  hy  pvtiydeum 
as  a-  fuel  Hu*  in  its  smaller  bulb;  ami. 
White  this ;js  true  in  a measure,  there' has 
been  comhJiembTe  louse  • writing  on  the 
^object,  whivh  may  he  corrected  by  the 
psnrt  facts. 

The  fads  are  that  tUe 

^Mvtht'acHe  and  jWiroiwia  that  can  .be  cave, 
ried  on  board  a vessel  in  a given  space  do 
pejul  largely  upon  the; •jummer  in  which 
the  hitter  m stowed.  American  anihro  iu- 
Has  a,  specific  gravity  ofl.ftO,  and  as  $fotvy 
cd  in  vv^e^  -4s^ty  pounds  can  he  placed 
iw  /geuhhr  loot  of  space,  taking  large  ami. 
himll  vhunp$>  mingled.  The  spec  1 tic  grav-. 


veiofji^bi»0 Ik  r?bmfori  & 'ajf&iu&t' 

tW1  WiWi^icL  »l  ^U«r»wi/  iw  a^irCcf 


ifc 

fire  or  six,  times  as,  dear  a^  ooyc-  so  that 
tLe  last  portion  of  the  shiteiiiCitt  itiiist  be 
reversed.  The  eCon tuny  of  tx)Urse;dcf>ends 
on  the  relative  cost  of  UnVfcwo  fuels^vhieh 
id  cwnsl^hfly  varying/  ’• 

With  crude  oil  at  75  cent*?  a barrel  and 
coal  tit  ’^3  |>6r  thdp  yajUe  would  be 
idehtlcg  V , The  ernnmon 
mc;i|t  tgi  that  one  pound  ot  j>etrdleuVfi  coh- 
tajifi^  t wit-6  many  heat  lilrihs  a poiilwl 
of  hokl ; but exjWcm^ 
tli feet iop'  M B.  F.  Isherwood,  the  distiu* 
guiahed  Cluef  ’Enginwr  of  the  uaVy,  With 


iiyvtVi  B-foxjrfc t .-  be 

p.tHceii  in  & 

fli  He  0^  t^uks 

built  vn<\ pnvfwteW'.  Tltf* 
coni  part  mentis  nui^t  be  niUntn‘ous  and 
femalh  however,  on  aeconfit  of  tlih 
and  pitching  <^f  the  vessel  at  sea,  for  t ho 
Weight  of  a large  quantity  of  pen*ol«aim 
ct> aid  not  be  allowed  to  slv/ft  positUoi, 
iVssiunih^  1 1 iat ' f 1 >c  pcli'oleuiu  is  carried  Iji 
Uihte,  and  lliat  ii:  evu{H>mtrs.  tW^rthh'ds 
ipore 

we  have  Cor  relutivhi  |hvdueiMg 
^paldritiGS  of  th e .stp -an.il  pctfole- 
ulU  in  eqiial  sparaW  j 1 X <kh,  C*U  {#?  ibt?  for; 
rrier  ami  f i | yy50  ? ^S|'  iW  the  1 aUcr,  ^>  t hat 
for  equal  ^«rux>  m the  Vessel- occupied,  by  : 


;U  Htumsm,  m w£3$& 
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fuel,  petroleum  would  produce  about  39 
per  cent,  more  steam.  The  relative 
weights  of  fuel  to  be  carried,  which  is  also 
very  important  in  vessels,  would  be  as  60 
for  the  anthracite  and  50  for  the  petrole- 
um, or  one-sixth  less  than  the  anthracite. 

If,  however,  the  petroleum  be  stowed  in 
barrels,  the  above  ratios  change  materi- 
ally. In  this  case  only  about  36  pounds 
of  petroleum  could  be  placed  in  a cubic 
foot  of  space,  allowing  for  the  bulk  of  the 
materials  of  the  barrels  and  for  the  inter- 
stitial spaces  between  them.  Then  the 
relative  quantities  of  steam  that  could  be 
obtained  from  equal  spaces  occupied  would 
be  (1  x 60)  60  for  the  anthracite  and  (lfx  36) 
60  for  the  petroleum,  or  exactly  the  same. 
In  either  case  the  aggregate  weights  of  fuel 
and  containing  vessels  would  not  materi- 
ally vary,  for  the  weight  of  the  barrels  or 
of  the  partitions  of  the  small  compart- 
ments containing  the  petroleum  is  con- 
siderably greater  than  the  w'eight  of  the 
bunkers  containing  the  anthracite. 

The  great  economy  in  the  use  of  petro- 
leum on  large  vessels  may  be  illustrated 
by  reference  to  the  Etruria , the  latest  Cu- 
narder.  Shipping  men  say  that  one  rea- 
son such  vessels  are  not  more  profitable 
is  because  of  the  small  space  left  for  freight 
after  stowing  the  necessary  quota  of  coal. 
It  burns  on  a passage  of  six  days  and  a 
half  2275  tons  of  coal,  but,  to  be  prepared 
for  delays,  it  carries  3000  tons,  leaving 
only  400  tons  for  freight.  If  39  per  cent, 
of  space  could  be  economized  on  such  a 
vessel  as  this,  it  would  give  space  for  1170 
tons  more  cargo  of  the  same  gravity  as  coal. 

The  Hydrographic  Office  of  the  Navy 
Department  recently  requested  mariners 
to  report  upon  the  value  of  oil  in  quelling 
boisterous  and  dangerous  seas.  The  testi- 
mony is  uniformly  favorable  to  the  use  of 
animal  and  vegetable  oils  “on  the  trou- 
bled waters,”  but  petroleum  is  thinner, 
and  lacks  that  oleaginous  quality  neces- 
sary to  subdue  the  breaking  of  the  waves. 

Unless  petroleum  be  found  in  much 
greater  quantities  than  heretofore,  it  could 
not  to  any  considerable  degree  furnish  suf- 
ficient fuel  to  drive  the  wheels  of  our  in- 
dustries. Its  enlarged  use  would  doubt- 
less increase  its  cost  to  an  extent  that 
would  destroy  the  economy. 

In  steel  works  at  Worcester,  Massachu- 
setts, on  steam  ferry-boats  on  the  bay  of 
San  Francisco,  and  elsewhere,  isolated  at- 
tempts have  been  made  to  use  petroleum 
as  a fuel. 
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A naphtha  engine  called  the  Holland 
patent  ran  for  some  time  on  the  Erie, 
drawing  a train  of  passenger- cars,  but 
nothing  seems  to  have  come  from  the  ex- 
periment. The  Dickey  furnace,  which  has 
a spraying  apparatus,  uses  crude  oil,  and 
extended  experiments  were  made  with  it. 

Though  the  introduction  of  petroleum 
as  a fuel  has  met  with  little  favor,  natural 
gas,  chemically  identical  with  petroleum, 
has  of  late  attracted  wide  attention.  The 
existence  of  natural  gas  in  this  country 
was  known  long  before  petroleum  wells 
were  drilled;  and  as  early  as  1821  a gas 
spring  at  Fredonia,  New  York,  was  dis- 
covered, a well  dug,  and  the  gas  was  con- 
veyed to  several  houses,  which  were  illu- 
minated by  it  in  1824,  when  Lafayette 
passed  through  the  village. 

In  the  early  days  of  the  oil  industry 
natural  gas  was  found  to  co-exist  with  the 
oil,  and  its  presence  causes  oil  wells  to 
flow.  As  early  as  the  spring  of  1861 
Rouse's  well  was  opened  as  a large  pro- 
ducer of  petroleum,  with  a large  volume 
of  escaping  gas  that  filled  the  neighboring 
valley  like  a fog.  Coming  in  contact  with 
fire  somewhere  in  the  viciuity,  a terrific 
explosion  occurred,  killing  nineteen  per- 
sons. During  the  last  decade  natural  gas 
has  been  introduced  into  most  of  the  towns 
of  the  oil  regions,  both  as  a fuel  and  illu- 
minant.  Prominent  among  towns  using 
this  natural  agent  are,  first,  Pittsburgh  and 
Allegheny  City,  where  it  is  extensively 
employed  in  manufactures,  and  next  to 
these  Oil  City,  Bradford,  Warren,  Titus- 
ville, Franklin,  Butler,  Beaver  Falls,  Boli- 
var, Allentown,  Friendship,  etc.,  in  Penn- 
sylvania, and  Cuba,  Fredonia,  and  Olean, 
in  New  York. 

There  is  a saving  in  its  use  over  lump 
coal  of  about  twenty  per  cent.,  and  in  la- 
bor of  about  ten  per  cent.  Manufacturers 
consider  it  superior  to  coal,  as  it  is  easily 
applied  and  cheaply  and  conveniently 
manipulated.  It  is  probable  that  within  a 
year  it  will  almost  entirely  supersede  coal 
in  Pittsburgh,  where  it  already  displaces 
over  ten  thousand  tons  of  coal  daily.  Thus 
the  character  of  that  city  will  be  complete- 
ly transformed,  and  it  will  no  longer  be 
properly  described  as  “the  dirtiest  city  in 
America.”  On  the  contrary,  it  should  be 
the  cleanest  of  any  manufacturing  centre. 

It  is  only  within  the  last  two  years  that 
any  serious  attempt  has  been  made  to  con- 
vey the  gas  from  the  chief  sources  of  sup- 
ply at  Murraysville  and  Tarentum,  about 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


“SIS.” 


257 


twenty  miles  distant.  Now  there  are  over 
three  hundred  miles  of  pipe,  from  six  to 
twenty-four  inches  in  diameter.  Mr.  An- 
drew Carnegie,  the  distinguished  iron- 
master, in  a late  address  before  the  Steel 
and  Iron  Institute  of  London,  said:  “ A- 
walk  through  our  rolling-mills  would  sur- 
prise the  members  of  the  Institute.  In  the 
steel -rail  mills,  for  instance,  where  be- 
fore would  have  been  seen  thirty  stokers 
stripped  to  the  waist,  firing  boilers  which 
require  a supply  of  about  400  tons  of  coal 
in  twenty-four  hours,  ninety  firemen  in 
all  being  employed,  each  working  eight 
hours,  they  would  now  find  one  man  walk- 
ing around  the  boiler-house,  simply  watch- 
ing the  water-gauges,  etc.  Not  a particle 
of  smoke  would  be  seen.  In  the  iron  mills 
the  puddlers  have  whitewashed  the  coal- 
bunkers  belonging  to  their  furnaces.” 

Natural  gas  has  given  such  a manifest 
advantage  to  Pittsburgh  manufacturers, 
where  its  use  has  already  become  quite 
general,  that  other  cities  and  towns  are 
moving  in  the  same  direction.  A recent 
proposition  is  to  convey  through  pipes  to 
Cincinnati  a large  supply  of  gas  now  es- 
caping under  a pressure  of  400  to  700 
pounds  to  the  square  inch  from  wells  lo- 
cated on  the  boundary  between  Kentucky 
and  Virginia.  It  has  also  been  proposed 
to  bring  natural  gas  from  Pennsylvania 
to  New  York  city.  Drilling  for  gas  wells 
has  become  an  industry  distinct  from  oil 
borings,  and  the  use  of  this  natural  gas 
agent  for  heating  and  lighting  purposes  is 
becoming  general  in  the  oil  regions.  In 
northwestern  Ohio,  about  Lima  and  Find- 
lay, important  strikes  of  natural  gas  have 


been  made  within  a year.  For  house  sup- 
ply the  natural  gas  companies  generally 
estimate  the  amount  of  coal  that  would  be 
consumed,  and  then  furnish  the  gas  at  the 
cost  of  the  coal,  or  less,  at  so  much  per 
month,  though  in  some  instances,  as  in  Al- 
legheny City,  it  is  sold  by  the  thousand 
feet,  the  present  rate  being  fifteeu  cents. 
Its  safety  has  been  questioned  in  pretty 
much  the  same  way  that  the  safety  of  pe- 
troleum as  a fuel  has  been  questioned,  but 
the  Board  of  Underwriters  have  assured 
themselves  that  in  Pittsburgh  it  is  intro- 
duced and  distributed  in  a perfectly  safe 
manuer,  under  conditions  prescribed  by 
them. 

The  thought  naturally  suggests  itself 
that  the  supply  of  gas  may  be  soon  ex- 
hausted, but  the  fact  is  cited  that  a gas 
well  at  Murraysville  has  been  blowing  off 
gas  for  nine  years,  and  notwithstanding 
it  is  now  surrounded  by  a cordon  of  wells, 
the  diminution  in  its  pressure  is  scarcely 
perceptible.  Numerous  other  examples 
confirm  the  opinion  that  within  a number 
of  years  these  gas  wells  suffer  no  apprecia- 
ble diminution  in  supply,  and  many  geol- 
ogists advance  the  theory  that  Nature  is 
constantly  evolving  the  gas  in  her  labora- 
tory. Near  Baku,  in  Russia,  the  naphtha 
springs  have  been  discharging  for  twenty- 
five  hundred  years.  Capital,  which  is  pro- 
verbially timid,  though  slow  in  coming  to 
the  conclusion,  is  now  freely  invested  in 
furnishing  Pittsburgh  and  other  towns 
with  natural  gas,  and  there  is  good  rea- 
son to  believe  that  the  sources  of  supply 
will  not  be  exhausted  during  the  present 
generation. 


“SIS.” 


I.— A MEMORY. 

TIER  name  is  Ferginia,  but  dey  calls 
IT  her  Lily,  becase  she’s  so  white ; en 
my  name  is  Sajane,  en  dey  calls  me  Sis, 
becase — becase — well,  I don’  know  no  rea- 
son, ’cept  de  debil  had  a spite  agin  me.” 

This  forms  the  introduction  to  Sis  and 
her  nursling,  and  a strange  contrast  the 
two  presented.  Sis,  elfish,  grotesque, 
hump-shouldered,  and  black  as  the  ace  of 
spades;  and  Lily, petite,  fairy-like, and  fair 
as  her  name  flower,  with  eyes  as  blue  as 
the  heavens,  and  flaxen  hair  which  crin- 
kled and  curled  about  her  shoulders  and 
formed  a pretty  frame-work  for  the  baby 
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face.  Sis,  in  her  blue  cotton  dress  and 
white  apron, with  her  woolly  head  envel- 
oped in  the  inevitable  “head-hancher”  of 
the  negro;  Lily,  dainty  and  spotless  from 
the  crown  of  her  fair  head  to  the  toe  of 
her  little  blue  slipper — and  yet  the  two 
were  as  closely  bound  by  ties  of  affection 
as  if  born  of  the  same  mother.  These  ties 
were  first  riveted  when  Sis  was  permitted 
to  lift  the  exquisite  specimen  of  babyhood 
from  the  cradle,  and  was  established  sec- 
ond nurse.  For  in  spite  of  her  deformity 
Sis  was  in  great  demand  as  a nurse— she 
was  so  faithful  and  bright,  devoted  to 
children.  Her  misfortune  had  made  her 

a sort  of  pet  in  the  family,  “Ole  Mis’  ” ear- 
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ly  transferring  her  from  the  rougher  life 
of  the  negro  quarters  to  the  easy  servitude 
of  the  family.  So  it  happened  that  Sis 
lifted  the  precious  baby  from  the  cradle 
and  took  her  right  into  her  heart. 

They  were  not  too  devoted  to  have 
many  a sharp  skirmish,  however,  as  the 
little  lady,  under  her  soft  exterior,  possess- 
ed a willful  nature  and  a strong  sense  of 
what  was  due  to  her  small  self,  and  Sis, 
occupying  the  superior  position  of  guard- 
ian of  the  little  lady,  was  not  disposed  to 
abate  a tittle  of  her  authority. 

Sis  had  a great  objection  to  her  nick- 
name, and  early  determined  that  her  lit- 
tle “Miss  Lily”  should  give  her  her  proper 
title;  but  Lily  soon  learned  that  this  con- 
cession could  be  used  as  a means  of  ob- 
taining many  indulgences,  and  used  it 
accordingly. 

“Sis!” 

“I  ain’t  name  no  Sis;  InameSajane,  en 
so  I dun  tol’  you  time  and  agin.  I don’ 
love  nobody  what  call  me  dat  ugly 
name.” 

“Well,  if  I call  you  Sajane,  will  you 
take  me  down  to  the  quarters  to  see  Aunt 
Dolly’s  little  baby  ?” 
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“Miss  Lily,  chile,  I can’t  do  dat.  Yo’ 
mammy  say  I mus’  keep  you  outen  de 
sun.” 

“Then  you  des  ole  Sis,  en  I ain’t  goin’ 
to  call  you  Sajane.” 

“Dyare,  now,  you  is  des  a bad  chile,  en 
I haffer  take  you  to  ole  mammy.” 

Then  quickly  would  follow  the  recon- 
ciliation, and  they  were  more  devoted  than 
ever.  Lily  early  discovered  that  Siss 
form  was  not  quite  like  other  people’s, and 
some  instinctive  feeling  of  delicacy  made 
her  shy  about  speaking  of  it.  One  day, 
however,  when  Sis  had  her  in  her  arms, 
the  child  leaned  over  her  shoulder  and 
said,  touching  the  hard  protuberance 
which  was  so  different  from  any  other 
back  she  knew,  “ Sajane,  what  makes  you 
have  this  on  your  back  ?” 

Sis  shook  herself  a little  impatiently, 
and  did  not  answer. 

Then  Lily  said,  “ I is  sorry,  Sajane and 
she  was,  though  she  did  not  know  why. 

Sis  clasped  her  arms  a little  tighter 
about  the  tiny  form  at  the  sound  of  the 
sympathizing  words, and  then  blurted  out, 
“Well,  yo’  see,  when  I was  a little  baby, 

littler  den  you  is,  Miss  Lily,  my  mammy 
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lef  me  on  <ie  hod  while-  she  sveufr  out  to  C^edcti  to  Tin-Id  ja  .service — in  direct  i'mi> 
Inuur  out  her  clothes,  eu  somehow  or  iul-  Viatiop  of  ; £<t*V  it  must  t»c  pro- 

d£r  j fell  otf  dat.  bed,  cn  vyheii  she  cum  ■ li#r 

back  $h«  :i}nd  her  litt  le  Mack  lm by  lav  tip 

lymler  de  bed,  wid  her  back  all  broke;  en  ’ * ;r  ;•  " “ ' 0;I 

dat  What  ma*ke  it  lump  up  '"  ;r-  ^(10: 

•Lily  did  not  raise  Her  .head,  but  S& 
could  fee!  the  sobs  •which  shook  the  little  ^ ! 

forth*  and  she  said,  ip  i,j8  shaky  tQit^e 
“ Don'  cry,  Miss  Lily.*1’  > v 

“Oh,  t?aj;wHV’  broke  out  the  child, .(ip 
her  iitfclf?  aewb  stretched  mil  to  embrace 
the  mu$trttMv  wi 

Saj^ne!  poor  Bajamr!1  Xa\? 

think*  you  1#  bttfuL  if  er' hotly  does  tbih^ 
you  is  ugly,"  ,o  :j  ; ; , 

; /Huh^iii  f-  ^aid  8f$v  her  skiijife  of ■ lidr; 
n> ipi *' , :^*4i ' to  Ijiipfcxk  up  the  phtlios, 

strong  tor 

i 1 h hfutiful  i Who  ,nuv& 
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thefts on  that  Bajaae- should  be  beautiful.  and  even  Lily  took  up  the  chorus. 
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One  bright  Sabbath  aftorno<Ui  in  tniib  Sinter  Mary  gra  Hr  .o: 


i S StCff  A igXflfJftJKI*- 
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“I’s  sech  a sinner  too!”  exclaimed  the 
little  mourner. 

“Sinner  indeed!”  exclaimed  the  irate 
guardian,  as  she  commenced  a tattoo  upon 
the  mourner’s  shoulders.  “ I’ll  teach  you 
to  be  a sinner  here  in  de  house  wid  de 
white  folks!  Go  ’long  to  de  quarters, 
and  be  a sinner  dere  wid  de  niggars! 
You’s  jest  fittin’  to  stay  dar,  bein’  a sin- 
ner and  skeerin’  de  chillurn  to  def.  Go 
’long  wid  you,  and  don’t  lemme  see  you 
till  you  stops  bein’  a sinner!” 

III. — HOW  SIS  LEARNED  TO  READ. 

Passing  years  touch  the  fair  nursling 
of  Sajane  with  developing  hand,  trans- 
forming her  from  the  baby  into  a little 
maiden  who  knows  how  to  read.  Sis  is 
still  her  attendant,  and  the  contest  for 
mastery  is  carried  on  between  them  with  a 
growing  spirit— resistance  on  the  one  side, 
and  Machiavelian  strategy  on  the  other. 
Sis  has  attained  to  womanhood  in  years, 
but  still  looks  like  an  elfish  child.  Now  a 
new  fire  burns  in  her  eyes;  it  is  a thirst 
for  knowledge.  She  must  know  all  that 
is  in  the  books  she  sees  Lily  reading.  So 
she  sets  her  wits  to  work  to  persuade  the 
little  lady  to  teach  her.  It  is  not  a hard 
thing  to  do  at  first;  it  was  a position  of 
superiority  which  was  quite  to  her  mind. 
She  could  lord  it  over  Sajane  to  her  full 
satisfaction,  and  for  once  Sajane  made  no 
resistance.  She  would  do  anything  for  a 
lesson ; but  after  a while  Lily  found  her 
pupil  so  apt  that  her  own  laurels  were  in 
danger;  and  then,  too,  she  tired  of  her 
task : and  so  one  day  she  announced  that 
she  would  not  teach  Sis  any  more.  In 
vain  Sis  pleaded ; in  vain  she  offered  re- 
wards; taffy  and  pea-nuts  were  rejected. 
She  would  not  teach  her,  and  that  was 
the  end  of  it.  Sis  reproached  her. 

“Law,  Miss  Lily,  you  ought  to  be 
’shamed.  Wliar  would  you  ’a  bin  ef  Sis 
hadn’t  nuss  you  ? You’d  ’a  bin  ded,  en  in 
yo’  coffin — dat  you  would.” 

Lily  laughed  derisively  as  she  left  the 
room  to  prevent  further  importunity.  Do 
you  think  Sis  gave  up  her  point?  Not 
she;  it  was  not  her  way;  but  she  took  a 
little  time  to  form  her  plans.  Lily  had 
not  been  quite  well.  Mamma  said  she  had 
been  sitting  up  too  late,  and  Sis  was  in- 
structed to  see  that  her  charge  was  in  bed 
at  an  earlier  hour.  Sis  fairly  glowed  with 
satisfaction ; the  order  supplied  the  very 
opportunity  she  needed. 

The  sun  had  scarce  disappeared,  and 


the  rosy  light  of  his  face  still  illuminated 
the  western  sky,  when  Lily  was  disturbed 
at  her  play  by  Sis’s  voice,  saying,  “ Come, 
Miss  Lily,  you  mus’  go  to  bed.” 

“Oh,  Sis,  I won’t!”  said  the  child. 

“Yes,  you  mus’;  yo’  mar  said  I was  to 
put  you  to  bed  early,  en  de  sun  is  down, 
en  you  mus’  go.” 

Lily  knew  of  the  order,  and  was  forced 
to  yield,  which  she  did  rather  sulkily,  it 
must  be  confessed;  but  Sajane,  with  an 
object  to  accomplish,  spared  no  blandish- 
ments to  restore  her  to  good-liumor.  As 
she  undressed  her  she  told  her  all  the 
stories  she  knew  Lily  liked  best,  those  of 
a religious  tendency  having  the  predom- 
inance, as  best  calculated  to  produce  a 
proper  frame  of  mind.  The  salutary  in- 
fluence of  this  treatment  was  apparent  in 
the  meek  tones  of  the  little  maiden’s 
voice  as  she  knelt  in  her  white  night 
dress  at  Sis’s  knee,  and  repeated: 

44  Now  I lay  me  down  to  sleep, 

I pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep; 

If  I should  die  before  I wake, 

I pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take.” 

Once  fairly  ensconced  in  bed,  Sis’s  plan 
bloomed  forth  suddenly  in  all  its  diabol- 
ical wickedness. 

“Now,  Miss  Lily,  chile,  I gwyin  to  read 
yo’  to  sleep.” 

Lily  rose  in  her  wrath.  “You  can’t 
read;  you  sha’n’t  read  to  me!” 

“Miss  Lily,  dat’s  bery  wicket  in  yo’,  not 
to  want  to  hear  me  read  de  Bible  to  you 
— jist  after  you  sed  yo’  prayers  too.  God 
won’t  love  you,  and  maybe  you  will  die 
befo’  you  wakes.  What  you  tink  yo’ 
mudder  gwine  say  when  she  hyar  you 
don’  wan’  hyar  de  Bible  read?  You 
sholy  ought  to  be  ’shame’  of  yo’self,  Miss 
Lily,  chile.  I is  oneasy  ’bout  you— ’deed  I 
is;  you  better  ax  God  to  fogif  you  ’fo’ 
you  shets  yo’  eye.”  And  Sis’s  voice  be- 
came quite  plaintive  as  she  painted  with 
master  touch  the  perils  awaiting  the  young 
reprobate. 

If  it  had  been  broad  daylight,  with  the 
whole  day  ahead,  Sis  would  have  scored 
no  easy  victory  in  the  contest ; but  the 
gathering  shadows  fell  upon  the  little 
heart,  and  the  thought  of  the  long  dark 
night  she  must  pass,  and  the  possible  ap- 
pearing at  the  awful  Judgment  bar,  broke 
her  spirit  of  resistance,  and  a very  meek 
little  voice  answered,  “Go  on,  then,  Sa- 
jane.” 

Not  a shadow  of  the  triumphant  bound 
her  heart  gave  showed  itself  in  the  weird 
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face  of  the  ambitious  Sis  as  she  opened  “Bethlehem!"  shouted  Lily  at  the  top 
the  Bible  and  began  her  lesson.  of  her  voice. 

‘“Now  when — 1 What  do  vr-h-e-n  Sis  resumed  her  reading  without  any 
spell.  Miss  Lily  V1  change  of  tone. 

“When,"  was  the  answer  from  the  bed,  “ * Now  when  Jesus  was  born  in  Betide* 
in  a very  patient  voice.  hern  of  J-u-d-ea — ' Oh.  Miss  Lily  !" 

“ * Now  when  Jesus  was  b-o-r-n— 1 Oh,  L.ilyr  rose  up  in  bed, thoroughly  aroused. 
Miss  Lily,  what  do  dat  spell  t"  if  Sis,  if  you  don't  let  me  alone  and  let  rne 

41  Born  I’1  came  in  louder  tones  from  the  go  to  sleep.  I ll  scream  as  loud  as  1 can, 
bed.  and  tell  mamma  that  you  put  me  to  bed 

“‘Now  when  Jesus  was  born  in  Be-  in  broad  daylight  just  to  teach  you  to 
be-tdvhe-h-e-m — 1 Laws  gracious.  Miss  read.” 

Lily,  what  is  all  dis  ? I neber  see  sich  a “ Miss  Lily, chile" — Sis'#  voice  was  trenv 
big  word,  ’Tis  a whole  Bible  at  oncet,  ulous  with  tender  reproof— “I  don’  know 
What  do  it  spell.  Miss  Lily  ?"  what's  cuui  over  you.  You  ain't  like  you 

“Oh,  Sis,  let  me  go  to  sleep!"  cried  the  wuz  when  you  wuz  a little  baby,  en  I use 
tormented  child,  her  indignation  overmas-  to  nuas  you  en  cyar  you  roun\  I's  feard 
tering  her  fears.  do  ole  Satan  is  gittin  hoi1  of  you  — 11 

“Oh,  you  wicket  chile,  not  to  want  to  “Sis,”  said  Lily,  sitting  up  straight  m 
know  where  Jesus  was  born !”  said  Sis,  in  bed.  iv  I just  know  ezakly  what  you  put 
sad  rebuke.  me  to  bed  for  j but  1 11  teach  you  to  read 


262 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


five  verses  if  you  will  promise  to  go  away 
then  and  let  me  go  to  sleep.” 

The  required  promise  was  given,  and 
the  lesson  followed,  upon  which  Sajane 
could  be  heard  to  say  under  her  breath : 
“Well,  I dun  larn  consider’ble  to-night. 
I’ll  git  it  out  er  dat  chile  yit.”  And  she 
did,  and  became  a fluent  reader. 

IV. — MISTRESS  AND  SLAVE. 

A few  more  years  and  Lily  is  a big  girl, 
still  fairy -like  and  fair,  disposed  to  be 
dreamy  and  self-absorbed,  which  often 
got  her  into  trouble.  She  shared  Sis’s 
service  with  her  little  sisters,  but  was  still 
first  in  the  constant  affections  of  Sajane, 
wrho  tyrannized  over  her,  however,  as  only 
Southern  nurses  know  how  to  do. 

It  was  a rule  in  the  well-ordered  house- 
hold that  every  child  must  be  at  morning 
prayers,  the  unfortunate  delinquent  being 
punished  by  having  a breakfast  of  dry 
bread.  Lily  was  apt  to  pick  up  a book 
and  idle  the  time  away  until  the  last  mo- 
ment, and  then  hurry  Sis  to  dress  her. 
If  Sis  happened  to  be  in  a good  humor, 
she  made  no  trouble  about  it,  but  woe  be 
to  Lily  if  she  had  “ put  on  any  a’rs”  and 
provoked  her. 

One  morning  this  had  been  the  case. 
Lily  had  been  very  provoking.  The 
prayer  bell  was  imminent.  Lily  was 
fully  roused  to  the  danger  of  her  situa- 
tion. “Oh,  Sis,  dress  me!”  had  sounded 
several  times.  Sis  was  busy  with  the  oth- 
er children.  “ Miss  Lily”  must  wait.  At 
last,  goaded  to  the  utmost,  Lily  exclaim- 
ed, with  flashing  eyes: 

“Sis,  I order  you  to  dress  me  at  once . 
What  were  you  made  for,  miss,  but  to 
wait  on  me  ?” 

A terrible  speech,  and  the  narrow  view 
it  embraced  of  the  scope  and  end  of  the 
creation  of  Sajane  could  not  easily  be  for- 
given. She  was  furious. 

“ What  was  I made  fur  but  to  wait  on 
you ! You  better  ax  yo’  mudder  dat  ques- 
tion. What  she  gwine  to  say  when  she 
hear  how  you  talks  to  her  po’  niggar? 
What  was  I made  fur  but  to  wait  on  you  % 
I’ll  show  you  what.  Jist  wait  till  I ready 
to  dress  you;  I’s  busy  now.” 

Lily  was  shocked  at  herself  as  soon  as 
the  words  were  out  of  her  mouth,  but  not 
so  sorry  as  she  was  as  she  munched  her 
“bread  of  affliction”  morning  after  morn- 
ing, in  sad  repentance,  with  her  hair 
plaited  back  so  tight  that  every  hair 
pricked,  and  she  could  hardly  shut  her 
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eyes;  and  she  did  not  complain,  as  she 
knew  further  punishment  would  be  met- 
ed out  to  her  if  her  mother  should  hear  of 
her  unkind  and  arrogant  speech.  It  was 
a principle  with  Virginia  mothers  never 
to  encourage  children  to  “tell  tales,”  and 
it  embodied  a sort  of  chivalrous  feeling 
toward  the  nurse,  whose  faithfulness  in 
great  matters  was  so  proven  that  the  small 
tyrannies  were  not  to  be  feared,  but  were 
even  regarded  as  conveying  salutary  les- 
sons to  the  n ursling.  Lily’s  mamma  heard 
the  whole  of  this  contest,  and  left  it, with- 
out interference,  to  work  out  its  own  re- 
sult, which  was  repentance  on  both  sides, 
and  renewed  affection,  which,  with  many 
interruptions,  lasted  through  life. 

V.— A WEDDING. 

The  large  house  on  Franklin  Street, 
Richmond,  is  lighted  from  garret  to  cellar 
on  this  particular  evening  in  May,  the 
season  when  this  beautiful  Southern  city 
is  wont  to  dress  herself  in  her  festoons  of 
roses.  The  house  upon  which  our  espe- 
cial gaze  is  now  concentrated  is  a perfect 
bower  of  this  most  beautiful  of  all  the 
flowery  kingdom,  and  many  of  the  fash- 
ionable promenaders  on  Franklin  Street 
make  it  the  terminus  of  their  walks,  and 
stop  to  gaze  at  the  luxuriant  branches  of 
white,  red,  pink,  and  yellow  roses,  which 
miugle  their  hues  and  their  perfume  in 
luxuriant  profusion.  Roses  are  nowhere 
more  beautiful  than  they  are  in  the  city 
of  Richmond  in  the  month  of  May,  and 
they  were  rarely  so  beautiful  even  here  as 
on  this  particular  May,  when  they  brought 
their  garlands  to  deck  the  bridal  day  of 
the  fair  young  daughter  of  the  house,  the 
“ Miss  Lily”  whom  we  have  known  brief- 
ly as  the  infant,  the  sinner,  the  student, 
the  teacher,  the  arrogant  young  mistress. 
Through  all  of  these  developing  periods 
she  has  passed,  and  now  stands  the  fair 
young  bride,  beside  the  man  of  her  choice. 

She  has  not  lost  any  element  of  her  ex- 
quisite beauty.  She  is  as  lily  white  as  the 
baby  Sis  lifted  from  the  crib  eighteen 
years  ago,  and  the  soft  draperies,  the 
shimmering  lace  of  the  veil  floating  like 
a cloud  about  the  airy  form,  make  one 
think  of  Raphael’s  cherubs.  It  is  a pretty 
picture, framed  in  by  the  wide  arched  door- 
way— that  beautiful  woman  contrasting 
in  her  delicacy  and  lily  whiteness  with 
the  stalwart  dark-browed  young  man  at 
her  side:  perfect  specimens  of  their  kind, 
she  with  her  shy  modesty,  he  with  every 
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fibre  of  bi>  being  Jispluring  br<  ItL'ouph-  t»  wait  \y" *fi fled  ,tlm  *ivm  of  her 

idit  jdjb  ■ \V  yyAvoMA ^ “ • . A*nWth>m  Then  earn*  life  jnwitaUfe . “ I 
It  )i  a home  Vedding  hi  pWvmmnee you  husband  ami  wife.  Whitt 

with  the  old  Virginia  custom,  >dtieh  re-  God  has  joined  together,  let  no  watt  put 
• the-  home  proper  place,  for  ^uiiiier.  ••  Shitftee th*  iin<Wt‘^Si;b;at  beauti- 

the  father  to  bestow  the  daughter  Upon  Jut  old  fushum.  now  obsolete,  seoapprr'pri- 
her  ioi?$biU)vi  ate  in  a Itoni.q 

^ family  and  tlin  nioUier  a 1 ii tie  fdushmgly  and  is:  then  hogged  amt  kissed 

tearful,  but  imfc  somov f oh  The  book-  by  all.  am)  laughs  and  blushes  and  enes; 
gnnmtl  of  tlV»«  atefio.lst.  ^Ahisfcy  one,  eon-  amlirrnu  the  vwy  bo*ou<  pPsdiue  biwaded  > 
sh-bug  of  the  serv  ants  of  the.  iiOtistdjnl.d ; ufu  dowager  catches  sighr  of  Sujauv.  and, 

ami  pre^iiij^-  fbrKptd  almost  to  thg/nnib  as she  has  duw  <aM;  Her  4.1fe^  lia^r, 
is  flu?  familiar  farm  of  iSajaxuv.  Like  the  evyu^;  Won  darting  old  -$aju-nt\  we  will 
mamma,  jilie.  ba<  m her  eyes,  \yhi$h.  ■ ne  y£r • •\y ii U ? iiptfV 5 

are  nvr*U*d  on  lh*i  fee  of  tb*ybrrdsy  8*v  S*hpuio  caieiijfi ' tjm  '■ ]Ui\&  Hbiio  hand, 
jane  is  dressed  in  a block . &i|fc  dross,:  but  with  ? lie  wedding  rote  on  if, ‘and  carers*  it 
*dn>  i*i«ot  t hinking  of  it.  ii/OV  ; Intr  ipemury  with  kisses  and  tears.  And  s&v^  ,v  La,  Miss 
is  buss-  with  the*  pa>t:  sh*  is1  sorry  for  ev-  T.;dy,  tL  idour  $b  vou  bcnV  nntvyid : It 
eiy  >ti^  vonxi  she  has  ever  spoken  to  her  seem  to  me  like  yon  is  jest  a little  baby 
darling.  Just  at  this  moment  to  »«.*  yilf  : 


#y ,.iir  in 


IT  lia^  been  my  fnriiirm.  yine»*  anatjuuir  r;icfc.-r«Kmt  •*!'  .;  fvivub'y.  narimimh . i have 

j'eiivn?:  old isccy tioh.  — mr  t n dtey retm ri~to  *v*b  rise  t A 

bavvVBjmot  Cbri>.trtr^:'iri  «v  curb  ms-  vanHy  the  fjywm  vf  ;i  buy  o*  Lmm  On 

of  places;.  Otre  Ch^tma^  I : ^ 

mg  all  d^y  Jnng  a water4  logged  inoWr  Afi'h^iirWAb’  >:; t iin v%  put 

ship  in  the  Atlantic;  another-  in  the  mr  throacrn".-  Chrb- jatmiied  into  a snov\- 
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drift  on  the  railroad  between  St.  Paul, 
Minnesota,  and  Sioux  City,  Iowa,  and 
have  enjoyed  another  among  the  cordial 
folk  of  New  Zealand.  I have  listened  to 
the  Christmas  morning  service  in  the  Isaac 
Cathedral  of  St.  Petersburg,  and  passed  a 
Christmas  afternoon  and  evening  driving 
a “ four-wheeler”  in  the  streets  of  London, 
with  intent  to  find  an  article  in  the  expe- 
rience. But  the  most  interesting  Christ- 
mas I ever  spent  was  with  a regiment  of 
the  Saxon  army  corps  on  the  forepost  line 
of  the  German  environment  of  Paris. 

In  France  the  winter  of  1870-1  was  a 
bitter  and  a bloody  season.  It  seemed  as 
if  the  Germans  had  brought  with  them 
from  their  own  land  its  rigor  of  hyperbo- 
rean temperature.  The  summer  had  been 
hot  enough,  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
Never  was  there  a fiercer  sun,  never  a 
fiercer  fight,  than  the  sun  that  blazed  and 
the  fight  that  raged  all  day  long  on  the 
plain  of  Mars  la  Tour.  Round  Sedan,  on 
the  2d  of  September,  all  the  dead  whose 
corpses  littered  the  slopes  had  not  fallen 
by  bullet,  shell,  or  steel ; the  sun,  too,  had 
claimed  his  victims  on  that  lurid  day.  But 
already  there  had  been  thin  ice  on  the  Mo- 
selle and  the  Wied  before  Bazaine's  sur- 
rendered army  had  trudged  dejectedly  out 
of  Metz  to  the  prisoner  camps  where  they 
were  to  shiver  till  the  crammed  prisoner 
trains  carried  them  away  into  captivity. 
There  was  an  interval  of  “Indian  sum- 
mer” later;  and  when,  journeying  from 
one  siege  to  another — from  surrendered 
Metz  to  where  Paris  lay,  to  quote  General 
Trocliu,  “in  that  circle  of  iron  which 
threatened  to  stifle  her  in  a slow  agony” — 
the  bright  warm  sunshine  was  sparkling 
on  the  dome  of  the  Luxembourg  and  the 
cross  that  surmounts  the  Pantheon,  and 
German  officers  were  sitting  round  the 
cafS  tables  on  the  sidewalks  of  the  Ver- 
sailles avenues. 

That  glint  of  Indian  summer  lasted  long 
enough  for  me  to  discern  and  appreciate, 
even  in  the  dishevelrnent  war  had  brought 
on  them,  the  beauty  of  the  environs  of 
Paris,  in  whose  villages  and  chateaux  the 
German  besiegers  made  their  quarters. 
Versailles  itself  was  virtually  a German 
town.  Wilhelm's  royal  banner  floated 
from  its  Prefecture,  the  Crown  Prince  had 
his  head-quarters  in  the  mansion  of  one 
of  its  notables,  and  “the  man  of  blood  and 
iron”  occupied  a modest  little  house  in 
the  Rue  de  Provence.  Prussian  soldiers 
mounted  guard  on  the  esplanade  of  the 
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Palais,  on  whose  facade  is  carved  Louis 
the  Grand’s  proud  legend,  “A  Toutes  les 
Gloires  de  la  France”;  and  the  cots  of 
wounded  Prussian  soldiers  were  ranged 
close  under  the  mirrored  walls  of  the  fa- 
mous Galerie  des  Glaces.  But  Versailles 
was  not  much  to  the  taste  of  a man  whose 
line  as  a war  correspondent  was  the  fore- 
post line.  It  seemed  to  me,  after  a few 
days’  experience,  a pool  of  stagnation,  on 
the  surface  of  which  floated  princes,  dip- 
lomates,  correspondents,  and  the  errant 
citizens  of  every  civilized  country  of  the 
world.  No  fighting,  gossip,  and  some 
scandal,  in  the  place  of  real  wholesome 
news.  Undoubtedly,  if  that  were  all,  Ver- 
sailles was  the  place  to  see  notabilities. 
What  a place  would  Versailles  have  been  * 
in  those  days  for  old  Pepys!  How  he 
would  have  bowed  to  the  ground  as  he 
sniffed  the  odor  of  exalted  rank!  how  he 
would  have  scuttled  about  from  one  back 
stair  to  another,  from  the  park  to  the  table 
d’hote  of  the  Reservoirs,  from  the  lawn  of 
Les  Ombrages  to  the  court-yard  of  the  Pre- 
fecture ! 

It  was  arranged  that  I should  attach 
myself  to  the  head-quarters  of  the  Army 
of  the  Meuse,  whose  commander  was  the 
Crown  Prince  (now  the  King)  of  Saxony, 
and  to  which  was  intrusted  the  northern 
and  eastern  sections  of  the  cordon  of  en- 
vironment, from  the  right  bank  of  the 
Seine  opposite  St.  Germain  round  to  the 
Marne  at  Champigny.  There  was  yet 
sunshine  enough  in  the  third  week  of  No- 
vember to  warm  the  thin  blood  of  the  old 
militaires  doddering  mournfully  among 
the  stalwart  lounging  Landwehr-men  of 
the  Prussian  Guard,  and  among  the  chil- 
dren with  their  bonnes  on  the  terrace  of 
St.  Germain,  as  I rode  along  that  beauti- 
ful esplanade  on  the  journey  to  my  new 
sphere  of  action.  Once  across  the  Seine, 
it  was  soon  made  apparent  to  me  that  the 
atmosphere  had  changed  from  an  atmos- 
phere charged  with  gossip  to  an  atmos- 
phere accentuated  by  bullets.  The  near- 
est road  to  my  destination  was  under  easy 
cliassepot  range  from  the  other  side  of  the 
river  for  a stretch  of  four  miles— a distance 
which  the  sensible  man  was  wont  to  cover 
at  a smart  canter.  The  Crown  Prince  of 
Saxony  had  his  snug  head-quarters  among 
the  chateaux  surrounding  the  pretty  vil- 
lage of  Margeney,  in  the  heart  of  the  forest 
of  Montmorency. 

The  region  all  around  Margeney  was 

historic  ground.  American  and  English 
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visitors  .to  Fum  are  familiar,  not  ulom*  lirnhs;  ..down 'to.  -Urn  Nuptoeouss  win  we  iain- 
tv  Hi).  iho.CMtoiim  of  the  Chev:U  Blanc.  Util  lly  tornh  Is  hi  thvKUle  vhnreh  of  St.  Leu, 
also  '•’»!!l!  the  superb  -strops  ami  bean),  y -of  away  her. i ml  on  the  pd|j«.  ot  the  forest  of 
t6e;^4Mi)b.|rr)m  the  lofty  terrace  on  ilm  hmw  M mi^fi b?&toy  * Tbui  h[im^ 

df  tin*  bill  V,i.'r tt . je? n .il  of  close oridjei: the of  M 

tvhiiili  ierirack  that  foostolry;.  The  Umfcattoge  of  MnnUoui&~  wa&  the  Iasi  res  e 

waiter  at  thet0hev4l  Blanc  may  hi  form  his  deuce  of  Kons,se;ui  before  d immigrated  to  Ki- 
foreign  patrous  t.liat  the  white  Jioino  on  it#-  .memncvilJe,  where  he  tliecl . fkuthv  Ment- 
c/vakipif  »l£n  l*mto  Wa^  pahft^fl  i?^:; tb -, i .»*-'■» v«t :- n>?tl*  AHewiiL 
mriiis  fter^il, i u 1 iito  Mat  of  &• 1 <ity& wa.;*9^<*r , that:  too,  however,  isytdojse  at  Imu4r 

he  nod  h eouplc  pf  festive  friends  had  rnu  a iitthf  sequesteml  hoo.se  uu  the  fringe  «f 
ilp  '** ah  Ledru  ! .Ibu  ‘forest',  a short  dinfcuitio  to  the  cafct  $f 

it:  hot  he  is  scarcely  likely  to  impart'  the  the  town  of  Momu>m*eucy  G retry  lived 
ifLfonnatimi^ thaf  the  roljueadt  iemica  is  in  it.  a/ ter  Rioi.ssv-.an  leff  it,  atnl  Uk  com- 
catoed  nw  Uio  £ito ,pjt.  tiny  tilil  mansion  p^y-^luyi^  witty : -]^Uigf.4 -: tU^  mettmria) 
to  i he  MoTUmorcivey*.  that  great  family  trophies’ to  the  .1  tonmiuge. ^ AVitim\  view 
who^y  tomtit*.  is  writ  large  on  the  page*  of  from  ilto  terrace  ;o>  ihc  residence**  of  (he 
.*'  tUft  history  of  Fraovrv.  Look i?*g  out  f forty  bright  rutefto  th.At  opened  it*  &vxu%  to 
iliai  ;i^ra<?^i;.the  hyp: ^tr  Tbnt  o/X  no  spot  .Rnfi^au-  when  -sfeHter  . $£■■ 

Oi-iUnketl  with  iiss»>ei;UhiOst  That  i>.  the  Montmorency  —the  two  'ft inters  Mesdmrm* 
frill  of' Montmartre,  house-brow netl,  away  DHomiHoc  and  iVKumay.  to  whom  to 
there,  over  ther  double  tomd  of  the  Heine  was  the*  apple  of  discord  ;.  GHmtto  th‘6 
and  the  peninsula  of  Genneviliiers;  Mont-  graceful  and  spirited  historian^  and  the 
martreVwhere  in  1814  Marrnbnt  and  Mot-  pcnH  $t.  Lambert,  the  i4 gentleman ."-of  the 
tier  made the  last  despeWih?  istand  for  their  sword  and  pen£y  whom  Horace  Walpole 
great  master  and  Ehiperoy  and  whence,  did  not  iik&  The  cliuheau  of  tfjfc.^wck#jte, .' 
in  the  days  when  I lived  within  view  of  where  Mmhime  f>e  StaiH  wits  the  centre  of 
it,  the' lime-light  used  to  flash  out  so  lurid-  a . feiril 1 

ly  oyer  the  night  sortiess  That  grand  pile over  the  way  i'Ui-n  hi  Hi  Oh  on * a suffer- 
aw  ny  to  the  left  "is  the  Cathedral  of  &t„  ex\  from,  proximily  to  n FVe>»r)i  ban  cry 
Denis,  in  whose  vaults  repose  the  dust  of  duriiig  t))(T  siyg^.  Tulmay  ilie  Irageduiiu 
dynasty  after  dynasty  of  Freuch  inou-  ' -ii  -tUnvu  there  by  .the  lake- 
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side, close  to  the  Princess  Demidoff’s  villa; 
and  Marshal  Catinat,  the  great  soldier  of 
fortune,  grew  flowers  and  cabbages  in 
Epinay,  where  the  trees  are  touching  the 
river.  In  the  church  of  Argenteuil,  down 
there  to  the  right  front,  there  is  a massive 
chest  containing  a piece  of  the  seamless 
coat  of  our  Lord,  that  garment  of  which 
Matthew  of  Westminster  wrote,  4 ‘Mater 
ejus  fecit  ei,  et  crevit  ipso  crescendo.” 
Just  beyond  Argenteuil  on  the  river’s 
brink  is  the  chateau  of  Marais,  where  Mir- 
abeau  dwelt  during  the  stormy  times  of 
the  great  Revolution;  and  in  the  church 
of  Colombes,  whose  spire  shows  above  the 
trees  there  on  the  other  side  of  the  river, 
Bossuet  pronounced  his  magnificent  fu- 
neral oration  over  the  coffin  of  Henrietta 
Maria,  the  young  daughter  of  Henri  Qua- 
tre. 

I must  crave  pardon  for  garrulousness 
about  the  associations  of  those  scenes,  for 
the  scenes  themselves  seem  as  if  welded 
into  my  life.  From  that  terrace  of  Mont- 
morency I have  looked  down  on  fierce- 
fouglit  sorties — glancing  back  on  it  now, 
that  winter's  memory  is  as  of  one  long 
sortie — on  the  storm  and  smoke  of  a week's 
bombardment.  I have  helped  wounded 
men  along  it  as  they  limped  toward  the 
hospital,  have  dodged  the  shells  from  Fort 
du  Nord  that  came  hurtling  through  the 
air  to  burst  on  its  containing  wall, and  have 
traversed  it  with  a triumphant  column 
inarching  down  to  take  possession  of  sur- 
rendered St.  Denis.  But  I will  sin  no  more. 
It  was  a strange  thing,  surely,  that  round 
the  edge  of  that  cockpit,  where  every  man 
went  about  with  his  life  in  his  hand, there 
should  have  been  thoughts  about  and  prep- 
arations for  the  Christmas  festivities  be- 
fore November  had  come  to  a close.  In- 
deed, before  November  was  to  end,  thou- 
sands who  had  been  doubtless,  like  their 
fellows, looking  forward  to  the  Christmas- 
tide,  were  stark  and  stiff  on  the  battle-field. 
For  on  the  last  day  of  that  month  Ducrot 
made  his  great  sortie  on  the  eastern  face, 
and  the  fiercest  fighting  of  all  the  siege 
raged  on  the  slopes  and  among  the  lanes 
of  Villiers,  Charnpigny,  and  Brie. 

It  was  on  these  slopes,  not  indeed  on  the 
30th  November,  but  two  days  later,  where 
the  fighting  was  renewed  with  all  but  equal 
venom,  that  I received  my  earliest  Christ- 
mas invitation — the  one  I kept.  I had 
joined  a Saxon  regiment  that  was  moving 
down  the  slope  from  Villiers  on  Brie,  while 
a great  deployment  of  French  was  press- 


ing upward  from  Brie  on  Villiers.  Under 
conditions  such  as  those  a struggle  be- 
comes inevitable.  And  it  was  a struggle. 
Both  sides  were  in  stern  earnest,  and  it  sim- 
ply was  a question  which  would  the  soon- 
er harden  its  heart  to  push  on  to  close 
quarters.  In  the  turmoil  a young  officer 
whom  I had  spoken  to  once  or  twice  be- 
fore in  the  course  of  the  day  was  hit,  and 
came  staggering  back  to  the  corner  where 
I had  accepted  what  cover  it  offered.  I 
roughly  bandaged  his  arm,  took  him  back 
a little  way,  and  remained  with  him  till 
the  regiment,  having  forced  the  French 
back  and  having  been  relieved  by  fresher 
troops,  was  on  its  return  to  its  original  po- 
sition. The  officer  commanding  the  young 
lieutenant's  battalion  halted,  thanked  me 
very  heartily  for  my  little  good  offices  to 
his  subaltern,  said  every  man  of  his  com- 
mand would  thenceforth  regard  me  as  a 
comrade,  and  begged  me  to  find  the  battal- 
ion out,  wherever  it  might  be,  and  share 
its  Christmas  cheer, whatever  the  fortune 
of  war  might  make  that.  I gave  him  a 
conditional  half-promise, and  between  that 
afternoon  and  Christmas  morning  saw  in 
a casual  way  so  much  of  the  good  major 
and  his  officers  that  I had  almost  come  to 
be  regarded  as  a member  of  his  regiment- 
al family. 

For  after  that  day  I had  but  little  en- 
joyment of  my  comfortable  quarters  in 
the  Margency  chateau.  Most  of  the  fight- 
ing occurred  on  the  eastern  face,  and  my 
life  became  a long  gallop,  in  the  attempt 
to  carry  out  Prince  Frederick  Charles's 
maxim  of  “making  for  the  cannon  thun- 
der.” A chronic  skirmish  sputtered  on 
the  confines  of  Le  Bourget,  varied  by  des- 
perate and  once  or  twice  all  but  successful 
efforts  on  the  part  of  the  French  to  retake 
that  long  unlovely  village,  which  before  I 
reached  the  vicinity  of  Paris  they  had  re- 
covered once,  to  be  driven  out  two  days 
later  by  an  onslaught  so  stubbornly  re- 
sisted that  not  many  of  the  heroic  defend- 
ers were  left  to  be  driven  out.  I was  not 
a witness  of  the  scene  depicted  in  De  Neu- 
vi lie's  famous  picture,  but  when  I visited 
the  place  first  with  some  of  the  officers 
who  had  taken  part  in  its  recapture  I saw 
and  heard  enough  to  entitle  me  to  vindi- 
cate its  accuracy.  He  painted  the  scene 
outside  the  church  of  Le  Bourget;  I was 
inside  that  church  while  it  yet  remained 
as  the  desperate  combat  left  it.  Its  open 
door  creaked  dismally  in  the  wind.  As 
one  entered,  there  lay  the  bloody  rags 
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farm-house  at  the  end  nearest  Paris,  whose 
walls  were  exceptionally  massive.  Into 
this  place  were  crammed  two  companies 
of  one  of  the  Guard  regiments.  In  danger, 
squalor,  and  discomfort  as  the  fellows 
were,  they  had  thus  early  commenced 
their  poor  Christmas  preparations.  Love- 
gifts  from  home  were  being  saved  up  for 
the  feast  or  the  tree,  and  Chinese  lanterns 
were  in  course  of  manufacture.  When 
Christmas  came,  but  few  men  of  that  de- 
tachment remained  to  share  in  the  season- 
able cheer. 

From  its  officers  I had  a Christmas  in- 
vitation, with  the  genial  temptation  that 
almost  for  certain  the  festivities  would  be 
interrupted  by  a fight.  I was  to  watch 
more  than  one  fight  in  which  the  gallant 
Von  Thummel  and  his  lads  were  hal'd  put 
to  it  to  hold  their  own ; but  it  seemed  to 
me  that  if  one  were  to  “ take  his  risks”  as 
the  accompaniment  to  his  Christmas  din- 
ner, he  might  have  some  compensation  in 
at  least  a modified  luxury,  and  so  I de- 
clined the  invitation  of  the  gallant  Queen 
Elizabeths.  Then  there  came  to  me  an- 
other, that  promised  luxuriously  enough, 
for  the  dinner  was  to  be  eaten  in  the  Petit 
Vattel  of  Versailles;  and  there  was  an  infi- 
nitely greater  attraction  than  the  fare  in 
the  company.  The  little  English  coterie  in 
what  I may  call  the  Franco-German  cap- 
ital had  resolved  on  dining  together  on  the 
Christmas  night,  and  had  sent  out  sum- 
monses to  their  outlying  compatriots  with- 
in range.  There  were  to  gather  round  that 
board  in  the  Little  Vattel  men  44  of  light 
and  leading,”  as  well  of  social  charm  and 
brilliancy:  William  Howard  Russell,  the 
doyen  of  that  service  which  he  has  elevated 
in  to  a profession;  poor  Odo  Russell,  subse- 
quently Lord  Ampthill,  whose  premature 
death  when  British  Ambassador  at  Berlin 
was  an  irreparable  loss  to  his  country; 
the  taciturn  but  not  saturnine  Hillary 
Skinner,  my  own  colleague;  that  burly 
admirable  Crichton  Beatty  Kingston,  of 
the  Telegraph;  the  poet  journalist  Alfred 
Austin,  of  the  Standard;  the  rnild  and 
retiring  De  Havilland,  whom  antithetic- 
ally we  used  to  call  the  “great  command- 
er”; John  Furley,  the  most  skillful  and 
most  daring  volunteer  ambulance  man  in 
the  world,  and  others  less  known  to  fame. 
With  their  kindred  Anglo  Saxons  were  to 
dine  such  American  gentlemen  as  the 
Christmas  should  find  in  Versailles.  It 
was  hard  to  steel  one’s  self  against  the 
temptation  of  participating  in  an  occa- 
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sion  so  full  of  bright  conviviality  as 
this  gathering  was  sure  to  be;  but  then 
Versailles  was  off  my  ground,  and  if 
there  should  be  trouble  on  that  pestilent 
restless  eastern  front  and  I not  at  my 
post,  the  remorse  or  the  default  would 
far  outweigh  the  pleasure  of  the  dinner. 
Then  there  was  the  knowledge  that  the 
preparation  for  the  bombardment  of  Mont 
Avron  would  be  all  but  completed  by 
Christmas  Day,  and  that  on  the  morning 
of  the  holy  day  itself  the  blindage  of  trees 
which  covered  the  batteries  might  be  cut 
down,  and  the  roar  of  the  cannon  be  heard 
instead  of  Christmas  bells. 

The  big  cannon  which  the  Germans 
had  brought  from  Spandau  and  placed 
in  battery  along  the  eastern  face  of  the 
environment  from  Maison  Guyot  south 
to  Noisy  respected  the  sanctity  of  Christ- 
mas Day,  and  their  loud  throats  were  silent 
until  the  morning  after  but  one,  although 
the  French  forts  desisted  not  from  their 
desultory  cannonade  on  the  natal  day  of 
the  Prince  of  Peace.  But  there  was  sharp 
and  stubborn  fighting  during  the  whole 
week  previous,  which  culminated  in  a 
general  “alarm”  of  the  whole  Meuse  army 
on  the  24th,  in  the  momentary  expectancy 
of  a general  and  a desperate  sortie.  The 
French  troops  had  been  out  in  the  open 
then  for  four  days  and  as  many  nights, 
when  the  temperature  was  many  degrees 
below  freezing-point.  To  face  this  cold 
by  night,  and  to  stand  all  day  with  faces 
to  the  foe!  I protest  I was  filled  with  ad- 
miration, respect,  and  heart-felt  compas- 
sion for  the  men  I saw  before  me  doing 
this — doing  it,  too,  as  we  knew,  poorly 
clad  and  on  scant  rations,  and  without  the 
spur  and  the  stay  which  the  consciousness 
of  success  ever  imparts.  Those  men  out 
on  the  plain  there  must  have  been  stanch 
soldiers,  and  they  must  have  been  led  by 
officers  worthy  to  command  troops  that 
could  confront  hardships  so  great.  As 
the  sun  went  down  on  Christmas  Eve 
there  were  happy  indications  that  the  day 
consecrated  to  associations  of  peace  on 
earth  and  good-will  among  men  was  not 
to  have  its  hallowed  character  desecrated 
by  the  mad  passions  and  cruel  carnage  of 
a great  battle.  As  the  twilight  fell,  the 
air  was  still  throbbing  to  the  din  of  a can- 
nonade; but  the  French  infantry  were 
breaking  up  from  their  chill  and  cheerless 
bivouacs  on  the  plain,  and  falling  back, 
none  of  us  were  so  churlish  as  not  to  wish, 

into  less  rigorous  Christmas  quarters. 
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As  for  the  Germans,  they  were  not  husband  was  to  give  the  Christmas  diu- 
standing  to  attention  every  hour  of  every  ner  at  which  I presently  was  to  be  a guest, 
day,  and  when  two  days  before  Christ-  A pile  of  packages  was  made  against  the 
mas  the  fiehhpost  wagon  carne  rolling  into  wall,  the  sergeant  cleared  a space,  and 
Le  Vert . Galant,  laden  till  its  springs  were  went  to  work  calling  out  the  name  on 
flattened  with  the  load  of  Ltebesgaben  each  letter  and  packet,  as  letter  or  packet 
from  kinsfolk  and  friends  in  the  father-  came  to  hand.  To  many  of  his  calls  the 
land,  a goodly  muster  of  stalwart  Saxons  answer  had  no  cheerful  tone,  for  the  regi- 
crowded  round  the  welcome  vehicle.  The  ment  had  suffered  severely  in  the  light- 
wagon  halted  outside  the  regimental  head-  mg  of  the  great  sortie.  Schumann  fY 
quarters,  and  the  bugle  sounded  “the  ral-  bawled  the  stuff  sergeant.  “ Killed," 
ly."  for  the  Germans  love  to  do  every • came  the  response,  uttered  by  some  com* 
thing  formally  ami  in  order.  It  was  a rade  in  a solemn  voice:  for  poor  Schumann 
curious  medley  of  contents  that  streamed  the  love  gift  from  home  had  arrived  too 
out  as  the  tail-board  of  the  wagon  was  let  late.  “ Kasparf*  Kaxpar  did  not  an- 
down.  The  German  field  post  was  an  s\vcr  to  his  name ; his  corporal  laconically 
elastic  institution,  and  had  a friend  at  implied  for  him,  “Wounded."  Berg- 
home  chosen  to  send  to  the  front  a box-  marjn  1”  The  Cold  and  exposure  had  in- 
mangle  or  a live  parrot  in  a cage,  I do  validod  Bergmann ; of  him,  in  .two  words, 
not  believe  there  would  have  been  any  the  report  was,  “In  hospital."  “Scimi- 
objections  on  the  score  of  bulk.  There  der!"  Sehrftder  was  not  on  hand  to  re- 
tumbled  out  cigar  boxes  wrapped  in  can-  ceive  his  love-gift:  the  answer  regarding 
vas,  long  podgy  rolls  that  were  eloquent  him  was  the  indefinite  “ Weg.’-  “ Weg" 
of  sausage,  flabby  parcels  that  probably  in  this  connection  had  a wide  and  vague 
contained  warm  under  clothing,  and  little  meaning— or  no  meaning.  The  “Weg" 
packets  which  rolled  as  they  fell,  and  ev-  Sohmder  might  he  a prisoner;  wounded, 
idently  consisted  of  thalers.  Yes,  there  and  as  yet  un  re  ported  to  his  battalion, 
were  two  beer  barrels  which  Major  Yon  snug  in  sortie  field  hospital  outside  the 
Sclidnberg  had  been  expecting:  it  re*  Saxon  ken  ; lying  un buried,  with  his 
joiced  my  heart  that  Frau  Majorin  had  dead  face  looking  up  into  the  wan  win: 
fulfilled  ti*£  marital  requisition,  since  her  try  sunshine  out  there  on  the  snowy 
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slope  stretching  down  to  the  Marne;  a de- 
serter-only that  one  never  heard  of  a 
German  soldier  deserting.  The  sum  of 
“ W eg”  in  the  case  of  Schrader  and  others 
was  simply  “Not  here,  and  the  Lord  only 
knows  where  they  are.”  When  the  ser- 
geant had  completed  his  task  of  distri- 
bution, there  remained  quite  a heap  of 
packets  which  those  to  whom  they  were 
addressed  neyer  would  claim. 

There  were  few  indications  in  Lagny 
of  preparations  for  “Merry  Christmas” 
when  I rode  back  from  Le  Vert  Galant 
into  that  little  town  to  dispatch  a letter 
by  the  post  train,  which  started  from  it 
every  morning.  As  the  terminus  of  rail- 
way communication  with  Germany,  La- 
gny was  the  focus  on  which  concentrated 
all  the  movable  detritus  of  the  great 
siege.  From  all  round  the  cordon  cap- 
tured French  prisoners  were  escorted  in 
batches  to  Lagny,  thence  to  be  deported 
into  captivity  by  the  prisoner  trains; 
wounded  German  soldiers,  as  soon  as 
they  were  in  condition  to  be  evacuated 
from  the  field  hospitals,  were  sent  thither 
for  conveyance  to  Germany  in  the  am- 
bulance cars.  Ever  since  the  end  of 
November  there  had  been  hard  fighting 
somewhere  around  the  great  circle  every 
day,  and  unfortunate  little  Lagny  had 
been  inundated  with  wounded  and  pris- 
oners— for  days  at  a time  at  the  rate  of  a 
thousand  of  each  per  day.  Under  the 
avalanche  of  misery  the  German  organ- 
ization had  for  a time  broken  down.  I 
saw  a batch  of  prisoners  march  into  La- 
gny so  ravenous  with  hunger  that  the 
wretches  grubbed  in  the  gutter  after  tur- 
nip-tops and  bones,  and  turned  over  dirt 
heaps  in  search  for  scraps  of  bread.  The 
wounded  poured  into  the  place,  unfed, 
their  wounds  undressed,  chilled  to  the 
marrow  by  the  cruel  cold,  and  jolted  al- 
most to  distraction.  Sheds,  railway  vans, 
the  railway  station,  the  church,  the  Mai- 
rie,  were  used  as  receptacles  for  the  poor 
broken  creatures.  That  Lagny  church, 
to  what  strange  and  diverse  uses  I knew 
it  come  during  this  terrible  month  ! Now 
a shelter  for  700  wounded  men ; now  the 
barracks  for  1000  Bavarians,  a new  draft 
pressing  to  the  front;  in  the  Christmas 
week  itself  the  prison  pen  of  some  1200 
French  prisoners,  some  of  whom  died  on 
its  cold  stone  floor.  As  I went  into  the 
station  to  mail  my  letter  in  the  post- 
wagon, I found  its  platform  strewn  with 
a kind  of  baggage,  waiting  dispatch,  that 
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made  my  heart  ache.  There,  stretched 
on  the  planking  or  the  litters,  lay  the 
poor  wounded  fellows,  looking  up  at  the 
hale  folk  with  their  great,  calm,  patient 
eyes.  I saw  a clumsy  man  stumble  over 
one  of  the  prostrate  forms,  and  all  the 
chiding  he  received  was  a wan,  pinched 
smile. 

Christmas  morning,  “All  quiet  every- 
where,” was  the  early  morning  report 
communicated  by  gallant  old  General 
Budritski,  of  the  Guard  Corps,  as  he  stood 
pulling  his  white  mustache  in  the  door- 
way of  his  quarters  in  the  high  street  of 
Gonesse.  I seemed  to  recognize  an  in- 
tonation of  disappointment  in  the  old 
chief's  accents;  he  was  always  happiest 
when  the  bullets  were  flying,  and  he  had 
shown  the  young  ones  the  way  over  the 
barricade  at  the  recapture  of  Le  Bourget. 

“ All  quiet  everywhere !”  Yes,  the  Christ- 
mas bells  were  ringing  out  from  the  Go- 
nesse belfry ; but  surely  those  were  strange 
echoes  of  them  that  came  pealing  to  us 
across  the  Corneuve  plain  and  over  the 
tree-tops  of  the  forest  of  Bondy.  Those 
white  wreaths  that  decked  the  grim  fronts 
of  Forts  Rosny  and  Aubervilliers  were 
truly  in  a strange  style  of  Yule-tide  deco- 
ration. There  was  no  sentiment  about 
the  old  war-dog  Budritski.  With  a shrug 
of  his  lean  shoulders  he  intimated  that  he 
regarded  the  accompaniment  to  the  Christ- 
mas bells  which  the  cannon  of  the  French 
forts  were  sounding  as  a dummes  Zeug , 
and  straightway  went  inside  to  break- 
fast. He  was  so  kind  as  to  ask  me  to  ac- 
company him;  but  in  those  days  — alas 
that  they  are  so  old ! — I was  fonder  of  the 
society  of  buoyant  young  subalterns  than 
of  general  officers  of  a saturnine  tempera- 
ment. And  in  Gonesse,  notwithstanding 
that  it  was  within  range  of  the  French 
forts,  the  Prussian  Guardsmen  had  estab- 
lished a “casino,”  or  officers'  club,  where 
a French  couple  cooked  dainty  little  plats 
to  the  marvel,  and  where  the  Bavarian 
beer  was  as  good  as  the  French  red  wine. 

In  the  Gonesse  casino  you  could  have  a 
dijeuner  d la  fourchette  not  much  infe- 
rior to  Durand  form,  and  at  about  one- 
fourth  the  cost,  for  the  German  Guards- 
man is  not  a wealthy  man,  and  the  tariff 
was  fixed  to  suit  a modest  purse. 

My  way  from  Gonesse — I was  bound 
for  the  Saxon  battalion  which  Major  Von 
Schonberg  commanded,  which  I knew  was 
lying  somewhere  in  front  of  Clichy — was 

southward  through  the  wrecked  villages 
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of  Aid  nay  ami  Seyran,  to  where  General 
Von  Mon  the  had  his  quarters  in  the  pret- 
ty chateau  of  Clichy.  There  I learned 
tliat  the  Von  Schiinbergs  were  well  out  to 
the  front,  on  the  confines  of  that  beauti- 
ful ancient  chase  the  old  park  of  Rainey, 
an  outlying  part  of  the  historic  forest  of 
Bondy.  An  orderly  went  forward  with 
me  to  show  me  the  villa  in  which  the  ma- 
jor had  his  residence.  Here,  it  is  true,  I 
found  him,  hut  the  arrangements  for  the 
Christmas  festivities,  which  were  to  have 
been  celebrated  in  the  said  villa,  had  been 
thrown  into  dislocation  by  an  order  for 
his  battalion  to  relieve  another  on  the  fore' 
post  line  opposite  the  strong  French  posi- 
tion of  Bondy;  whereas  the  expectation 
had  been  that  it  would  have  been  left  un- 
til the  morrow  in  its  present  position  of 
support.  However,  orders  had  to  be  obey- 
ed, and  the  good  major  hoped  in  his  cheery 
way  that  although,  if  the  piano  could  he 
sent  up  into  the  forepost  line,  the  proximi- 


ty to  the  French  posts  would  prevent  its 
being  used,  and  although  our  dining-room 
would  life  smaller  than  the  spacious  suite 
it  manger  of  the  villa,  nevertheless  we 
should  do  very  well. 

I had  to  leave  my  horse  in  the  stable  at 
tile  villa:  mounted  men,  save  on  duty, 
were  forbidden  in  the  foreposts*  From 
time  to  time  the  dull  boom  of  a French 
camion  was  heard  as  the  major  and  I walk- 
ed down  the  long  garden  on  w hose  ever- 
greens the  snow  hmig  crusted,  ami  passed 
out  through  the  wicket  gate  into  the  for- 
est. And  soon  it  was  apparent  that  the 
(ht mines  Zeug  had  a tragic  element  in  it. 
Four  men  came  along  the.  forest  alley 
bearing  a motionless  form  lying  on  a 
stretcher,  and  covered  with  a blood  $Utm- 
ed  blanket.  '*  Wounded  f asked  Von 
Sellout*  rg.  The  solemn  ' ' Dead" came  in 
an  undergone  from  the  mouth  of  the  ac- 
companying under  -officer.  It  was  a corpse 
they  were  carrying  back  into  the  village. 
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Private  Jeskow  had  seen  his  last  Christ- 
mas morning.  He  had  been  making  his 
coffee  in  a house  behind  an  outpost,  when 
a shell  burst  under  the  window.  A ser- 
geant warned  him  that  the  French  had 
got  the  range ; but  the  coffee  was  close  to 
the  boil;  a second  shell  burst  inside  the 
room;  a fragment  struck  Jeskow  in  the 
back ; and  so  it  was  that  they  were  carry- 
ing the  corpse  of  him  back  to  the  village 
graveyard. 

On  our  way  to  the  front  we  passed  one 
of  the  batteries  of  siege  guns  which  were 
to  open  fire  on  Mont  Avron  the  following 
morning  but  one.  The  guns  were  already 
in  their  places,  ambushed  by  the  belt  of 
undergrowth  that  had  been  preserved  in 
front  of  them ; they  reminded  me  of  tigers 
lurking  in  the  jungle  waiting  for  their 
prey.  In  honor  of  Christinas  time  the  gun- 
ners had  bedecked  the  smooth  sleek  devils 
with  wreaths  of  ivy  and  winter  blossoms. 
Green  leaves  begirt  the  muzzles  so  soon 
to  vomit  forth  death  and  destruction. 
The  honest  artillerists  were  proud  of  their 
pretty  decorations,  nor  saw  in  them  some 
such  incongruity  as  would  be  a flower 
show  in  the  crater  of  a volcano. 

Forward  through  underwood  inter- 
spersed with  great  trees,  the  path  broken 
and  jagged  by  shell  holes.  Everywhere  the 
forest  was  full  of  barricades,  of  chevaux - 
de-frise}  of  all  kinds  of  appliances  for  ar- 
resting the  advance  of  an  enemy.  Then 
we  emerged  into  a strip  of  clearing,  on 
which  were  works  of  greater  pretensions 
— intrenchments,  stockades,  abattis,  enfi- 
laded approaches,  about  which  and  among 
the  huts  behind  were  many  soldiers.  Pass- 
ing through  some  scrub,  we  were  in  a sort 
of  village  of  pretty  country  houses  nest- 
ling among  underwood.  Forest,  clear- 
ance, and  village  reminded  me  of  Chisel- 
hurst  Common,  of  Cresson  Springs  on  the 
summit  of  the  Alleghanies.  On  the  rond 
point  in  the  centre  of  this  forest  village 
strolled  and  lounged  some  officers  of  the 
battalion  waiting  to  be  relieved;  the  men 
not  standing  on  watch  in  the  forepost  line 
were  massed  in  shelter  behind  the  walls 
inclosing  the  gardens  of  the  villas.  My 
major  and  other  officers  exchanged  items 
of  information  as  we  waited  for  his  battal- 
ion to  arrive.  The  French  in  Bundy  had 
been  on  parade  in  the  morning  ; a hollow 
square  had  been  formed, it  was  conjectured 
for  a religious  service.  If  this  had  been 
so,  the  cannon  of  the  forts  had  furnished 
the  responses. 
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We  were  in  the  park  of  Rainey,  and 
the  mansions  all  around  us,  now  empty, 
forlorn,  and  dilapidated, were  the  country- 
seats  of  rich  Parisians.  No  life  anywhere 
about  the  picturesquely  built  houses,  save 
where  a vagrant  cat  darted  across  the  road. 
The  desolation  of  war  had  fallen  on  the 
dainty  pleasaunces,  and  had  scored  its  fell 
mark  athwart  the  trim  finished  prettiness. 
The  furniture  had  been  used  in  the  con- 
struction of  barricades,  a shell  had  burst 
in  a piano  that  helped  to  make  a shelter- 
place  for  a sentry,  and  tapestry  hang- 
ings formed  screens  for  bivouacs.  No  for- 
lomer  spectacle  could  be  imagined  than 
was  presented  by  this  dainty  settlement, 
so  purely  French  in  its  mingled  rusticity 
and  self-consciousness  of  metropolitan- 
ism. 

By-and-by  from  out  the  wood  came 
steadily  tramping  Von  Schonberg’s  battal-* 
ion,  led  by  the  senior  captain,  big  Kirch- 
bacli,  who,  like  his  dashing  brother-in-law 
Hammerstein,  had  been  an  officer  of  the 
old  Hanoverian  army,  and  had  fought  at 
Langensalza,  its  last  battle.  They,  with 
a number  of  their  comrades,  rather  than 
accept  the  Prussian  service,  had  hurried 
from  Langensalza  to  join  the  army  of  Sax- 
ony, and  fight  with  it  against  the  hated 
Prussians  at  Sadowa.  But  fate  had  been 
overstrong  for  them.  As  a consequence 
of  Sadowa,  the  Saxon  army  had  shared  in 
effect  the  fortune  of  the  Hanpverian,  and 
been  blended  with  the  Prussian  army. 
So  Kirchback,  Hammerstein,  and  the  oth- 
er Hanoverian  officers  found  themselves 
in  1870  fighting  the  battles  of  that  Prussia 
which  they  still  hated.  Nevertheless  they 
fought,  while  they  cursed  that  they  had  to 
fight,  and  Wilhelm  had  no  better  officers 
under  his  banner  than  the  Hanoverians 
who  held  commissions  in  the  Royal  Saxon 
Army  Corps.  They  were  men  for  the 
most  part  both  of  superior  general  culture 
and  exceptionally  conversant  with  mili- 
tary duty,  although,  to  be  sure,  they  did 
not  seem  very  soldier-like  here  on  the  win- 
ter forepost  service,  incased  in  multitudi- 
nous wraps  that  made  them  all  but  unrec- 
ognizable, and  wearing  high  fur  boots, 
which  were  jocularly  traditioned  to  have 
been  bequeathed  to  Hammerstein  by  an 
Esquimau  ancestor.  Hammerstein  was 
proud  of  his  family, and  resented  this  theo- 
ry of  derivation  for  the  fur  boots,  but  wise- 
ly continued  to  wear  them.  As  for  Kirch- 
back, he  was  a philosopher,  and  would 
have  accepted  any  ancestral  attribution 
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that  would  have  brought  him  a fur  coat 
to  match  the  fur  boots. 

The  relief  in  detail  of  the  foreposts  was 
a delicate  duty  that  had  to  be  accomplish- 
ed while  the  two  battalions  remained  to 
cover  it,  for  the  relief  had  to  be  in  full  oc- 
cupancy of  the  chain  of  posts  before  the 
relieved  could  safely  withdraw.  As  each 
company  went  out  to  its  section  of  the 
position,  it  was  met  by  a trusty  non-com- 
missioned officer  of  the  corresponding  out- 
going company,  who  acted  as  its  guide. 
Then  the  sergeant  and  the  lieutenant  went 
out  and  relieved  the  sentries  along  the 
front,  and,  with  a cheery  adieu,  off  tramp- 
ed the  “old  guard,”  glad  enough  to  go, 
for  sure,  after  three  days  and  three  nights 
of  the  wearing,  anxious,  and  hazardous 
forepost  work. 

It  was  well  on  in  the  afternoon  before 
the  relieving  duty  was  finally  got  through, 
and  the  Von  Schonbergs  fully  in  posses- 
sion of  the  new  positions.  The  rendezvous 
for  the  Christmas  feast — a hut  built  of 
doors  from  wrecked  houses — was  the  quar- 
ters of  Captain  Von  Zanthier,  the  officer 
under  whose  charge  was  the  uttermost 
forepost  line  of  the  section  of  front  held 
by  the  battalion.  Its  greatest  height  in- 
side was  about  six  feet,  the  roof  sloping  till 
at  the  back  it  was  barely  four  feet.  This 
lower-roofed  side  was  lined  with  spring 
mattresses  having  the  same  origin  as 
the  doors.  Pictures  hung  on  the  walls, 
and  mirrors — neither  part  of  an  officer’s 
field  kit  on  active  service;  and  between 
the  close-curtained  window  and  the  row 
of  mattresses  was  a range  of  good  massive 
mahogany  tables,  that  certainly  were  not 
made  by  the  German  pioneers.  The 
chairs  may  be  described  as  mixed.  All 
styles  were  represented  impartially— the 
fauteuil,  the  ottoman,  the  American  rock- 
er, the  high  straight-backed  Elizabethan, 
the  Louis  Quatorze  lounge,  the  humble 
wicker  - bottom.  With  the  wood  fire 
crackling  in  the  stove,  and  the  brass 
lamp  brightly  burning,  the  queer  little 
nest  looked  so  cheery  and  home-like,  one 
had  no  temptation  to  remember  that  the 
French  were  not  a thousand  yards  dis- 
tant, and  that  a shell  might  any  minute 
knock  into  small  pieces  it  and  its  inmates. 
The  kitchen  was  outside,  well  behind  a 
clump  of  hollies,  so  that  the  fire  should 
not  show  through  the  darkness.  The 
major  s cook  was  an  imposing  military  per- 
son in  white  cap  and  apron,  who  acted  as 
head  waiter  as  well,  and  who,  before  he 

Digitized  by  CjCK  'QIC 


announced  that  dinner  was  served,  entered 
in  state  and  lit  the  candles  on  the  Christ- 
mas tree,  from  every  twig  of  which  dan- 
gled cakes  and  comfits.  Then  we  drew 
around  the  social  board,  and  fell  to  with  a 
will.  A la  guerre  comme  la  guerre . Yes, 
the  table-cloth  was  too  short,  clean  plates 
were  not  supplied  with  every  course,  and 
there  had  been  an  understanding  that 
every  man  should  bring  his  own  feeding 
utensils  and  drinking  - horn.  But  the 
cooking  was  excellent,  and  the  menu  was 
certainly  not  destitute  of  variety.  Here 
it  is: 

Hors-d'oeuvre. 

Caviare. 

Soup. 

Liebig's  Extract. 

Fish. 

Sardines  in  oil. 

Entrees. 

Goose  Sausage,  Ham  Sausage,  other  miscellaneous 
Sausages. 

Pieces  de  Resistance. 

Boiled  Beef  and  Macaroni. 

Roast  Mutton  and  Potato  Salad. 

Entremets. 

Schinken,  Compote  of  Pears,  Compote  of  Apples, 
Preserved  Sauerkraut. 

Cheese  and  Fresh  Butter. 

Dessert. 

Fruits,  Nuts,  Biscuits,  Tarts,  etc. 

Nor  were  fluids  lacking.  A barrel  of 
Frau  Majorin’s  beer  was  on  tap  in  the  cor- 
ner, in  prime  condition;  plenty  of  fair 
claret,  and  a few  bottles  of  champagne 
iced — perhaps,  indeed,  rather  too  much 
iced.  The  bottles  had  been  placed  outside 
in  the  snow,  and  when  the  corks  were 
drawn  the  wine  would  not  flow;  it  seemed 
frozen  solid.  Among  the  expedients  sug- 
gested was  one  that  the  bottles  should  be 
smashed,  the  contents  broken  up  with  a 
chopper,  and  a lump  of  frozen  champagne 
served  out  to  each  guest  to  negotiateashe 
pleased;  but  presently  an  ingenious  per- 
son fell  to  pricking  the  ice  inside  a bottle 
with  the  ramrod  of  his  pistol,  and  found 
that  there  was  liquid  underneath.  So  we 
pricked  all  the  bottles,  and  prospered. 

Oratory  was  not  to  our  taste,  and  there 
were  buttwo  toasts.  Major  Von  Schbnberg, 
in  a few  words,  gave  “the  King  of  Sax- 
ony”; perhaps  it  was  pardonable  that  I 
was  a little  more  diffuse  in  proposing  the 
health  of  the  Frau  Majorin,  which  we 
drank  enthusiastically  in  her  own  beer. 
Song  followed  on  song,  only  the  choruses 
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had  to  be  taken  low;  if  not 
of  the  proximity  of  the  enemy.  One 
yon  tig  emigur-^tiie  Karon  von,  Zevmurm 
^ad  a -mellow  and  sym]tftiffr'fK*  voice, 


et^t;  td,'^ 

aiv4;  • ww /*  in  3WidL  in 

&ri  Yrm  implied  hi 

. ^ i ,<■:  ‘ 'ts  ' J ■>_£  v:‘.  **ru_V.:  1:  ■ ... 


plaintive  LwJ,'  ' : v 7 •’./•'  ; *7  v7-  . f 

• . A V ■'•  ■'-'/  >’  ■ ’ .' 

> .-,  1 i»i i e ,.W,n»$n.,‘Knm«w.}j  - .••' 

' Einert  jjtesflren  /fiiitlw*  t t)ti  • 

a»d‘  it*  5euUmf>riC  mVn  who  H<ad 

Utft-  tfeftd  WBirafles  o«  every  held  from, 
Oray,»l6toh  caused 

aiuify  a heart  t.o  Swell. :- , •'  ' 


i.o  lif  i*!5uf.li'»?r,  <u(11i.‘d  dwfiK '"Cnni!1 

niiv  twiidvC  Ynn  luthier  atnd  liiaHU'U 
uiiPjfA. the  I got  bcidml  rt  blush 

to  fur  out.  of  haem’s  wav  hi  eiisv  of  bubs  K. 
JB‘wt  there,  were  no.biillrUs.  Vow  XiiMthitr 
returned  iu  a jfew  nufiulu*  with ahirtM?  firi^ 
ojicn-s,  wl unit  hi? |ta<l  t{uiei ly  baj^itV-it  i*wV 
b/feotfioer  add  hts  two  iHe’u.  -®ij 


\WVW(! 

;;;  /yA^e; 


rose,  got  into  bis  and 

im  sword.  He  was  going  ^ui  with  the 
^ ■ i^tror* ; did  I t&r#  uj  t&compimy 

him  if  Naturally.  We  sunned ~r tbe. , 4U0t- 
cm*,  a corpora},  three  privates.  :.uul  nlyvdr 
—and  pushed  to  0\>  front  iKT  \v^  $j||g 
da  t aiffi/ng  the  hH  wf ropt  t» f tlie 

i ii ri the  Onvviiiiii  p<rOs.  There  Wifi1 


ahd  tbe  clupn  of  FreiieU  fed  t ries— if  there 
was  one- —was  between  u^  iHid  the  pickets. 

We  eiinld  discern  .the  ' f^Jio'Vs-  lunldiing 
urouniitlietrfes.  The, briisbiw^d crackled  was  to Ife  ho resb 


accepted  tbe  fofiub$  of  war  with  a light 
•heart  a: nil  became  still  cheerier  when,  on 
air  i'-'inm.  to  flu*  hut,  H wo>' found  that 
the  skillful  /man  iu  the  wl/ite  rap  was 
waiting  for  us  with  a steaming  jorutu  of 
*-gg  flip.  The  alohils  officer  pledged  ns 
with  ^dusfob;  iiKtri  genially  <iovt?pi^d  the 
oflor  of  supper.  After  that  there  \v*as 
bonify  • Jiiore  - and  ibefe  tlm  mobiU 

officer  I befoO.k  ourfel  v'trst  I-ei  tbe  i5f)H tt|f 
.Von  Zuntbfer  was  on  duty; 
and  Ihzvq 


SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER; 

OR,  THE  MISTAKES  OF  A NIGHT.—  A COMEDY. 

ACT  THIRD. 

Euler  Il.utncA.sTEE,  alone. 

Hard.  What  could  my  old  friend  Sir  Charles  mean  by  recommending  his 
son  as  the  modestest  young  man  in  the  town?  To  me  he  appeal's  the  most 
impudent  piece  of  brass  that  ever  spuko  with  a tongue.  lie  has  taken  possession 
of  the  easy-ehair  by  the  ti reside  already.  He  took  oil  his  boots  in  the  parlor, 
and  desired  me  to  see  them  taken  care  of.  I’m  desirous  to  know  how  his 
impudence  affects  my  daughter.  Sim  will  certainly  be  shocked  at  it. 

Enter  Hiss  IIauiii  aster,  pta inly  elemmd. 

Hard.  Well,  my  Kate,  1 800  you  have  changed  your  dress,  as  I hid  you; 
and  yet,  1 believe,  there  was  iio  great  occasion. 
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Miss  Hard.  I find  such  a pleasure,  sir,  in  obeying  your  commands,  that  I 
take  care  to  observe  them  without  ever  debating  their  propriety. 

Hard.  And  yet,  Kate,  I sometimes  give  you  some  cause,  particularly  when 
I recommended  my  modest  gentleman  to  you  as  a lover  to-day. 

Miss  Hard.  You  taught  me  to  expect  something  extraordinary,  and  I find 
the  original  exceeds  the  description. 

Hard.  I was  never  so  surprised  in  my  life ! He  has  quite  confounded  all 
my  faculties ! 

Miss  Hard.  I never  saw  anything  like  it ; and  a man  of  the  world  too ! 

Hard.  Ay,  he  learned  it  all  abroad : what  a fool  was  I,  to  think  a young 
man  could  learn  modesty  by  travelling.  He  might  as  soon  learn  wit  at  a 
masquerade. 

Miss  Hard.  It  seems  all  natural  to  him. 

Hard.  A good  deal  assisted  by  bad  company  and  a French  dancing-master. 

Miss  Hard.  Sure  you  mistake,  papa!  A French  dancing  - master  could 
never  have  taught  him  that  timid  look — that  awkward  address — that  bashful 
manner — 

Hard.  Whose  look  ? whose  manner,  child  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Mr.  Marlow’s ; his  rnauvaise  honte,  his  timidity,  struck  me  at 
first  sight. 

Hard.  Then  your  first  sight  deceived  you ; for  I think  him  one  of  the 
most  brazen  first  sights  that  ever  astonished  my  senses. 

Miss  Hard.  Sure,  sir,  you  rally ! I never  saw  any  one  so  modest. 

Hard.  And  can  you  be  serious '(  I never  saw  such  a bouncing,  swaggering 
puppy  since  I was  born.  Bully  Dawson  was  but  a fool  to  him. 

Miss  Hard.  Surprising ! He  met  me  with  a respectful  bow,  stammering 
voice,  and  a look  fixed  on  the  ground. 

Hard.  lie  met  me  with  a loud  voice,  a lordly  air,  and  a familiarity  that 
made  my  blood  freeze  again. 

Miss  Hard.  He  treated  me  with  diffideuce  and  respect ; censured  the  man- 
ners of  the  age ; admired  the  prudence  of  girls  that  never  laughed ; tired  me 
with  apologies  for  being  tiresome ; then  left  the  room  with  a bow,  and 
“ Madam,  I would  not  for  the  world  detain  you.” 

Hard.  He  spoke  to  me  as  if  he  knew  me  all  his  life  before ; asked  twenty 
questions,  and  never  waited  for  an  answer;  interrupted  my  best  remarks  with 
some  silly  pun ; and  when  I was  in  my  best  story  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 
and  Prince  Eugene,  he  asked  me  if  I had  not  a good  hand  at  making  punch. 
Yes,  Kate,  he  asked  your  father  if  he  was  a maker  of  punch  i 

Miss  Hard.  One  of  us  must  certainly  be  mistaken. 

Hard.  If  he  be  what  he  has  shown  himself,  I’m  determined  he  shall  never 
have  my  consent. 

Miss  Hard.  And  if  lie  be  the  sullen  thing  I take  him,  he  shall  never  have 
mine. 

Hard.  In  one  thing,  then,  we  are  agreed — to  reject  him. 

Miss  Hard.  Yes:  but  upon  conditions.  For  if  you  should  find  him  less  im- 
pudent, and  I more  presuming — if  you  find  him  more  respectful,  and  I more 
importunate — I don’t  know — the  fellow  is  well  enough  for  a man.  Certainly 
we  don't  meet  many  such  at  a horse-race  in  the  country. 

Hard.  If  we  should  find  him  so — But  that’s  impossible.  The  first  ap- 
pearance has  done  my  business.  I’m  seldom  deceived  in  that. 

Miss  Hard.  And  yet  there  may  be  many  good  qualities  under  that  first 
appearance. 

Hard.  Ay,  when  a girl  finds  a fellow's  outside  to  her  taste,  she  then  sets 
about  guessing  the  rest  of  his  furniture.  With  her,  a smooth  face  stands  for 
good  sense,  and  a genteel  figure  for  every  virtue. 
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Miss  Hard.  I hope,  sir,  a conversation  begun  with  a compliment  to  my 
good  sense,  won’t  end  with  a sneer  at  my  understanding  ? 

Hard.  Pardon  me,  Kate.  But  if  young  Mr.  Brazen  can  find  the  art  of 
reconciling  contradictions,  he  may  please  us  both,  perhaps. 

Miss  Hard.  And  as  one  of  us  must  be  mistaken,  what  if  we  go  to  make 
farther  discoveries  ? 

Hard.  Agreed.  But  depend  on’t,  I’m  in  the  right. 

Miss  Hard.  And  depend  on’t,  I’m  not  much  in  the  wrong.  [ Exeunt . 


Enter  Tony,  running  in  with  a casket. 

Tony.  Ecod ! I have  got  them.  Here 
they  are.  My  cousin  Con’s  necklaces,  bobs 
and  all.  My  mother  sha’n’t  cheat  the  poor 
souls  out  of  their  fortin  neither.  O ! my 
genus,  is  that  you  ? 

Enter  Hastings. 

Hast.  My  dear  friend,  how  have  you 
managed  with  yonr  mother?  I hope  you 
have  amused  her  with  pretending  love  for 
your  cousin,  and  that  you  are  willing  to  be 
reconciled  at  last?  Our  horses  will  be  re- 
freshed in  a short  time,  and  we  shall  60on  be 
ready  to  set  off. 

Tony.  And  here’s  something  to  bear  your 
charges  by  the  way  (giving  the  casket) ; your 
sweetheart’s  jewels.  Keep  them,  and  hang 
those,  I say,  that  would  rob  you  of  one  of 
them. 

Hast.  But  how  have  you  procured  them 
from  your  mother  ? 

Tony.  Ask  me  no  questions,  and  I’ll  tell 
you  no  fibs.  I procured  them  by  the  rule  of 
thumb.  If  I had  not  a key  to  every  drawer 
in  mother’s  bureau,  how  could  I go  to  the 
ale-house  so  often  as  I do  ? An  honest  man 


may  rob  himself  of  his  own  at  any  time. 

Hast.  Thousands  do  it  every  day.  But  to  be  plain  with  you,  Miss  Neville 
is  endeavoring  to  procure  them  from  her  aunt  this  very  instant.  If  she  suc- 
ceeds, it  will  be  the  most  delicate  way  at  least  of  obtaining  them. 

Tony.  Well,  keep  them,  till  you  know  how  it  will  be.  But  I know  how  it 
will  be  well  enough ; she’d  as  soon  part  with  the  only  sound  tooth  in  her  head. 

Hast.  But  I dread  the  effects  of  her  resentment,  when  she  finds  she  has 
lost  them. 


Tony.  Never  you  mind  her  resentment,  leave  me  to  manage  that.  I don’t 
value  her  resentment  the  bounce  of  a cracker.  Zounds ! here  they  are.  Mor- 


ice!  prance! 


[ Exit  Hastings. 


Tony,  Mrs.  Hardcastle,  and  Miss  Neville. 


Mrs.  Hard.  Indeed,  Constance,  you  amaze  me.  Such  a girl  as  you  want 
jewels ! It  will  be  time  enough  for  jewels,  my  dear,  twenty  years  hence,  when 
your  beauty  begins  to  want  repairs. 

Miss  Nev.  But  what  will  repair  beauty  at  forty,  will  certainly  improve  it 
at  twenty,  madam. 

Mrs.  H ard.  Yours,  my  dear,  can  admit  of  none.  That  natural  blush  is 
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beyond  a thousand  ornaments.  Besides,  child,  jewels  are  quite  out  at  present. 
Don’t  you  see  half  the  ladies  of  our  acquaintance,  my  lady  Kill-day-light,  and 
Mrs.  Crump,  and  the  rest  of  them,  carry  their  jewels  to  town,  and  bring  no- 
thing but  paste  and  marcasites  back  ? 

Miss  Nev.  But  who  knows,  madam,  but  somebody  that  shall  be  nameless 
would  like  me  best  with  all  my  little  fiuery  about  me  ? 

Mrs.  Habd.  Consult  your  glass,  my  dear,  and  then  6ee  if  with  such  a pair 
of  eyes  you  want  any  better  sparklers.  What  do  you  think,  Tony,  my  dear  ? 
does  your  cousin  Con  want  any  jewels  in  your  eyes  to  set  off  her  beauty  ? 

Tony.  That’s  as  thereafter  may  be. 

Miss  Key.  My  dear  aunt,  if  you  knew  how  it  would  oblige  me. 

Mrs.  Hard.  A parcel  of  old-fashioned  rose  and  table  cut  things.  They 
would  make  you  look  like  the  court  of  King  Solomon  at  a puppet-show.  Be- 
sides, I believe  I can’t  readily  cotne  at  them.  They  may  be  missing,  for  aught 
I know  to  the  contrary. 

Tony.  {Apart  to  Mrs.  HardcastU.)  Then  why  don’t  you  tell  her  so  at  once, 
as  she’s  so  longing  for  them?  Tell  her  they’re  lost.  It’s  the  only  way  to 
quiet  her.  Say  they’re  lost,  and  call  me  to  bear  witness. 

Mrs.  Hard.  {Apart  to  Tony.)  You  know,  my  dear,  I’m  only  keeping  them 
for  you.  So,  if  I say  they’re  gone,  you’ll  bear  me  witness,  will  you  ? He ! 
he ! lie ! 

Tony.  Never  fear  me.  Ecod ! I’ll  say  I saw  them  taken  out  with  my  own 
eyes. 

Miss  Nev.  I desire  them  but  for  a day,  madam.  Just  to  be  permitted  to 
show  them  as  relics,  and  then  they  may  be  locked  up  again. 

Mrs.  Hard.  To  be  plain  with  yon,  my  dear  Constance,  if  I could  find  them 
you  should  have  them.  They’re  missing,  I assure  you.  Lost,  for  aught  I 
Know ; but  we  must  have  patience,  wherever  they  are. 

Miss  Nev.  I’ll  not  believe  it!  this  is  but  a shallow  pretence  to  deny  me. 
1 know  they  are  too  valuable  to  be  so  slightly  kept,  and  as  yon  are  to  answer 
for  the  loss — 

Mrs.  Hard.  Don’t  be  alarmed,  Constance.  If  they  be  lost,  I mu6t  restore 
an  equivalent.  But  my  son  knows  they  are  missing,  and  not  to  be  found. 

Tony.  That  I can  bear  witness  to.  They  are  missing,  and  not  to  be  found  ; 
I’ll  take  my  oath  on’t. 

Mbs.  Hard.  You  must  learn  resignation,  my  dear;  for  though  we  lose  our 
fortune,  yet  we  should  not  lose  our  patience.  See  me,  how  calm  I am. 

Miss  Nev.  Ay,  people  are  generally  calm  at  the  misfortunes  of  others. 

Mrs.  Hard.  I wonder  a girl  of  your  good  sense  should  waste  a thought 
upon  such  trumpery.  We  shall  soon  find  them ; and  in  the  mean  time  you 
shall  make  use  of  my  garnets  till  your  jewels  be  found. 

Miss  N ev.  I detest  garnets. 

Mrs.  Hard.  The  most  becoming  things  in  the  world  to  set  off  a clear  com- 
plexion. You  have  often  seen  how  well  they  look  upon  me.  You  shall  have 
them.  {Exit. 

Miss  Nev.  I dislike  them  of  all  things.  You  sha’n’t  stir.  Was  ever  any- 
thing so  provoking,  to  mislay  my  own  jewels,  and  force  me  to  wear  her 
trumpery  ? 

Tony.  Don’t  be  a fool.  If  she  gives  von  the  garnets,  take  what  you  can 
get.  The  jewels  are  your  own  already.  I have  stolen  them  out  of  her  bureau, 
and  she  does  not  know  it.  Fly  to  your  spark,  lie'll  tell  you  more  of  the  mat- 
ter. Leave  me  to  manage  her. 

Miss  Nev.  My  dear  cousin  ! 

Tony.  Vanish.  She's  here,  and  has  missed  them  already.  [ Exit  Miss  Ne- 
ville.] Zounds ! how  she  fidgets  and  spits  about  like  a catherinc-wheel ! 
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Enter  Mrs.  IIardoastu;. 

Mrs.  Hard.  Confusion!  thieves!  robbers!  we  are  cheated,  plundered,  broke 
open,  undone ! 

Tost.  What's  the  matter,  what’s  the  matter,  mamma  ’!  I hope  nothing  has 
happened  to  any  of  the  good  family 

Mrs.  Hard;  We  are  robbed.  My  bureau  has  been  broken  open,  the  jewe  ls 
taken  out,  and  I’m  undone. 

Tony.  Oh!  is  that  all i Ha!  ha!  ha!  By  the  laws,  T never  saw  it  acted 
better  in  all  my  life.  Eeod,  1 thought  yon  was  ruined  in  earnest,  ha!  ha!  ha! 

Mrs.  13  mu).  Why,  hoy,  lam  ruined  in  earnest.  My  bureau  lias  been  broken 
open,  and  all  taken  away. 

Toxy.  Stick  to  that:  ha!  ha!  ha!  stick  to  that.  I'll  bear  witness,  yon 

know  ; call  me  to  bear  witness. 

Mrs.  Hart*.  I fell  you,  Tony,  by  all  that's  preeious,  the  jewels  are  gone, 
and  I shall  be  ruined  for  ov^r. 

To.vv.  Sure  1 know  they  are  gone,  and  I'm  to  say  so. 
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Mins:-  Haro.  My  dearest  Tony,  bur  hear  me.  They’re  gone,  f say. 

'-’fit ie>  laWSi  ttiftiiinl^  yfai  make  mo  for  to  idti&fij  ha!  ha  I I know 
wild  .tool  them  well  enough,:  ha ! ita  ! Usd 

M»*S:  H nr»>.  Wjtis  Iheiio "ifti'feir  ftnirtli  u IVlno 


tvoimm so  beset  n il'll  fool*  on  oiie  hand.  ami  thieves  on  dm  other' 

ToNt.  I can  liwu- wif  UGAs  to  that,  y'  V ..  ; ' > k , ■ ‘‘  S';* 

Hakik.  ' a^aun  you  Istoykhow^  you,  and.  I’ll  turn  you  out; 

of  tlit*  room-  diryMithv--  My  jemr  mere,  what  nit)  iWmm  'of  her!  1>« • you 
laugh,  you  unfeeling  brute,  as  if  you  enjoyofl  my  distress 

Tonv.  1' *& -jjaat;  ' ’■  “ Y 

Mrs.  Ha  bp.  Uo  you  insult  me,  monster?  [‘11  teach  vmi  to  vtx  . vour. 
mother,  ! will ! 

Tony.  .1  can  hear  vato-os  to  that,  i ffr-rntrs  ,,f.  difjiMitm iim-. f 


IN  THE  M.VhsnK.-:. 

VI  MUCKlv  itir-  .riMI ■•ijlremliiiir  »J*nvti 
W .Sinks  iiWHv  u?  ifie 
rFlmt  I tASvCreiit  fpitn  (-lie  lefr—,'" 

\;$ik  vMh  lc#U>vv 

. ihttfk  sUjud  v "•^.’■iiji 

: tii;y  r-ijte i i ^ 1 4^ ' -^U t df  liyo  town 
Ail  cl  tU<* 

*ir>\v: :i\i>wn  Uu.  <k> 

■ W-hertT  v^isi  ljta  ■ 

hV  :»  -:)  k -i  { y ■+*■ m tw  lid- 

Tii.cv*1,  iu&i-. , 
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Earth's  « weet,  solemn  speech 
Our  faint  sense  may  rm£h 
With  its  tale  of  one  more  ti&y1*  fate  done. 

O'er  caiixi  plains  Ml*  stream 
UnrollH  it&  rleur  line 
To  the  last  kiss  divuie 
Of  the  sweet  tlyinp:  day. 

Put  vainly  (ve  pray 
For  as  pure  a muUmt ; 

0ur  ^ fierce  lieiU 

May  uoi  rest  in  so  peaceful  a drtfatm 

And  U!>'i'.  lavish  of  gold 
v'fKjr,  mm  of  tiK'Cii, 

WticH-  <;  }•  riitJ  i.  l!..(l 
{.’fain  lakes '■«£-.  jtifr  light 
'Mid  a skj;  As  of  tdghs, 

Tiif;  snn  ilitss  <if  last. 

And- the-  good  d&y  is  fights  . 
A'ySigtd:#'  n^iu>  wiUi  he*  wjd  dtiss  ami  eold; 


And  the  twilight's  still  hand 
On  brown  grass:  atid  moss 
Lays  lirnwn  shitdes  across, 

Wit*  m !ln:  .1,10  liirte 
Brown  i?a tile  and'^vMilLe  . . ^ 

Blond  Visin' tLt;. gmy  :;-V. • . 
Of  the  waning  n!  dai^o-  : 

Kindred  *haj;*s  of  tin-  handy  nuu-sli  land 

A'.,  ’■*,.* ; ■ - 

Tlit-  land,  lies  at  HeAoei 

AsVi/iM:-  'ao,  A.  o.  . 


mi\ 


tjjrefiilif  tlnv  fragr/tm-e  of  noon, 

. sti«d;  ihn  skies 

With  Uim.-uikIn  of  oyvA 
Earth  -vivit-  }..r  Hm-  day, 

bKk-iffi’  ^*yU  , ■ 

Nitlii.  th>-  ond,  (vlicri  .i.iy  ..  i-( :ntl i , - f.  .shall 
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XX. 

THE  next  time  Colville  came  lie  found 
himself  alone  with  Imogene,  who  ask- 
ed him  what  he  had  been  doing  all  day. 

44  Oh,  living  along  till  evening.  What 
have  you  ?” 

She  did  not  answer  at  once,  nor  praise 
his  speech  for  the  devotion  implied  in  it. 
After  a while  she  said : 4 4 Do  you  believe  in 
courses  of  reading  ? Mr.  Morton  has  taken 
up  a course  of  reading  in  Italian  poetry. 
He  intends  to  master  it.” 

44 Does  he?” 

44  Yes.  Do  you  think  something  of  the 
kind  would  be  good  for  me  ?” 

44  Oh.  if  you  thirst  for  conquest.  But  I 
should  prefer  to  rest  on  my  laurels  if  I 
were  you.” 

Imogene  did  not  smile.  44  Mr.  Morton 
thinks  I should  enjoy  a course  of  Kingsley. 
He  says  he’s  very  earnest.” 

44  Oh,  immensely.  But  aren’t  you  ear- 
nest enough  already,  my  dear  ?” 

44  Do  you  think  I’m  too  earnest  ?” 

44  No;  I should  say  you  were  just  right.” 
“You  know  better  than  that.  I wish 
you  would  criticise  me  sometimes.” 

44  Oh,  I’d  rather  not.” 

“Why?  Don’t  you  see  anything  to 
criticise  in  me?  Are  you  satisfied  with 
me  in  every  way  ? You  ought  to  think. 
You  ought  to  think  now.  Do  you  think 
that  I am  doing  right  in  all  respects  ? Am 
I all  that  I could  be  to  you,  and  to  you 
alone  ? If  I am  wrong  in  the  least  thing, 
criticise  me,  and  I will  try  to  be  better.” 

44  Oh,  you  might  criticise  back,  and  I 
shouldn’t  like  that.” 

44  Then  you  don’t  approve  of  a course  of 
Kingsley  ?”  asked  the  girl. 

44  Does  that  follow  ? But  if  you're  go- 
ing in  for  earnestness,  why  don’t  you  take 
up  a course  of  Carlyle  ?” 

“Do  you  think  that  would  be  better 
than  Kingsley  ?” 

44  Not  a bit.  But  Carlyle’s  so  earnest 
that  he  can’t  talk  straight.” 

“I  can’t  make  out  what  you  mean. 
Wouldn’t  you  like  me  to  improve  ?” 

44 Not  much,”  laughed  Colville.  “If 
you  did,  I don’t  know  what  I should  do. 
I should  have  to  begin  to  improve  too, 
and  I’m  very  comfortable  as  I am.” 

“I  should  wish  to  do  it  to— to  be  more 
worthy  of  j'ou,”  grieved  the  girl,  as  if  deep- 
ly disappointed  at  his  frivolous  behavior. 
Di  Vol.  L 


He  could  not  help  laughing,  but  he  was 
sorry,  and  would  have  taken  her  hand; 
she  kept  it  from  him,  and  removed  to  the 
farthest  corner  of  the  sofa.  Apparently, 
however,  her  ideal  did  not  admit  of  open 
pique,  and  she  went  on  trying  to  talk  se- 
riously with  him. 

“You  think,  don’t  you,  that  we  oughtn't 
to  let  a day  pass  without  storing  away 
some  thought — suggestion— ” 

44  Oh,  there's  no  hurry,”  he  said,  lazily. 

44  Life  is  rather  a long  affair — if  you  live. 
There  appears  to  be  plenty  of  time,  though 
people  say  not,  and  I think  it  would  be 
rather  odious  to  make  every  day  of  use. 
Let  a few  of  them  go  by  without  doing 
anything  for  you!  And  as  for  reading, 
why  not  read  when  you’re  hungry,  just 
as  you  eat  ? Shouldn't  you  hate  to  take 
up  a course  of  roast  beef,  or  a course  of 
turkey  ?” 

44  Very  well,  then,”  said  Imogene.  44 1 
shall  not  begin  Kingsley.” 

44  Yes,  do  it.  I dare  say  Mr.  Morton’s 
quite  right.  He  will  look  at  these  things 
more  from  your  own  point  of  view.  All 
the  Kingsley  novels  are  in  the  Tauclniitz. 
By  all  means  do  what  he  says.” 

44 1 will  do  what  you  say.” 

44  Oh,  but  I say  nothing.” 

“Then  I will  do  nothing.” 

Colville  laughed  at  this  too,  and  soon 
after  the  clergyman  appeared.  Imogene 
met  him  so  coldly  that  Colville  felt  obliged 
to  make  him  some  amends  by  a greater 
show  of  cordiality  than  he  felt.  But  he 
was  glad  of  the  effort,  for  he  began  to  like 
him  as  he  talked  to  him ; it  was  easy  for 
him  to  like  people;  the  young  man  show- 
ed sense  and  judgment,  and  if  he  was  a 
little  academic  in  his  mind  and  manners, 
Colville  tolerantly  reflected  that  some 
people  seemed  to  be  born  so,  and  that  he 
was  probably  not  artificial,  as  he  had  once 
imagined  from  the  ecclesiastical  scrupu- 
losity of  his  dress. 

Imogene  ebbed  away  to  the  piano  in 
the  corner  of  the  room,  and  struck  some 
chords  on  it.  At  each  stroke  the  young 
clergyman,  whose  e}’es  had  wandered  a 
little  toward  her  from  the  first,  seemed  to 
vibrate  in  response.  The  conversation 
became  incoherent  before  Mrs.  Bowen  join- 
ed them.  Then,  by  a series  of  illogical 
processes,  the  clergyman  was  standing 
beside  Imogene  at  the  piano,  and  Mrs. 
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Bowen  was  sitting  beside  Colville  on  the 
sofa. 

“Isn’t  there  to  be  any  Effie  to-night?” 
he  asked. 

“No.  She  has  been  up  too  much  of 
late.  And  I wished  to  speak  with  you — 
about  Imogene.” 

“Yes,”  said  Colville,  not  very  eagerly. 
At  that  moment  he  could  have  chosen  an- 
other topic. 

“It  is  time  that  her  mother  should  have 
got  my  letter.  In  less  than  a fortnight 
we  ought  to  have  an  answer.” 

“Well?”  said  Colville,  with  a strange 
constriction  of  the  heart. 

“Her  mother  is  a person  of  very  strong 
character  ; her  husband  is  absorbed  in 
business,  and  defers  to  her  in  everything.” 

“It  isn’t  an  uncommon  American  situ- 
ation,” said  Colville,  relieving  his  tension 
by  this  excursion. 

Mrs.  Bowen  ignored  it.  “I  don't  know 
how  she  may  look  at  the  affair.  She  may 
give  her  assent  at  once,  or  she  may  decide 
that  nothing  has  taken  place  till— she  sees 
you.” 

“I  could  hardly  blame  her  for  that,” 
he  answered,  submissively. 

“It  isn’t  a question  of  that,”  said  Mrs. 
Bowen.  4 4 It’s  a question  of — others.  Mr. 
Morton  was  here  before  you  came,  and  I 
know  he  was  interested  in  Imogene  —I  am 
certain  of  it.  He  has  come  back,  and  he 
sees  no  reason  why  he  should  not  renew 
his  attentions.” 

“ No— o—o,”  faltered  Colville. 

“ I wish  you  to  realize  the  fact.” 

“But  what  would  you — ” 

“I  told  you,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  with  a 
full  return  of  that  severity  wThose  recent 
absence  Colville  had  found  so  comforta- 
ble, 44  that  I can’t  advise  or  suggest  any- 
thing at  all.” 

He  was  long  and  miserably  silent.  At 
last,  44  Did  you  ever  think,”  he  asked, 
44  did  you  ever  suppose — that  is  to  say,  did 
you  ever  suspect  that — she — that  Imogene 
was — at  all  interested  in  him  ?” 

“I  think  she  was — at  one  time,”  said 
Mrs.  Bowen,  promptly. 

Colville  sighed,  with  a wandering  dis- 
position to  whistle. 

“But  that  is  nothing,”  she  went  on. 
44  People  have  many  passing  fancies.  The 
question  is,  what  are  you  going  to  do  now? 
I want  to  know,  as  Mr.  Morton’s  friend.” 

“Ah,  I wish  you  wanted  to  know  as  my 
friend,  Mrs.  Bowen !”  A sudden  thought 
flashed  upon  him.  4 4 Why  shouldn’t  I 
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go  away  from  Florence  till  Imogene  hears 
from  her  mother?  That  seemed  to  me 
right  in  the  first  place.  There  is  no  tie 
that  binds  her  to  me.  I hold  her  to  no- 
thing. If  she  finds  in  my  absence  that 
she  likes  this  young  man  better — ” An 
expression  of  Mrs.  Bowen’s  face  stopped 
him.  He  perceived  that  he  had  said  some- 
thing very  shocking  to  her;  he  perceived 
that  the  thing  was  shocking  in  itself;  but 
it  was  not  that  which  he  cared  for.  “I 
don’t  mean  that  I won’t  hold  myself  true 
to  her  as  long  as  she  will.  I recognize 
my  responsibility  fully.  I know  that  I 
am  answerable  for  all  this,  and  that  no 
one  else  is;  and  I am  ready  to  bear  any 
penalty.  But  what  I can’t  bear  is  that 
you  should  misunderstand  me,  that  you 
should — I have  been  so  wretched  ever 
since  you  first  began  to  blame  me  for  my 
part  in  this,  and  so  happy  this  past  fort- 
night, that  I can’t— I won't— go  back  to 
that  state  of  things.  No;  you  have  no 
right  to  relent  toward  me,  and  then  fling 
me  off  as  you  have  tried  to  do  to-night! 

I have  some  feeling  too — some  rights. 
You  shall  receive  me  as  a friend,  or  not  at 
all ! How  can  I live  if  you — ” 

She  had  been  making  little  efforts  as  if 
to  rise;  now  she  forced  herself  to  her  feet, 
and  ran  from  the  room. 

The  young  people  looked  up  from  their 
music;  some  wave  of  the  sensation  had 
spread  to  them,  but  seeing  Colville  remain 
seated,  they  went  on  with  their  playing 
till  he  rose.  Then  Imogene  called  out, 
44  Isn’t  Mrs.  Bowen  coming  back  ?” 

44 1 don’t  know;  I think  not,”  answered 
Colville,  stupidly,  standing  where  he  had 
risen. 

She  hastened  questioningly  toward  him. 
44  What  is  the  matter  ? Isn’t  she  well  ?” 

Mr.  Morton’s  face  expressed  a polite 
share  in  her  anxiety. 

44  Oh  yes;  quite,  I believe,”  Colville  re- 
plied. 

“She  heard  Effie  call,  I suppose,”  sug- 
gested the  girl. 

44  Yes,  yes;  I think  so;  that  is — yes.  I 
must  be  going.  Good-night.” 

He  took  her  hand  and  went  away,  leav- 
ing the  clergyman  still  there;  but  he  lin- 
gered only  for  a report  from  Mrs.  Bowen, 
which  Imogene  hurried  to  get.  She  sent 
word  that  she  would  join  them  present- 
ly. But  Mr.  Morton  said  that  it  was  late 
already,  and  he  would  beg  Miss  Graham 
to  say  good-night  for  him.  When  Mrs. 
Bowen  returned,  Imogene  was  alone. 
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She  did  not  seem  surprised  or  concerned 
at  that.  “ Imogene,  I have  been  talking 
to  Mr.  Colville  about  you  and  Mr.  Mor- 
ton.” 

The  girl  started  and  turned  pale. 

“It  is  almost  time  to  hear  from  your 
mother,  and  she  may  consent  to  your 
engagement.  Then  you  must  be  prepared 
to  act.” 

“Act?” 

“To  make  it  known.  Matters  can’t 
go  on  as  they  have  been  going.  I told 
Mr.  Colville  that  Mr.  Morton  ought  to 
know  at  once.” 

“Why  ought  he  to  know  ?”  asked  Imo- 
gene, doubtless  with  that  impulse  to  tem- 
porize which  is  natural  to  the  human  soul 
in  questions  of  right  and  interest.  She 
sank  into  the  chair  beside  which  she  had 
been  standing. 

“ If  your  mother  consents,  you  will  feel 
bound  to  Mr.  Colville  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  the  girl. 

“And  if  she  refuses?” 

“He  has  my  word.  I will  keep  my 
word  to  him,”  replied  Imogene,  huskily. 
“Nothing  shall  make  me  break  it.” 

“Very  well,  then!”  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Bowen.  “We  need  not  wait  for  your 
mother’s  answer.  Mr.  Morton  ought  to 
know,  and  he  ought  to  know  at  once. 
Don’t  try  to  blind  yourself,  Imogene,  to 
what  you  see  as  plainly  as  I do.  He  is  in 
love  with  you.” 

“Oh,”  moaned  the  girl. 

“Yes;  you  can’t  deny  it.  And  it’s  cru- 
el, it’s  treacherous,  to  let  him  go  on  think- 
ing that  you  are  free.” 

“I  will  never  see  him  again.” 

“Ah!  that  isn’t  enough.  He  has  a 
claim  to  know  why.  I will  not  let  him 
be  treated  so.” 

They  were  both  silent.  Then,  “What 
did  Mr.  Colville  say  ?”  asked  Imogene. 

“ He  ? I don’t  know  that  he  said  any- 
thing. He — ” Mrs.  Bowen  stopped. 

Imogene  rose  from  her  chair. 

“ I will  not  let  him  tell  Mr.  Morton.  It 
would  be  too  indelicate.” 

“ And  shall  you  let  it  go  on  so  ?” 

“ No.  I will  tell  him  myself.” 

“ How  will  you  tell  him  ?” 

“ I will  tell  him  if  he  speaks  to  me.” 

“ You  will  let  it  come  to  that  ?” 

“ There  is  no  other  way.  I shall  suffer 
more  than  he.” 

“But  you  will  deserve  to  suffer,  and 
your  suffering  will  not  help  him.” 

Imogene  trembled  into  her  chair  again. 
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I see,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  bitterly, 
“how  it  will  be  at  last.  It  will  be  as  it 
has  been  from  the  first.”  She  began  to 
walk  up  and  down  the  room,  mechanically 
putting  the  chairs  in  place,  and  removing 
the  disorder  in  which  the  occupancy  of 
several  people  leaves  a room  at  the  end  of 
an  evening.  She  closed  the  piano,  which 
Imogene  had  forgot  to  shut,  with  a clash 
that  jarred  the  strings  from  their  silence. 

“ But  I will  do  it,  and  I wonder — ” 

“You  will  speak  to  him?”  faltered  the 
girl. 

“Yes!”  returned  Mrs.  Bowen,  vehe- 
mently, and  arresting  herself  in  her  rapid 
movements.  “ It  won’t  do  for  you  to  tell 
him,  and  you  won’t  let  Mr.  Colville.” 

“No,  I can’t,”  said  Imogene,  slowly 
shaking  her  head.  “But  I will  discour- 
age him;  I will  not  see  him  any  more.” 
Mrs.  Bowen  silently  confronted  her.  “I 
will  not  see  any  one  now  till  I have  heard 
from  home.” 

“And  how  will  that  help?  He  must 
have  some  explanation,  and  I will  have 
to  make  it.  What  shall  it  be  ?” 

Imogene  did  not  answer.  She  said : “ I 
will  not  have  any  one  know  what  is  be- 
tween me  and  Mr.  Colville  till  I have 
heard  from  home.  If  they  try  to  refuse, 
then  it  will  be  for  him  to  take  me  against 
their  will.  But  if  he  doesn’t  choose  to  do 
that,  then  he  shall  be  free,  and  I won’t 
have  him  humiliated  a second  time  before 
the  world.  This  time  he  shall  be  the  one 
to  reject.  And  I don’t  care  who  suffers. 
The  more  I prize  the  person,  the  gladder  I 
shall  be ; and  if  I could  suffer  before  ev- 
erybody, I would.  If  people  ever  find  it 
out,  I will  tell  them  that  it  was  he  who 
broke  it  off.”  She  rose  again  from  her 
chair,  and  stood  flushed  and  thrilling  with 
the  notion  of  her  self-sacrifice.  Out  of 
the  tortuous  complexity  of  the  situation 
she  had  evolved  this  brief  triumph,  in 
which  she  rejoiced  as  if  it  were  enduring 
success.  But  she  suddenly  fell  from  it  in 
the  dust.  “Oh,  what  can  I do  for  him? 
How  can  I make  him  feel  more  and  more 
that  I would  give  up  anything,  every- 
thing, for  him ! It’s  because  he  asks  no- 
thing and  wants  nothing  that  it’s  so  hard ! 

If  I could  see  that  he  was  unhappy,  as  I 
did  once!  If  I could  see  that  he  was  at 
all  different  since — since — Oh,  what  I 
dread  is  this  smooth  tranquillity!  If  our 
lives  could  only  be  stormy  and  full  of 
cares  and  anxieties  and  troubles  that  I 

could  take  on  myself, then, then  I shouldn’t 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAfl 


286 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


be  afraid  of  the  future ! But  I’m  afraid 
they  won’t  be  so — no,  I’m  afraid  that  they 
will  be  easy  and  quiet,  and  then  what 
shall  I do  ? Oh,  Mrs.  Bowen,  do  you  think 
he  cares  for  me  ?” 

Mrs.  Bowen  turned  white ; she  did  not 
speak. 

The  girl  wrung  her  hands.  “Some- 
times it  seems  as  if  he  didn’t — as  if  I had 
forced  myself  on  him  through  a mistake, 
and  he  had  taken  me  to  save  me  from  the 
shame  of  knowing  that  I had  made  a mis- 
take. Do  you  think  that  is  true  ? If  you 
can  only  tell  me  that  it  isn’t — Or,  no ! 
If  it  is  true,  tell  me  that ! That  would  be 
real  mercy.” 

The  other  trembled  as  if  physically  beat- 
en upon  by  this  appeal.  But  she  gather- 
ed herself  together  rigidly.  “How  can  I 
answer  you  such  a thing  as  that  ? I mustn’t 
listen  to  you;  you  mustn’t  ask  me.”  She 
turned  and  left  the  girl  standing  still  in 
her  attitude  of  imploring.  But  in  her 
own  room,  where  she  locked  herself  in, 
sobs  mingled  with  the  laughter  which 
broke  crazily  from  her  lips  as  she  removed 
this  ribbon  and  that  jewel,  and  pulled  the 
bracelets  from  her  wrists.  A man  would 
have  plunged  from  the  house  and  walked 
the  night  away;  a woman  must  wear  it 
out  in  her  bed. 

XXI. 

In  the  morning  Mrs.  Bowen  received  a 
note  from  her  banker  covering  a dispatch 
by  cable  from  America.  It  was  from  Im- 
ogene’s  mother;  it  acknowledged  the  let- 
ters they  had  written,  and  announced  that 
she  sailed  that  day  for  Liverpool.  It  was 
dated  at  New  York,  and  it  was  to  be  in- 
ferred that  after  perhaps  writing  in  an- 
swer to  their  letters,  she  had  suddenly 
made  up  her  mind  to  come  out. 

“Yes,  that  is  it,”  said  Imogene,  to  whom 
Mrs.  Bowen  hastened  with  the  dispatch. 
“Why  should  she  have  telegraphed  to 
you  f'  she  asked,  coldly,  but  with  a latent 
fire  of  resentment  in  her  tone. 

“You  must  ask  her  when  she  comes,” 
returned  Mrs.  Bowen,  with  all  her  gentle- 
ness. “It  won't  be  long  now.” 

They  looked  as  if  they  had  neither  of 
them  slept;  but  the  girl's  vigil  seemed 
to  have  made  her  wild  and  fierce,  like 
some  bird  that  has  beat  itself  all  night 
against  its  cage,  and  still  from  time  to 
time  feebly  strikes  the  bars  with  its  wings. 
Mrs.  Bowen  was  simply  worn  to  apathy. 

“What  shall  you  do  about  this?”  she 
asked. 
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“Do  about  it?  Oh,  I will  think.  I 
will  try  not  to  trouble  you.” 

“Imogene!” 

“ I shall  have  to  tell  Mr.  Colville.  But 
I don’t  know  that  I shall  tell  him  at  once. 
Give  me  the  dispatch,  please.”  She  pos- 
sessed herself  of  it  greedily,  offensively. 
“I  shall  ask  you  not  to  speak  of  it.” 

“I  will  do  whatever  you  wish.” 

“Thank  you.” 

Mrs.  Bowen  left  the  room,  but  she  turn- 
ed immediately  to  re-open  the  door  she 
had  closed  behind  her. 

“We  were  to  have  gone  to  Fiesole  to- 
morrow,” she  said,  inquiringly. 

“We  can  still  go  if  the  day  is  fine,” 
returned  the  girl.  “ Nothing  is  changed. 

I wish  very  much  to  go.  Couldn’t  we  go 
to-day  ?”  she  added,  with  eager  defiance. 

“It’s  too  late  to-day,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen, 
quietly.  “ I will  write  to  remind  the  gen- 
tlemen.” 

“Thank  you.  I wish  we  could  have 
gone  to-day.” 

“You  can  have  the  carriage  if  you  wish 
to  drive  anywhere,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen. 

“ I will  take  Effie  to  see  Mrs.  Amsden.” 
But  Imogene  changed  her  mind,  and  went 
to  call  upon  two  Misses  Guicciardi,  the  re- 
sult of  an  international  marriage,  whom 
Mrs.  Bowen  did  not  like  very  well.  Imo- 
gene drove  with  them  to  the  Cascine, 
where  they  bowed  to  a numerous  military 
acquaintance,  and  they  asked  her  if  Mrs. 
Bowen  would  let  her  join  them  in  a the- 
atre party  that  evening:  they  were  New- 
Yorkers  by  birth,  and  it  was  to  be  a the- 
atre party  in  the  New  York  style;  they 
were  to  be  chaperoned  by  a young  mar- 
ried lady  ; two  young  men  cousins  of  theirs, 
just  out  from  America,  had  taken  the  box. 

When  Imogene  returned  home  she  told 
Mrs.  Bowen  that  she  had  accepted  this  in- 
vitation. Mrs.  Bowen  said  nothing,  but 
when  one  of  the  young  men  came  up  to 
hand  Imogene  down  to  the  carriage,  which 
was  waiting  with  the  others  at  the  gate, 
she  could  not  have  shown  a greater  toler- 
ation of  his  second-rate  New-Yorkiness  if 
she  had  been  a Boston  dowager  offering 
him  the  scrupulous  hospitalities  of  her 
city. 

Imogene  came  in  at  midnight;  she 
hummed  an  air  of  the  opera  as  she  took 
off  her  wraps  and  ornaments  in  her  room, 
and  this  in  the  quiet  of  the  hour  had  a 
terrible,  almost  profane  effect:  it  was  as 
if  some  other  kind  of  girl  had  whistled. 
She  showed  the  same  nonchalance  at 
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breakfast,  where  she  was  prompt,  and  an- 
swered Mrs.  Bowen’s  inquiries  about  her 
pleasure  the  night  before  with  a liveli- 
ness that  ignored  the  polite  resolution 
that  prompted  them. 

Mr.  Morton  was  the  first  to  arrive,  and 
if  his  discouragement  began  at  once,  the 
first  steps  masked  themselves  in  a reck- 
less welcome,  which  seemed  to  fill  him 
with  joy,  and  Mrs.  Bowen  with  silent  per- 
plexity. The  girl  ran  on  about  her  even- 
ing at  the  opera,  and  about  the  weather, 
and  the  excursion  they  were  going  to 
make;  and  after  an  apparently  needless 
ado  over  the  bouquet  which  he  brought 
her,  together  with  one  for  Mrs.  Bowen, 
she  put  it  in  her  belt,  and  made  Colville 
notice  it  when  he  came : he  had  not  thought 
to  bring  flowers. 

He  turned  from  her  hilarity  with  anx- 
ious question  to  Mrs.  Bowen,  who  did  not 
meet  his  eye,  and  who  snubbed  Effie  when 
the  child  found  occasion  to  whisper:  “J 
think  Imogene  is  acting  very  strangely, for 
her ; don’t  you,  mamma?  It  seems  as  if 
going  with  those  Guicciardi  girls  just  once 
had  spoiled  her.” 

“Don’t  make  remarks  about  people, 
Effie,”  said  her  mother,  sharply.  “It 
isn’t  nice  in  little  girls,  and  I don’t  want 
you  to  do  it.  You  talk  too  much  lately.” 

Effie  turned  grieving  away  from  this 
rejection,  and  her  face  did  not  light  up 
even  at  the  whimsical  sympathy  in  Col- 
ville’s face,  who  saw  that  she  had  met 
a check  of  some  sort;  he  had  to  take  her 
on  his  knee  and  coax  and  kiss  her  before 
her  wounded  feelings  were  visibly  healed. 
He  put  her  down  with  a sighing  wish  that 
some  one  could  take  him  up  and  soothe 
his  troubled  sensibilities  too,  and  kept  her 
hand  in  his  while  he  sat  waiting  for  the 
last  of  those  last  moments  in  which  the 
hurrying  delays  of  ladies  preparing  for 
an  excursion  seem  never  to  end. 

When  they  were  ready  to  get  into  the 
carriage,  the  usual  contest  of  self-sacrifice 
arose,  which  Imogene  terminated  by 
mounting  to  the  front  seat;  Mr.  Morton 
hastened  to  take  the  seat  beside  her,  and 
Colville  was  left  to  sit  with  Effie  and  her 
mother.  “You  old  people  will  be  safer 
back  there,”  said  Imogene.  It  was  a 
little  joke  which  she  addressed  to  the 
child,  but  a gleam  from  her  eye  as  she 
turned  to  speak  to  the  young  man  at  her 
side  visited  Colville  in  desperate  defiance. 
He  wondered  what  she  was  about  in  that 
allusion  to  an  idea  which  she  had  shrunk 
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from  so  sensitively  hitherto.  But  he 
found  himself  in  a situation  which  he 
could  not  penetrate  at  any  point.  When 
he  spoke  with  Mrs.  Bowen  it  was  with  a 
dark  under-current  of  conjecture  as  to  how 
and  when  she  expected  him  to  tell  Mr. 
Morton  of  his  relation  to  Imogene,  or 
whether  she  still  expected  him  to  do  it; 
when  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  face  of  the 
young  man,  he  despaired  as  to  the  terms 
in  which  he  should  put  the  fact:  any  form 
in  which  he  tacitly  dramatized  it  remain- 
ed very  embarrassing,  for  he  felt  bound 
to  say  that  while  he  held  himself  prom- 
ised in  the  matter,  he  did  not  allow  her  to 
feel  herself  so. 

A sky  of  American  blueness  and  vast- 
ness, a mellow  sun,  and  a delicate  breeze 
did  all  that  these  things  could  for  them, 
as  they  began  the  long,  devious  climb  of 
the  hills  crowned  by  the  ancient  Etrus- 
can city.  At  first  they  were  all  in  the 
constraint  of  their  own  and  one  another’s 
moods,  known  or  imagined,  and  no  talk 
began  till  the  young  clergyman  turned  to 
Imogene  and  asked,  after  a long  look  at 
the  smiling  landscape,  “What  sort  of 
weather  do  you  suppose  they  are  having 
at  Buffalo  to-day  ?” 

“At  Buffalo?”  she  repeated,  as  if  the 
place  had  only  a dim  existence  in  her  re- 
motest consciousness.  “Oh ! the  ice  isn’t 
near  out  of  the  lake  yet.  You  can’t  count 
on  it  before  the  first  of  May.” 

“And  the  first  of  May  comes  sooner  or 
later,  according  to  the  season,”  said  Col- 
ville. “I  remember  coming  on  once  in 
the  middle  of  the  month,  and  the  river 
was  so  full  of  ice  between  Niagara  Falls 
and  Buffalo  that  I had  to  shut  the  car 
window  that  I’d  kept  open  all  the  way 
through  southern  Canada.  But  we  have 
very  little  of  that  local  weather  at  home ; 
our  weather  is  as  democratic  and  conti- 
nental as  our  political  constitution.  Here 
it’s  March  or  May  any  time  from  Septem- 
ber till  J une,  according  as  there’s  snow  on 
the  mountains  or  not.” 

The  young  man  smiled.  “But  don’t 
you  like,”  he  asked,  with  deference,  “this 
slow,  orderly  ad  vance  of  the  Italian  spring, 
where  the  flowers  seem  to  come  out  one 
by  one,  and  every  blossom  has  its  appoint- 
ed time  ?” 

“ Oh  yes;  it’s  very  well  in  its  way;  but 
I prefer  the  rush  of  the  American  spring : 
no  thought  of  mild  weather  this  morn- 
ing; a warm,  gusty  rain  to-morrow  night; 

day  after  to-morrow  a burst  of  blossoms 
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and  flowers  and  young  leaves  and  birds. 
I don’t  know  whether  we  were  made  for 
our  climate  or  our  climate  was  made  for 
us,  but  its  impatience  and  lavishness  seem 
to  answer  some  inner  demand  of  our  go- 
ahead  souls.  This  happens  to  be  the  week 
of  the  peach  blossoms  here,  and  you  see 
their  pink  everywhere  to-day,  and  you 
don’t  see  anything  else  in  the  blossom 
line.  But  imagine  the  American  spring 
abandoning  a whole  week  of  her  precious 
time  to  the  exclusive  use  of  peach  blos- 
soms ! She  wouldn’t  do  it ; she’s  got  too 
many  other  things  on  hand.” 

Effie  had  stretched  out  over  Colville’s 
lap,  and  with  her  elbow  sunk  deep  in  his 
knee,  was  resting  her  chin  in  her  hand 
and  taking  the  facts  of  the  landscape 
thoroughly  in.  “Do  they  have  just  a 
week  ?”  she  asked. 

“Not  an  hour  more  or  less,”  said  Col- 
ville. “If  they  found  an  almond  blos- 
som hanging  round  anywhere  after  their 
time  came,  they  would  make  an  awful 
row;  and  if  any  lazy  little  peach-blow 
hadn’t  got  out  by  the  time  their  week  was 
up,  it  would  have  to  stay  in  till  next  year; 
the  pear  blossoms  wouldn’t  let  it  come 
out.” 

“ Wouldn’t  they  ?”  murmured  the  child, 
in  dreamy  sympathy  with  this  belated 
peach-blow. 

“Well,  that’s  what  people  say.  In 
America  it  would  be  allowed  to  come  out 
any  time.  It’s  a free  country.” 

Mrs.  Bowen  offered  to  draw  Effie  back 
to  a posture  of  more  decorum,  but  Colville 
put  his  arm  round  the  little  girl.  “Oh, 
let  her  stay!  It  doesn’t  incommode  me, 
and  she  must  be  getting  such  a novel  ef- 
fect of  the  landscape.” 

The  mother  fell  back  into  her  former 
attitude  of  jaded  passivity.  He  wonder- 
ed whether  she  had  changed  her  mind 
about  having  him  speak  to  Mr.  Morton; 
her  quiescence  might  well  have  been  in- 
difference; one  could  have  said,  knowing 
the  whole  situation,  that  she  had  made  up 
her  mind  to  let  things  take  their  course, 
and  struggle  with  them  no  longer. 

He  could  not  believe  that  she  felt  con- 
tent with  him;  she  must  feel  far  other- 
wise; and  he  took  refuge,  as  he  had  the 
power  of  doing,  from  the  discomfort  of  his 
own  thoughts  in  jesting  with  the  child, 
and  mocking  her  with  this  extravagance 
and  that;  the  discomfort  then  became 
merely  a dull  ache  that  insisted  upon  it- 
self at  intervals,  like  a grumbling  tooth. 
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The  prospect  was  full  of  that  mingled 
wildness  and  subordination  that  gives 
its  supreme  charm  to  the  Italian  land- 
scape; and  without  elements  of  great  va- 
riety, it  combined  them  in  infinite  pictur- 
esqueness. There  were  olive  orchards 
and  vineyards,  and  again  vineyards  and 
olive  orchards.  Closer  to  the  farm-houses 
and  cottages  there  were  peaches  and  oth- 
er fruit  trees  and  kitchen-gardens;  broad 
ribbons  of  grain  waved  between  the 
ranks  of  trees;  around  the  white  villas 
the  spires  of  the  cypresses  pierced  the  blue 
air.  Now  and  then  they  came  to  a villa 
with  weather  - beaten  statues  strutting 
about  its  parterres.  A mild,  pleasant  heat 
brooded  upon  the  fields  and  roofs,  and  the 
city,  dropping  lower  and  lower  as  they 
mounted,  softened  and  blended  its  towers 
and  monuments  in  a sombre  mass  shot 
with  gleams  of  white. 

Colville  spoke  to  Imogene,  who  with- 
drew her  eyes  from  it  with  a sigh,  after 
long  brooding  upon  the  scene.  “You 
can  do  nothing  with  it,  I see.” 

“With  what  ?” 

“The  landscape.  It's  too  full  of  ev- 
ery possible  interest.  What  a history 
is  written  all  over  it,  public  and  private ! 
If  you  don’t  take  it  simply,  like  any  other 
landscape,  it  becomes  an  oppression.  It’s 
well  that  tourists  come  to  Italy  so  igno- 
rant,and  keep  so.  Otherwise  they  couldn’t 
live  to  get  home  again : the  past  would 
crush  them.” 

Imogene  scrutinized  him  as  if  to  extract 
some  personal  meaning  from  his  words, 
and  then  turned  her  head  away.  The 
clergyman  addressed  him  with  what  was 
like  a respectful  toleration  of  the  droller- 
ies of  a gifted  but  eccentric  man,  the  flavor 
of  whose  talk  he  was  beginning  to  taste. 

“You  don’t  really  mean  that  one 
shouldn’t  come  to  Italy  as  well  informed 
as  possible  ?” 

“Well,  I did,”  said  Colville;  “but  I 
don’t.” 

The  young  man  pondered  this,  and  Im- 
ogene started  up  with  an  air  of  rescuing 
them  from  each  other — as  if  she  would  not 
let  Mr.  Morton  think  Colville  trivial,  or 
Colville  consider  the  clergyman  stupid, 
but  would  do  what  she  could  to  take  their 
minds  off  the  whole  question.  Perhaps 
she  was  not  very  clear  as  to  how  this  was 
to  be  done;  at  any  rate  she  did  not  speak, 
and  Mrs.  Bowen  came  to  her  support,  from 
whatever  motive  of  her  own.  It  might 
have  been  from  a sense  of  the  injustice  of 
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letting  Mr.  Morton  suffer  from  the  com- 
plications that  involved  herself  and  the 
others.  The  affair  had  been  going  very 
hitchily  ever  since  they  started,  with  the 
burden  of  the  conversation  left  to  the  two 
men  and  that  helpless  girl ; if  it  were  not 
to  be  altogether  a failure,  she  must  inter- 
fere. 

44  Did  you  ever  hear  of  Gratiano  when 
you  were  in  Venice  ?”  she  asked  Mr.  Mor- 
ton. 

44Is  he  one  of  their  new  water-color- 
ists?” returned  the  young  man.  44 1 heard 
they  had  quite  a school  there  now.” 

“No,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  ignoring  her 
failure  as  well  as  she  could;  “he  was  a 
famous  talker;  he  loved  to  speak  an  infi- 
nite deal  of  nothing  more  than  any  man 
in  Venice.” 

44  An  ancestor  of  mine,  Mr.  Morton,” 
said  Colville;  “a  poor,  honest  man,  who 
did  his  best  to  make  people  forget  that 
the  ladies  were  silent.  Thank  you,  Mrs. 
Bowen,  for  mentioning  him.  I wish  he 
were  with  us  to-day.” 

The  young  man  laughed.  44 Oh,  in  the 
Merchant  of  Venice  /” 

“No  other,”  said  Colville. 

“I  confess,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  44 that  I 
am  rather  stupid  this  morning.  I sup- 
pose it’s  the  softness  of  the  air ; it’s  been 
harsh  and  irritating  so  long.  It  makes 
me  drowsy.” 

“Don’t  mind  tts,”  returned  Colville. 
44  We  will  call  you  at  important  points.” 
They  were  driving  into  a village  at  which 
people  stop  sometimes  to  admire  the  works 
of  art  in  its  church.  “Here,  for  exam- 
ple, is — What  place  is  this  ?”  he  asked  of 
the  coachman. 

“San  Domenico.” 

4 4 1 should  know  it  again  by  its  beggars.  ” 
Of  all  ages  and  sexes  they  swarmed  round 
the  carriage,  which  the  driver  had  instinct- 
ively slowed  to  oblige  them,  and  thrust 
forward  their  hands  and  hats.  Colville 
gave  EflBe  his  small  change  to  distribute 
among  them,  at  sight  of  which  they  stream- 
ed down  the  street  from  every  direction. 
Those  who  had  received  brought  forward 
the  halt  and  blind,  and  did  not  scruple  to 
propose  being  rewarded  for  this  service. 
At  the  same  time  they  did  not  mind  his 
laughing  in  their  faces ; they  laughed  too, 
and  went  off  content,  or  as  nearly  so  as 
beggars  ever  are.  He  buttoned  up  his 
pocket  as  they  drove  on  more  rapidly. 
44 1 am  the  only  person  of  no  principle — ex- 
cept Effle — in  the  carriage,  and  yet  I am  at 
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this  moment  carrying  more  blessings  out 
of  this  village  than  I shall  ever  know  what 
to  do  with.  Mrs.  Bowen,  I know,  is  re- 
garding me  with  severe  disapproval.  She 
thinks  that  I ought  to  have  sent  the  beg- 
gars of  San  Domenico  to  Florence,  where 
they  would  all  be  shut  up  in  the  Pia  Casa 
di  Ricovero,  and  taught  some  useful  occu- 
pation. It’s  terrible  in  Florence.  You 
can  walk  through  Florence  now  and  have 
no  appeal  made  to  your  better  nature  that 
is  not  made  at  the  appellant’s  risk  of  im- 
prisonment. When  I was  there  before, 
you  had  opportunities  of  giving  at  every 
turn.” 

“You  can  send  a check  to  the  Pia  Casa,  ” 
said  Mrs.  Bowen. 

44  Ah,  but  what  good  would  that  do  me  ? 
When  I give  I want  the  pleasure  of  it ; I 
want  to  see  my  beneficiary  cringe  under 
my  bounty.  But  I’ve  tried  in  vain  to  con- 
vince you  that  the  world  has  gone  wrong 
in  other  ways.  Do  you  remember  the  one- 
armed  man  whom  we  used  to  give  to  on 
the  Lung’  Arno?  That  persevering  suffer- 
er has  been  repeatedly  arrested  for  mendi- 
cancy, and  obliged  to  pay  a fine  out  of  his 
hard  earnings  to  escape  being  sent  to  your 
Pia  Casa.” 

Mrs.  Bowen  smiled,  and  said,  Was  he 
living  yet?  in  a pensive  tone  of  reminis- 
cence. She  was  even  more  than  patient 
of  Colville’s  nonsense.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  the  light  under  her  eyelids  was  some- 
times a grateful  light.  Confronting  Imo- 
gene  and  the  young  man  whose  hopes  of 
her  he  was  to  destroy  at  the  first  opportu- 
nity, the  lurid  moral  atmosphere  which 
he  breathed  seemed  threatening  to  become 
a thing  apparent  to  sense,  and  to  be  about 
to  blot  the  landscape.  He  fought  it  back 
as  best  he  could,  and  kept  the  hovering 
cloud  from  touching  the  earth  by  incessant 
effort.  At  times  he  looked  over  the  side 
of  the  carriage,  and  drew  secretly  a long 
breath  of  fatigue.  It  began  to  be  borne 
in  upon  him  that  these  ladies  were  using 
him  ill  in  leaving  him  the  burden  of  their 
entertainment.  He  became  angry, but  his 
heart  softened, and  he  forgave  them  again, 
for  he  conjectured  that  he  was  the  cause 
of  the  cares  that  kept  them  silent.  He  felt 
certain  that  the  affair  had  taken  some  new 
turn.  He  wondered  if  Mrs.  Bowen  had 
told  Imogene  what  she  had  demanded  of 
him.  But  he  could  only  conjecture  and 
wonder  in  the  dreary  under-current  of 
thought  that  flowed  evenly  and  darkly 
on  with  the  talk  he  kept  going.  He  made 
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the  most  he  could  of  the  varying  views  of 
Florence  which  the  turns  and  mounting 
levels  of  the  road  gave  him.  He  became 
affectionately  grateful  to  the  young  clergy- 
man when  he  replied  promptly  and  fully, 
and  took  an  interest  in  the  objects  or  sub- 
jects he  brought  up. 

Neither  Mrs.  Bowen  nor  Imogene  was 
altogether  silent.  The  one  helped  on  at 
times  wearily,  and  the  other  broke  at  times 
from  her  abstraction.  Doubtless  the  girl 
had  undertaken  too  much  in  insisting 
upon  a party  of  pleasure  with  her  mind 
full  of  so  many  things,  and  doubtless 
Mrs.  Bowen  wras  sore  with  a rankling  re- 
sentment at  her  insistence,  and  vexed  at 
herself  for  having  yielded  to  it.  If  at  her 
time  of  life  and  with  all  her  experience 
of  it  she  could  not  rise  under  this  inner 
load,  Imogene  must  have  been  crushed 
by  it. 

Her  starts  from  the  dreamy  oppression, 
if  that  were  what  kept  her  silent,  took  the 
form  of  aggression,  when  she  disagreed 
with  Colville  about  things  he  was  saying, 
or  attacked  him  for  this  or  that  thing 
which  he  had  said  in  times  past.  It  was 
an  unhappy  and  unamiable  self-assertion, 
which  he  was  not  able  to  compassionate 
so  much  wheu  she  resisted  or  defied  Mrs. 
Bowen,  as  she  seemed  seeking  to  do  at  ev- 
ery point.  Perhaps  another  would  not 
have  felt  it  so;  it  must  have  been  largely 
in  his  consciousness;  the  young  clergy- 
man seemed  not  to  see  anything  in  these 
bursts  but  the  indulgence  of  a gay  ca- 
price, though  his  laughing  at  them  did 
not  alleviate  the  effect  to  Colville,  who, 
when  he  turned  to  Mrs.  Bowen  for  her 
alliance,  was  astonished  with  a prompt 
snub,  unmistakable  to  himself,  however 
imperceptible  to  others. 

He  found  what  diversion  and  comfort 
he  could  in  the  party  of  children  who  be- 
set them  at  a point  near  the  town,  and  fol- 
lowed the  carriage,  trying  to  sell  them 
various  light  and  useless  trifles  made  of 
straw — fans,  baskets,  parasols,  and  the  like. 
He  bought  recklessly  of  them  and  gave 
them  to  Effie,  whom  he  assured,  without 
the  applause  of  the  ladies,  and  with  the 
grave  question  of  the  young  clergyman, 
that  the  venders  were  little  Etruscan  girls, 
all  at  least  twenty-five  hundred  years  old. 
“ It’s  very  hard  to  find  any  Etruscans  un- 
der that  age ; most  of  the  grown-up  people 
are  three  thousand.” 

The  child  humored  his  extravagance 
with  the  faith  in  fable  which  children  are 


Digitized  by 


Google 


able  to  command,  and  said,  44  Oh,  tell  me 
about  them !”  while  she  pushed  up  closer 
to  him,  and  began  to  admire  her  presents, 
holding  them  up  before  her,  and  dwelling 
fondly  upon  them  one  by  one. 

44  0h,  there’s  very  little  to  tell,”  an- 
swered Colville.  “They’re  mighty  close 
people,  and  always  keep  themselves  very 
much  to  themselves.  But  wouldn’t  you 
like  to  see  a party  of  Etruscans  of  all  ages, 
even  down  to  little  babies  only  eleven  or 
twelve  hundred  years  old,  come  driving 
into  an  American  town  ? It  would  make 
a great  excitement,  wouldn’t  it  ?” 

“It  would  be  splendid.” 

“Yes;  w-e  would  give  them  a collation 
in  the  basement  of  the  City  Hall,  and 
drive  them  out  to  the  cemetery.  The 
Americans  and  Etruscans  are  very  much 
alike  in  that — they  always  show  you  their 
tombs.” 

“Will  they  in  Fiesole  ?” 

“ How  you  always  like  to  burrow  into 
the  past!”  interrupted  Imogene. 

“Well,  it’s  rather  difficult  burrowing 
into  the  future,”  returned  Colville,  defen- 
sively. Accepting  the  challenge,  he  add- 
ed: “Yes,  I should  really  like  to  meet  a 
few  Etruscans  in  Fiesole  this  morning.  I 
should  feel  as  if  I’d  got  amongst  my  con- 
temporaries at  last;  they  would  under- 
stand me.” 

The  girl’s  face  flushed.  “Then  no  one 
else  can  understand  you  ?” 

“Apparently  not.  I am  the  great 
American  incompris .” 

“ I’m  sorry  for  you,”  she  returned,  fee- 
bly; and,  in  fact,  sarcasm  was  not  her 
strong  point. 

When  they  entered  the  town  they 
found  the  Etruscans  preoccupied  with  oth- 
er visitors,  whom  at  various  points  in  the 
quaint  little  piazza  they  surrounded  in 
dense  groups,  to  their  own  disadvantage 
as  guides  and  beggars  and  dealers  in  straw 
goods.  One  of  the  groups  reluctantly  dis- 
persed to  devote  itself  to  the  new  arrivals, 
and  these  then  perceived  that  it  was  a par* 
ty  of  artists,  scattered  about  and  sketch- 
ing, which  had  absorbed  the  attention  of 
the  population.  Colville  went  to  the  res- 
taurant to  order  lunch,  leaving  the  ladies 
to  the  care  of  Mr.  Morton.  When  he 
came  back  he  found  the  carriage  surround- 
ed by  the  artists,  who  had  turned  out  to 
be  the  Ingleliart  boys.  They  had  walked 
up  to  Fiesole  the  afternoon  before,  and 
they  had  been  sketching  there  all  the 
morning.  With  the  artist’s  indifference 
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to  the  conventional  objects  of  interest, 
they  were  still  ignorant  of  what  ought  to 
be  seen  in  Fiesole  by  tourists,  and  they  ac- 
cepted Colville’s  proposition  to  be  of  his 
party  in  going  the  rounds  of  the  Cathe- 
dral, the  Museum,  and  the  view  from  that 
point  of  the  wall  called  the  Belvedere. 
They  found  that  they  had  been  at  the  Bel- 
vedere before  without  knowing  that  it 
merited  particular  recognition,  and  some 
of  them  had  made  sketches  from  it — of 
bits  of  architecture  and  landscape,  and  of 
figure  amongst  the  women  with  straw 
fans  and  baskets  to  sell,  who  thronged 
round  the  whole  party  again,  and  inter- 
rupted the  prospect.  In  the  church  they 
differed  amongst  themselves  as  to  the  best 
bits  for  study,  and  Colville  listened  in 
whimsical  despair  to  the  enthusiasm  of 
their  likings  and  dislikings.  All  that  was 
so  far  from  him  now ; but  in  the  Museum, 
which  had  only  a thin  interest  based  upon 
a small  collection  of  art  and  archaeology, 
he  suffered  a real  affliction  in  the  presence 
of  a young  Italian  couple,  who  were  prob- 
ably plighted  lovers.  They  went  before 
a gray-haired  pair,  who  might  have  been 
the  girl’s  father  and  mother,  and  they 
looked  at  none  of  the  objects,  though  they 
regularly  stopped  before  them  and  waited 
till  their  guide  had  said  his  say  about 
them.  The  girl,  clinghag  tight  to  the 
young  man’s  arm,  knew  nothing  but 
him  ; her  mouth  and  eyes  were  set  in  a 
passionate  concentration  of  her  being 
upon  him,  and  he  seemed  to  walk  in  a 
dream  of  her.  From  time  to  time  they 
peered  upon  each  others’  faces,  and  then 
they  paused,  rapt,  and  indifferent  to  all 
besides. 

The  young  painters  had  their  jokes 
about  it;  even  Mr.  Morton  smiled,  and 
Mrs.  Bowen  recognized  it.  But  Imogene 
did  not  smile;  she  regarded  the  lovers 
with  an  interest  in  them  scarcely  less  in- 
tense than  their  interest  in  each  other; 
and  a cold  perspiration  of  question  broke 
out  on  Colville’s  forehead.  Was  that  her 
ideal  of  what  her  own  engagement  should 
be  ? Had  she  expected  him  to  behave  in 
that  way  to  her,  and  to  accept  from  her  a 
devotion  like  that  girl’s?  How  bitterly 
he  must  have  disappointed  her ! It  was 
so  impossible  to  him  that  the  thought  of 
it  made  him  feel  that  he  must  break  all 
ties  which  bound  him  to  anything  like  it. 
And  yet  he  reflected  that  the  time  was 
when  he  could  have  been  equal  to  that, 
and  even  more. 
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After  lunch  the  painters  joined  them 
again,  and  they  all  went  together  to  visit 
the  ruins  of  the  Roman  theatre  and  the 
stretch  of  Etruscan  wall  beyond  it.  The 
former  seems  older  than  the  latter,  whose 
huge  blocks  of  stone  lie  as  firmly  and  even- 
ly in  their  courses  as  if  placed  there  a year 
ago;  the  turf  creeps  to  the  edge  at  top, 
and  some  small  trees  nod  along  the  crest 
of  the  wall,  whose  ancient  face,  clean  and 
bare,  looks  sternly  out  over  a vast  pros- 
pect, now  young  and  smiling  in  the  first 
delight  of  spring.  The  piety  or  interest 
of  the  community,  which  guards  the  en- 
trance to  the  theatre  by  a fee  of  certain 
centesimi,  may  be  concerned  in  keeping 
the  wall  free  from  the  grass  and  vines 
which  are  stealing  the  half -excavated 
arena  back  to  forgetfulness  and  decay; 
but  whatever  agency  it  was,  it  weakened 
the  appeal  that  the  wall  made  to  the  sym- 
pathy of  the  spectators.  They  could  do 
nothing  with  it;  the  artists  did  not  take 
their  sketch-blocks  from  their  pockets. 
But  in  the  theatre,  where  a few  broken 
columns  marked  the  place  of  the  stage, 
and  the  stone  benches  of  the  auditorium 
were  here  and  there  reached  by  a flight 
of  uncovered  steps,  the  human  interest  re- 
turned. 

“I  suspect  that  there  is  such  a thing 
as  a ruin’s  being  too  old,”  said  Colville. 
“Our  Etruscan  friends  made  the  mistake 
of  building  their  wall  several  thousand 
years  too  soon  for  our  purpose.” 

“Yes,”  consented  the  young  clergy- 
man. “It  seems  as  if  our  own  race  be- 
came alienated  from  us  through  the  mere 
effect  of  time — don’t  you  think,  sir  ? I 
mean,  of  course,  terrestrially.” 

The  artists  looked  uneasy,  as  if  they 
had  not  counted  upon  anything  of  this 
kind,  and  they  began  to  scatter  about  for 
points  of  view.  Effie  got  her  mother’s 
leave  to  run  up  and  down  one  of  the  stair- 
ways, if  she  would  not  fall.  Mrs.  Bowen 
sat  down  on  one  of  the  lower  steps,  and 
Mr.  Morton  took  his  place  respectfully 
near  her. 

“ I wonder  how  it  looks  from  the  top  ?” 
Imogene  asked  this  of  Colville,  with  more 
meaning  than  seemed  to  belong  to  the 
question  properly. 

“There  is  nothing  like  going  to  see,” 
he  suggested.  He  helped  her  up,  giving 
her  his  hand  from  one  course  of  seats  to 
another.  When  they  reached  the  point 
which  commanded  the  best  view  of  the 
whole,  she  sat  down,  and  he  sank  at 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


292 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


her  feet,  but  they  did  not  speak  of  the 
view. 

“Theodore,  I want  to  tell  you  some- 
thing*,” she  said,  abruptly.  “ I have  heard 
from  home.” 

“Yes  ?”  he  replied,  in  a tone  in  which 
he  did  his  best  to  express  a readiness  for 
any  fate. 

“Mother  has  telegraphed.  She  is  com- 
ing out.  She  is  on  her  way  now.  She 
will  be  here  very  soon.” 

Colville  did  not  know  exactly  what  to 
say  to  these  passionately  consecutive  state- 
ments. “Well  ?”  he  said  at  last. 

4 4 Well” — she  repeated  his  word — 44  what 
do  you  intend  to  do  ?” 

44  Intend  to  do  in  what  event  ?”  he  ask- 
ed, lifting  his  eyes  for  the  first  time  to 
the  eyes  which  he  felt  burning  down  upon 
him. 

“ If  she  should  refuse  ?” 

Again  he  could  not  command  an  in- 
stant answer,  but  w*hen  it  came  it  was  a 
fair  one.  “It  isn’t  for  me  to  say  what  I 
shall  do,”  hd  replied,  gravely.  44  Or,  if  it 
is,  I can  only  say  that  I will  do  whatever 
you  wish.” 

44  Do  you  wish  nothing  ?” 

44  Nothing  but  your  happiness.” 

“Nothing  but  my  happiness!”  she  re- 
torted. 44  What  is  my  happiness  to  me  ? 
Have  I ever  sought  it  ?” 

“I  can’t  say,” he  answered;  “but  if  I 
did  not  think  you  would  find  it — ” 

“I  shall  find  it,  if  ever  I find  it,  in 
yours,”  she  interrupted.  44  And  what 
shall  you  do  if  my  mother  will  not  con- 
sent to  our  engagemeut  ?” 

The  experienced  and  sophisticated  man 
— for  that  in  no  ill  way  was  wrhat  Col- 
ville was — felt  himself  on  trial  for  his 
honor  and  his  manhood  by  this  simple 
girl,  this  child.  He  could  not  endure  to 
fall  short  of  her  ideal  of  him  at  that  mo- 
ment, no  matter  what  error  or  calamity 
the  fulfillment  involved.  “If  you  feel 
sure  that  you  love  me,  Imogene,  it  will 
make  no  difference  to  me  what  your  mo- 
ther says.  I would  be  glad  of  her  con- 
sent; I should  hate  to  go  counter  to  her 
will ; but  I know  that  I am  good  enough 
man  to  be  true  and  keep  you  all  my  life 
the  first  in  all  my  thoughts,  and  that’s 
enough  for  me.  But  if  you  have  any 
fear,  any  doubt  of  yourself,  now  is  the 
time-—” 

Imogene  rose  to  her  feet  as  in  some  tur- 
moil of  thought  or  emotion  that  would 
not  suffer  her  to  remain  quiet. 
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“Oh,  keep  still!”  “Don’t  get  up  yet!” 
“Hold  on  a minute,  please!” came  from 
the  artists  in  different  parts  of  the  thea- 
tre, and  half  a dozen  imploring  pencils 
were  waved  in  the  air. 

“They  are  sketching  you,”  said  Col- 
ville, and  she  sank  compliantly  into  her 
seat  again. 

“ I have  no  doubt  for  myself — no,”  she 
said,  as  if  there  had  been  no  interrup- 
tion. 

“Then  we  need  have  no  anxiety  in 
meeting  your  mother,”  said  Colville,  with 
a light  sigh,  after  a moment’s  pause. 

44  What  makes  you  think  she  will  be  un- 
favorable ?” 

“I  don’t  think  that;  but  I thought — I 
didn’t  know  but — ” 

“What  ?” 

44  Nothing,  now.”  Her  lips  were  quiv- 
ering; he  could  see  her  struggle  for  self- 
control,  but  he  could  not  see  it  unmoved. 

“ Poor  child  !”  he  said,  putting  out  his 
hand  toward  her. 

44  Don’t  take  my  hand ; they’re  all  look- 
ing,” she  begged. 

He  forbore,  and  they  remained  silent 
and  motionless  a little  while,  before  she 
had  recovered  herself  sufficiently  to  speak 
again.  * 

“Then  we  are  promised  to  each  other, 
whatever  happens,”  she  said. 

“Yes.” 

4 4 And  we  will  never  speak  of  this  again. 

But  there  is  one  thing.  Did  Mrs.  Bowen 
ask  you  to  tell  Mr.  Morton  of  our  engage- 
ment ?” 

44  She  said  that  I ought  to  do  so.” 

“And  did  you  say  you  would  ?” 

44 1 don’t  know.  But  I suppose  I ought 
to  tell  him.” 

“ I don’t  wish  you  to!”  cried  the  girl. 

“You  don’t  wish  me  to  tell  him  ?” 

4 4 No;  I will  not  have  it!” 

“Oh,  very  well;  it’s  much  easier  not. 

But  it  seems  to  me  that  it’s  only  fair  to 
him.” 

“ Did  you  think  of  that  yourself  ?”  she 
demanded,  fiercely. 

“No,” returned  Colville,  with  sad  self- 
recognition.  “I’m  afraid  I’m  not  apt  to 
think  of  the  comforts  and  rights  of  other 
people.  It  was  Mrs.  Bowen  who  thought 
of  it.” 

44 1 knew  it!” 

44  But  I must  confess  that  I agreed  with 
her,  though  I would  have  preferred  to 
postpone  it  till  we  heard  from  your  fami- 
ly.” He  was  thoughtfully  silent  a mo- 
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ment;  then  he  said,  “ But  if  their  decision 
is  to  have  no  weight  with  us,  I think  he 
ought  to  be  told  at  once.” 

“Do  you  think  that  I am  flirting  with 
him  ?” 

“Imogen©!”  exclaimed  Colville,  re- 
proachfully. 

“That’s  what  you  imply;  that’s  what 
she  implies.” 

“You’re  very  unjust  to  Mrs.  Bowen, 
Imogene.” 

“Oh,  you  always  defend  her!  It  isn’t 
the  first  time  you’ve  told  me  I was  unjust 
to  her.” 

“I  don’t  mean  that  you  are  willing- 
ly unjust,  or  could  be  so,  to  any  living 
creature,  least  of  all  to  her.  But  I — we 
— owe  her  so  much ; she  has  been  so  pa- 
tient.” 

“What  do  we  owe  her  ? How  has  she 
been  patient  ?” 

“She  has  overcome  her  dislike  to  me.” 

“Oh,  indeed!” 

“And — and  I feel  under  obligation  to 
her  for— in  a thousand  little  ways;  and  I 
should  be  glad  to  feel  that  we  were  acting 
with  her  approval ; I should  like  to  please 
her.” 

“ You  wish  to  tell  Mr.  Morton  ?” 

“I  think  I ought.” 

“To  please  Mrs.  Bowen!  Tell  him, 
then!  You  always  cared  more  to  please 
her  than  me.  Perhaps  you  staid  in  Flor- 
ence to  please  her!” 

She  rose  and  ran  down  the  broken  seats 
and  ruined  steps  so  recklessly  and  yet  so 
sure-footedly  that  it  seemed  more  like  a 
flight  than  a pace,  to  the  place  where  Mrs. 
Bowen  and  Mr.  Morton  were  talking  to- 
gether. 

Colville  followed  as  he  could,  slowly 
and  with  a heavy  heart.  A good  thing 
develops  itself  in  infinite  and  unexpected 
shapes  of  good ; a bad  thing  into  manifold 
and  astounding  evils.  This  mistake  was 
whirling  away  beyond  his  recall  in  hope- 
less mazes  of  error.  He  saw  this  gener- 
ous young  spirit  betrayed  by  it  to  ignoble 
and  unworthy  excess,  and  he  knew  that 
he  and  not  she  was  to  blame. 

He  was  helpless  to  approach  her,  to 
speak  with  her,  to  set  her  right,  great  as 
the  need  of  that  was,  and  he  could  see  that 
she  avoided  him.  But  their  relations  re- 
mained outwardly  undisturbed.  The  art- 
ists brought  their  sketches  for  inspection 
and  comment,  and,  without  speaking  to 


each  other,  he  and  Imogene  discussed  them 
with  the  rest. 

When  they  started  homeward  the  paint- 
ers said  they  were  coming  a little  way  with 
them  for  a send-off,  and  then  going  back 
to  spend  the  night  in  Fiesole.  They 
walked  beside  the  carriage,  talking  with 
Mrs.  Bowen  and  Imogene,  who  had  taken 
their  places,  with  Effie  between  them,  on 
the  back  seat;  and  when  they  took  their 
leave,  Colville  and  the  young  clergyman, 
who  had  politely  walked  with  them,  con- 
tinued on  foot  a little  farther,  till  they 
came  to  the  place  where  the  highway  to 
Florence  divided  into  the  new  road  and 
the  old.  At  this  point  it  steeply  overtops 
the  fields  on  one  side,  which  is  shored  up 
by  a wall  some  ten  or  twelve  feet  deep ; 
and  here  round  a sharp  turn  of  the  hill 
on  the  other  side  came  a peasant  driv- 
ing a herd  of  the  black  pigs  of  the  coun- 
try. 

Mrs.  Bowen’s  horses  were,  perhaps,  pam- 
pered beyond  the  habitual  resignation  of 
Florentine  horses  to  all  manner  of  natu- 
ral phenomena;  they  reared  at  sight  of  the 
sable  crew,  and  backing  violently  up-hill, 
set  the  carriage  across  the  road,  with  its 
hind  wheels  a few  feet  from  the  brink  of 
the  wall.  The  coachman  sprang  from  his 
seat;  the  ladies  and  the  child  remained  in 
theirs  as  if  paralyzed. 

Colville  i^n  forward  to  the  side  of  the 
carriage.  “Jump,  Mrs.  Bowen!  jump, 
Effie!  Imogene — ” 

The  mother  and  the  little  one  obeyed. 
He  caught  them  in  his  arms  and  set 
them  down.  The  girl  sat  still,  staring 
at  him  with  reproachful,  with  disdainful 
eyes. 

He  leaped  forward  to  drag  her  out;  she 
shrank  away,  and  then  he  flew  to  help 
the  coachman,  who  had  the  maddened 
horses  by  the  bit. 

“Let  go!”  he  heard  the  young  clergy- 
man calling  to  him;  “she's  safe!”  He 
caught  a glimpse  of  Imogene,  whom  Mr. 
Morton  had  pulled  from  the  other  side  of 
the  carriage.  He  struggled  to  free  his 
wrist  from  the  curb-bit  chain  of  the  horse, 
through  which  he  had  plunged  it  in  his 
attempt  to  seize  the  bridle.  The  wheels  of 
the  carriage  went  over  the  wall;  he  felt 
himself  whirled  into  the  air,  and  then 
swung  ruining  down  into  the  writhing 
and  crashing  heap  at  the  bottom  of  the 
wall. 
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IT  is  a universal  rule  that  before  the 
nature  and  construction  of  any  instru- 
ment can  be  properly  determined,  the 
purpose  it  is  to  fulfill  and  the  conditions 
under  which  it  is  to  be  used  must  be  fully 
known.  This  rule  applies  to  laws,  insti- 
tutions of  all  kinds,  machines,  tools — in 
fact,  to  everything  used  by  man,  and  is 
peculiarly  applicable  to  all  matters  per- 
taining to  military  affairs,  where  emer- 
gencies are  sure  to  arise  suddenly,  and 
success  depends  upon  the  proper  adapta- 
tion of  means  to  the  end. 

When  the  moment  arrives  for  the  em- 
ployment of  any  military  instrument, 
whatever  its  nature  may  be,  there  is  no 
time  for  alterations  or  experiments,  and 
it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  it  should 
be  so  complete,  strong,  and  simple,  so  well 
adjusted  to  the  purpose  it  is  intended  to 
effect,  that  it  will  be  sure  to  work  prompt- 
ly, smoothly,  and  successfully. 

This  can  be  accomplished  only  by  care- 
ful preparation  during  the  time  of  peace. 

Before  entering,  then,  upon  our  subject, 
it  is  essential  to  set  forth  plainly  and  clear- 
ly the  object  for  which  the  militia  can 
and  ought  to  be  employed. 

The  armed  land  forces  of  this  country 
have  several  purposes  for  their  applica- 
tion : waging  offensive  war  in  foreign 
countries;  defending  our  own  soil  against 
attack  from  without  ; quelling  rebellion 
at  home;  putting  down  riots  in  our  cities, 
or  any  other  disturbances  not  sufficiently 
extensive  or  formidable  to  place  them  in 
the  category  of  rebellions,  but  too  serious 
to  be  disposed  of  by  the  ordinary  police 
force  of  the  localities  where  they  occur. 

Experience  has  proved  that  a well-or- 
ganized regular  army,  kept  within  proper 
bounds  as  to  numbers,  is  the  cheapest 
and  most  effective  means  for  accomplish- 
ing these  various  purposes. 

But  our  experience  also  proves  that  it 
is  highly  improbable,  perhaps  impossible, 
that  our  permanent  establishment  will 
ever  be  large  enough  to  answer  all  these 
needs  without  prompt  and  very  consider- 
able re-enforcements  from  other  sources, 
either  by  filling  up  existing  organizations 
to  the  maximum  or  by  adding  new  organ- 
izations thereto.  ' 

It  is  very  important  that  men  some- 
what trained  in  discipline  and  to  the  use 
of  arms  should  be  available  to  fill  up  the 
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regular  regiments,  and  that  reasonably 
effective  organizations  should  exist  to  sup- 
plement and  act  with  them  whenever  it 
is  desirable,  under  our  form  of  govern- 
ment, that  the  regular  army  should  not 
be  used  for  the  suppression  of  purely  lo- 
cal difficulties. 

The  old  theory  of  the  militia  system 
was  that  all,  or  practically  all,  of  the  able- 
bodied  men  of  the  nation,  within  certain 
limits  of  age,  were  to  be  organized  in  regi- 
ments, brigades,  and  divisions,  ready  to  be 
called  out  when  an  exigency  should  arise. 

Practically  the  system  proved  to  be  an 
entire  failure.  Our  numbers  are  so  great, 
our  people  so  completely  absorbed  in  the 
pursuits  of  private  life,  as  to  render  it  im- 
possible to  introduce  anything  approach- 
ing order  and  efficiency  in  so  large  an  or- 
ganization. But  within  the  militia  there 
have  arisen  voluntary  organizations,  gen- 
erally known  as  National  Guards,  which 
practically  form  the  real  and  immediately 
available  militia  of  the  nation. 

It  is  the  part  of  wisdom,  it  is  an  urgent 
necessity,  to  bend  our  efforts  toward  in- 
creasing the  numbers  and  efficiency  of 
the  National  Guards  until  they  form  a 
sufficiently  numerous  and  reliable  corps  to 
constitute  a sufficient  reserve  for  and  ad- 
dition to  the  regular  army,  and  are  com- 
petent to  replace  it  entirely  for  certain 
purposes  within  our  own  borders. 

That  we  may  be  able  to  keep  pace  with 
the  rapid  and  unceasing  improvements  of 
modern  military  science, and  adapt  them  to 
our  peculiar  needs,  it  is  absolutely  necessa- 
ry that  we  should  have  a permanent  estab- 
lishment where  officers  devote  themselves 
entirely  to  the  military  profession,  while 
the  non-commissioned  officers  and  men 
remain  long  enough  in  the  service  to  ac- 
quire thorough  discipline  and  instruction. 

In  measuring  the  value  of  such  a per- 
manent establishment  it  is  to  be  borne  in 
mind  that  not  only  can  it  perform  certain 
duties,  such  as  the  control  of  the  Indians, 
very  much  more  efficiently  and  econom- 
ically than  any  temporary  force,  but  that, 
if  maintained  at  a sufficiently  high  nu- 
merical standard,  it  stands  ready  to  bear 
the  first  brunt  of  hostilities  until  new 
troops  can  be  organized  and  instructed, 
that  it  affords  the  means  of  infusing  dis- 
cipline and  instruction  among  these  new 
troops,  and  that  it  furnishes  the  robust 
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frames  of  the  various  staff  corps,  whose 
business  it  is  to  direct  the  movements  and 
supply  the  needs  of  both  old  and  new 
troops.  It  is  impossible  to  exaggerate  the 
importance  of  these  staff  corps  of  the  reg- 
ular army,  and  it  is  one  of  the  unavoida- 
ble necessities  of  our  position  to  maintain 
them  on  a larger  scale  than  is  demanded 
by  the  current  needs  of  the  army  on  a 
peace  footing. 

Our  ability  to  increase  the  strength  of 
the  army  with  rapidity,  and  to  improvise 
new  armies, depends  chiefly — it  might  per- 
haps justly  be  said  entirely — upon  our 
maintaining  in  time  of  peace  large  and 
thoroughly  trained  staff  corps.  Far  from 
having  too  many,  our  organization  is  still 
deficient  in  the  lack  of  something  corre- 
sponding to  the  magnificent  “General 
Staff  Corps”  of  the  German  army — a corps 
composed  of  the  ablest  and  most  highly 
trained  officers  of  the  most  perfectly  or- 
ganized army  the  world  has  ever  seen, 
and  forming  the  most  admirable  and  effi- 
cient military  instrument  of  which  history 
bears  record. 

It  must  not  for  a moment  be  forgotten 
that  the  mere  drill  in  the  tactics  and  the 
use  of  arms  forms  a very  small — although 
a very  essential — part  of  the  instruction 
required  to  prepare  troops  for  war. 

The  proper  feeding  and  clothing  of  the 
men,  the  care  of  their  health,  the  collection 
of  the  various  supplies  required,  together 
with  the  formation  and  management  of 
the  requisite  depots  and  trains  to  insure 
their  being  on  hand  at  the  right  time  and 
place,  the  determination  of  the  most  effi- 
cient arms  and  ammunition,  the  establish- 
ment of  hospitals  and  field-hospital  trains, 
the  provision  of  the  means  for  crossing 
rivers,  the  use  of  heavy  and  light  artillery, 
the  conduct  of  sieges,  the  attack  and  de- 
fense of  posts,  the  collection  of  informa- 
tion as  to  the  theatre  of  war  and  the  sup- 
plies it  affords,  of  the  movements  and  in- 
tentions of  the  enemy,  guard  and  outpost 
duty,  reconnaissances,  marches,  handling 
troops  on  the  field  of  battle— in  other 
words,  the  means  required  to  put  troops  to 
the  best  possible  use,  or,  in  fact,  to  any  use 
whatever — all  this  requires  for  its  proper 
execution  a combination  of  theory  and 
practice,  of  education  and  experience,  that 
can  be  acquired  only  through  a regular 
establishment.  Moreover,  it  must  be  re- 
membered that  never  before  has  technical 
science  played  so  great  a part  in  war, 
aud  never  before  was  thorough  scientific 
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knowledge  of  the  art  of  war,  in  all  its 
branches,  so  necessary  to  insure  success. 

The  question  for  us  to  solve  is,  what 
portion  of  the  duties  of  our  armed  forces 
can  the  militia,  or  National  Guard,  be 
fitted  to  perform,  under  all  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case,  and  how  can  they  best 
be  so  fitted  ? 

There  are  some  of  these  duties  which 
the  National  Guard,  as  such,  can  not  be 
qualified  to  perform  alone,  for  want  of 
the  requisite  time  and  opportunities. 

By  attempting  too  much,  nothing  will 
be  achieved ; while  if  our  efforts  are  con- 
fined to  the  entirely  practicable,  much 
good  will  be  attained. 

Before  proceeding  with  our  subject  it  is 
proper  to  consider  the  probabilities  and 
possibilities  of  the  future,  so  far  as  they 
relate  to  the  necessity  for  armed  forces  of 
any  kind. 

First  let  us  glance  hastily  at  some  of  the 
possible  and  probable  sources  of  difficulty 
from  abroad.  This  is  a nation  of  more 
than  50,000,000  of  people,  proud,  self-reli- 
ant, enterprising,  and  courageous.  Well 
within  the  memories  of  a large  part  of  our 
population  wre  possessed  a vast  mercantile 
marine,  wdiose  flag  was  seen  in  every  port 
of  the  known  world.  One  of  our  great- 
est needs  is  an  outlet  in  foreign  markets 
for  the  immense  products  of  our  soil  and 
of  our  manufactories.  It  is  certain  as 
fate  that  under  the  pressure  of  necessity, 
and  with  wise  legislation,  our  commercial 
marine  will  soon  revive,  and  erelong  re- 
sume its  old  position  before  the  world. 

One  effect  of  this  change  will  be  to 
throw  us  into  still  closer  relations  with 
the  other  nations — relations  in  the  main 
very  beneficial  to  all,  but  at  the  same  time 
rendering  us  more  liable  to  be  affected  by 
their  difficulties,  and  necessarily  giving 
rise  to  causes  of  friction  from  which  we 
are  now  free. 

For  example,  when  the  western  Atlan- 
tic is  once  more  crowded  with  our  ships 
engaged  in  commerce  with  all  parts  of  the 
world,  we  will  begin  to  ask  ourselves  by 
what  right  a foreign  nation  holds  a cor- 
don of  fortified  naval  stations  command- 
ing so  many  avenues  of  approach  to  our 
shores,  and  enabling  it  to  cut  off  our  ves- 
sels in  the  event  of  war.  Halifax,  the 
Bermudas,  Nassau,  and  Jamaica  are  im- 
portant to  England  not  so  much  for  pur- 
pose of  self-protection,  not  so  much  for  her 
ovyn  commerce,  as  they  are  for  bases  of 
operation  against  us. 
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In  the  late  war,  if  Bermuda  and  Nassau 
had  been  in  our  possession,  the  contest 
would  have  been  shortened  some  two  years, 
for  blockade  - running  would  have  been 
well-nigh  impossible. 

This  is  one  cause  of  friction  which  must 
inevitably  arise  with  our  growth,  and  one 
reason  why  we  should  be  prepared  to  de- 
fend our  sea-coast. 

Other  similar  probabilities  could  be  men- 
tioned, as  in  the  event  of  the  question  aris- 
ing of  the  cession  of  Cuba  by  Spain  to  any 
other  European  power. 

I do  not  think  that  we  should  desire  the 
acquisition  of  Cuba — certainly  not  for  a 
long  time  to  come— but  we  should  and 
would  go  to  war  rather  than  allow  that 
key  of  the  Gulf  to  pass  into  the  hands  of 
any  other  European  nation. 

There  is  no  reason,  apparently,  why  our 
relations  with  the  Dominion  of  Canada 
should  be  other  than  most  friendly,  but 
so  long  as  her  connection  with  Great  Brit- 
ain remains  unchanged,  she  would  neces- 
sarily become  involved  in  any  difficulty 
arising  between  her  mother  country  and 
ourselves. 

There  is  no  absolute  necessity  for  hos- 
tilities with  Mexico;  but  when  we  consid- 
er the  wide  differences  of  religion,  race, 
laws,  and  habits  between  us,  it  is  possible 
that  trouble  may  grow  out  of  questions 
arising  from  the  business  relations  so  rap- 
idly developing,  the  large  investments  of 
American  capital  in  railways  and  other 
industrial  enterprises,  the  great  number 
of  our  people  consequently  residing  in 
Mexico,  and  the  oft-recurring  border  dif- 
ficulties, and  the  conclusion  is  inevitable 
that  it  would  be  unwise  to  assume  that 
no  difficulty  can  occur  requiring  the  em- 
ployment of  troops. 

The  subject  of  the  construction  of  ca- 
nals across  the  Isthmus  is  of  vast  interest 
to  us.  Should  the  Panama  Canal  ever 
be  completed,  and  even  during  its  con- 
struction, serious  questions  are  likely  to 
arise,  requiring  us  to  be  prepared  to  en- 
force our  rights  and  protect  the  privileges 
of  our  commerce. 

When  in  the  near  future  the  inevitable 
construction  of  the  Nicaragua  Canal  is 
undertaken  and  completed  by  American 
capital,  under  the  protection  of  our  gov- 
ernment, we  must  still  more  be  prepared 
• to  defend  its  neutrality  and  insure  its  un- 
disturbed use  as  the  best  possible  water 
route  between  our  Atlantic  and  Pacific 
coasts. 
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It  is  unnecessary  to  multiply  examples. 
My  purpose  has  been  accomplished  if  it 
has  been  shown  that  there  is  such  a prob- 
ability of  strained  relations  with  other 
countries  as  to  render  it  incumbent  upon 
us  to  maintain  a certain  state  of  prepara- 
tion for  war.  If  we  remain  entirely  un- 
prepared, it  is  quite  certain  that  the  emer- 
gencies will  arise  all  too  promptly,  while 
if  we  are  ready  for  them,  hostilities  may 
well  be  averted.  So  much  for  external, 
a word  now  in  regard  to  our  internal, 
sources  of  trouble. 

With  respect  to  the  ever-burning  In- 
dian question — so  often  “finally  settled,” 
only  to  break  out  again  almost  with  the 
regularity  of  machinery — it  might  suffice 
to  bid  my  readers  consult  the  daily  pa- 
pers, which,  as  I write,  are  filled  with  the 
sickening  details  of  the  horrors  commit- 
ted by  Geronimo  and  his  Apaches,  and  of 
the  terror  and  apprehension  felt  upon  the 
borders  in  consequence  of  the  threaten- 
ing and  uneasy  attitude  of  the  Cheyennes, 
the  Arrapahoes,  and  other  tribes. 

Until  the  entire  control  of  Indian  af- 
fairs is  vested  in  the  army,  with  sufficient 
means  to  enforce  its  decisions;  until  the 
younger  Indians  are  imbued  with  new 
habits,  desires,  and  ambitions,  and  the 
elder  disarmed,  and,  where  necessary, 
overawed  by  the  display  of  overwhelm- 
ing force;  until  the  tribal  organizations 
are  broken  up,  and  the  Indians  brought 
under  the  operation  of  the  same  laws  as 
the  white  man,  alike  for  his  punishment 
and  protection ; until  the  frontiersman 
can  regard  the  Indian  as  a fellow-citizen, 
or  at  least  as  a human  being,  instead  of  a 
murderous  savage  more  akin  to  a wild 
beast  than  to  a man— it  is  idle  to  expect  a 
cessation  of  these  outbreaks  so  constantly 
recurring  throughout  the  vast  territory 
dotted  by  their  reservations. 

Whether  the  cow-boy,  the  trader,  the 
miner,  or  the  Indian  be  at  fault,  so  long 
as  the  present  conditions  endure  there 
must  be  a repetition  of  outbreaks  or  of 
the  apprehension  of  them. 

Those  who  are  protected  from  all  pos- 
sible danger  by  an  insuperable  barrier  can 
not  realize  the  horrors  resulting  from  the 
raid  of  a few  Indians,  the  immense  diffi- 
culty of  apprehending  them,  and  the  mor- 
al sufferings  and  material  losses  resulting 
from  the  mere  apprehension  of  an  Indian 
outbreak  even  on  a small  scale. 

Among  the  widely  scattered  and  de- 
fenseless settlements  a party  of  less  than 
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a score  of  Indians  can  with  impunity  cre- 
ate immense  devastation,  and  the  mere 
possibility  of  such  a thing  vastly  impedes 
the  material  development  of  the  country. 

So  long  as  this  possibility  exists  it  is 
the  duty  of  the  general  government  to 
provide  fully  against  it  at  any  cost.  The 
great  difficulty  under  which  our  army 
has  always  labored  is  that  it  has  been  re- 
quired to  perform  onerous  and  most  dan- 
gerous work  with  an  entirely  insufficient 
force.  It  has  always  done  its  best  to 
compensate  for  its  paucity  of  numbers  by 
audacity  and  celerity;  but  there  is  a limit 
to  the  possible,  which  our  army  has  too 
often  been  called  upon  to  exceed. 

It  is  safe  to  say  that  our  losses  in  Indian 
wars  have  been  far  more  than  quadrupled 
by  the  necessity  of  attempting  the  impos- 
sible, and  too  much  praise  can  never  be 
given  to  the  brave  men  who  have  unflinch- 
ingly made  the  endeavor,  with  no  other 
incitement  than  their  innate  heroism  and 
pride  in  their  profession. 

Apart  from  the  fact  that  it  is  cruel  and 
unjust  to  put  brave  men  to  such  a test  un- 
necessarily, even  the  paltry  consideration 
of  economy  demands  a different  system,  for 
it  is  unquestionable  that  the  comparative- 
ly slight  increase  of  expenditure  caused  by 
increasing  the  force  of  the  present  estab- 
lishment by  the  addition  of  10,000  privates 
to  the  existing  regiments  of  cavalry  and 
infantry  would  be  far  more  than  met  by 
the  diminished  cost  of  transportation  and 
the  increased  prosperity  of  the  country  re- 
sulting from  the  secure  and  rapid  devel- 
opment of  the  resources  of  the  immense 
region  affected  by  the  Indian  question. 
When,  with  such  an  increased  force,  the 
excellent  policy  of  concentrating  the  army 
at  a small  number  of  large  posts — so  justly 
approved  by  the  Lieutenant-General  com- 
manding— can  be  fully  carried  out,  disci- 
pline and  efficiency  will  be  very  much  im- 
proved, and  all  outbreaks  will  be  nipped 
in  the  bud,  or,  to  speak  more  accurately, 
the  Indians  will  recognize  the  folly  of  at- 
tempting them. 

I do  not  think  it  possible  to  insist  too 
strongly  upon  the  necessity  of  placing  the 
management  of  Indian  affairs  under  the 
War  Department,  and  in  the  immediate 
hands  of  army  officers,  who  should  act  as 
Indian  agents. 

With  such  suspicious  creatures  as  the 
Indians  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that 
there  should  be  unity  of  management  and 
control,  and  no  shadow  of  doubt  in  their 
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minds  as  to  the  prompt  and  entire  fulfill- 
ment alike  of  promises  and  threats. 

The  establishment  of  schools  for  Indian 
children  is  a very  important  step  in  the 
right  direction, and  their  effect  is  excellent, 
so  far  as  they  go;  but  from  the  imperfect 
knowledge  in  my  possession  it  seems  to 
me  that  they  should  be  established  on  a 
larger  scale,  and  that  thus  far  a mistake 
has  been  made  in  attempting  to  spread 
their  advantages  over  too  many  tribes  at 
the  same  time.  If  a small  number  of  edu- 
cated young  Indians — half  a dozen  or  so — 
are  sent  back  to  their  tribe,  they  are  too 
few  to  stand  alone  and  keep  each  other  in 
countenance,  and  are  apt  to  be  lost  in  the 
mass  of  the  tribe  without  producing  much, 
if  any,  influence  upon  them;  while  if,  in- 
stead of  taking  half  a dozen  from  each  of 
several  tribes,  as  many  as  a hundred  are 
taken  from  one  tribe,  they  would  upon 
their  return  strengthen  each  other,  and 
accomplish  good  results  with  the  others. 

During  a large  part  of  our  existence  as 
a nation  many  of  our  people  were  disposed 
to  doubt  the  possibility  of  any  internal 
danger  in  the  form  of  riots  or  insurrec- 
tions, forgetting  that  such  troubles  arose 
from  the  very  beginning  of  our  history. 

The  Shays  rebellion  and  the  whiskey 
insurrection  were  episodes  of  our  early 
youth;  the  “Native  American”,  the  anti- 
negro, and  the  draft  riots,  the  war  itself, 
and  the  regrettable  and  wide-spread  dis- 
turbances of  1877  suffice  to  show  that  at  no 
time  have  we  been  entirely  free  from  ele- 
ments of  disorder  requiring  the  active  in- 
terposition of  armed  force. 

It  is  idle  to  close  our  eyes  to  the  fact  that 
there  now  exists  in  certain  localities  an 
element,  mostly  imported  from  abroad, 
fraught  with  danger  to  order  and  well-be- 
ing unless  firmly  and  wisely  controlled.- 

This  is  not  the  place  to  discuss  the  ques- 
tion of  socialism,  atheism,  or  anarchy : let 
it  suffice  to  say  that  even  the  most  extreme 
of  extremists  are  rarely  altogether  wrong, 
or  without  some  shadow  of  right,  or  what 
they  believe  to  be  right.  They  are  often 
right  as  to  many  of  their  facts,  but  wrong 
as  to  their  conclusions,  and  entirely  mis* 
taken  as  to  the  practicable  methods  of 
gaining  their  ends.  It  is  but  just  and  fair 
to  listen  honestly  to  what  they  have  to 
say,  and  if  any  wrong  thing  be  found,  then 
to  right  it  so  far  as  practicable. 

There  is  no  possible  objection  to  free 
and  fair  discussion ; on  the  contrary,  it  is 
sure  to  do  good. 
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There  is  no  sound  objection  to  labor 
unions,  for  labor  has  as  much  right  as 
capital  to  unite  for  its  own  protection 
and  to  improve  its  own  condition,  and  all 
candid  men  must  acknowledge  that  the 
condition  of  the  masses  of  laboring-men 
among  the  Christian  nations  is  not  what 
a sincere  Christian  would  like  to  have  it. 

Frankly  and  fully  acknowledging  that 
the  much  needed  amelioration  of  the  con- 
dition of  the  laboring  classes  is  an  inevi- 
table and  the  most  important  problem  of 
the  immediate  future,  it  must  at  the  same 
time  be  insisted  upon — as  much  in  their 
own  interest  as  in  that  of  the  society  of 
which  they  form  so  important  a part — 
that  in  the  prosecution  of  their  ends  the 
labor  organizations  shall  restrict  them- 
selves to  fair,  open,  honorable,  and  legal 
methods;  that  they  must  never  resort 
to  violence  toward  either  the  persons  or 
property  of  their  employers,  or  toward 
those  of  their  comrades  who  may  hold 
different  views;  and  that  they  must,  still 
in  their  own  interest,  always  recognize 
the  fundamental  truth  that  each  man’s 
liberty  of  action  is  bounded  by  the  equal 
rights  of  his  fellow-men.  To  pass  beyond 
this  limit  is  license,  not  liberty;  a crime, 
not  a virtue  or  a privilege.  The  individ- 
ual who  perpetrates  this  crime  becomes  at 
once  a fit  subject  for  the  repressive  action 
of  the  law.  When  a mass  of  men  too  nu- 
merous to  be  dealt  with  by  the  ordinary 
machinery  of  the  law  place  themselves  in 
the  same  category,  the  safety  of  the  state 
and  the  security  of  their  fellow-citizens 
require  that  they  should  be  dealt  with  by 
the  armed  force. 

The  good  of  the  community,  the  safety 
of  innocent  members  of  society,  require 
that  the  moment  the  necessity  for  this  ac- 
tion arises,  it  should  be  prompt  and  effi- 
cient. But  in  all  such  cases  prevention 
is  better  than  cure,  and  all  concerned 
should  learn  that  when  peaceable  discus- 
sion is  exhausted,  there  stands  ready  for 
instant  use  a well- disciplined  force  pre- 
pared to  act  upon  the  instant  to  support 
the  majesty  of  the  law. 

I do  not  think  that  in  this  country  dan- 
ger is  to  be  apprehended  from  the  organ- 
ization of  legitimate  labor,  because  our 
wrorking-men  are  as  a rule  intelligent  and 
industrious,  good  citizens  and  good  fa- 
thers of  families.  Knowing  and  prepared 
to  maintain  their  own  rights,  they  respect 
the  legitimate  rights  of  others,  and  realize 
the  fact  that  the  well-being  and  happiness 
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of  their  families  depend  upon  the  pre- 
servation of  order  and  security:  not  that 
kind  of  order  which  prevents  the  many 
from  ascending  in  the  scale  of  happiness 
and  prosperity  as  the  reward  of  honest 
industry,  nor  that  kind  of  security  which 
enables  a privileged  few  to  keep  the  many 
in  a state  of  subjection  and  abject  pov- 
erty, but  order  and  security  as  we  un- 
derstand them  in  this  free  land  of  ours — 
an  order  and  security  which  afford  free 
scope  to  the  legitimate  aspirations  of 
all,  which  give  equal  political  rights  and 
equal  personal  freedom  to  all  within  our 
limits;  under  which  those  favored  in  this 
world’s  goods  may  retain  them  if  provi- 
dent, but  with  the  certainty  that  they  or 
their  descendants  will  find  their  deserved 
lower  level  if  wasteful  squanderers,  while 
the  poorest  son  of  toil,  if  honest,  capable, 
and  industrious,  sees  open  for  himself  and 
his  children  the  pathway  to  honor  and 
well-being. 

Our  nation  is  a nation  of  working-men, 
whether  their  labor  be  intellectual  or  the 
no  less  useful  and  honorable  labor  with 
the  hand. 

Our  danger,  if  danger  there  be,  will 
come,  not  from  the  true  working-men,  but 
from  those  who  do  not  labor  and  do  not 
intend  to  do  so,  but  prefer  to  gain  an  easy 
living  by  misguiding  and  deceiving  the 
true  working-men,  and,  emulating  the 
wreckers  of  by -gone  times,  seek  with  their 
false  lights  to  lure  the  ship  of  society  upon 
the  rocks  of  anarchy  and  atheism,  that 
they  may  prey  upon  the  remnants  of  the 
rich  cargo  washed  to  the  shore. 

The  theories  of  the  anarchists,  interna- 
tionalists, and  nihilists  have  only  recent- 
ly found  their  way  among  us;  they  are 
strictly  foreign  productions,  which  our 
protective  tariff  has  not  sufficed  to  ex- 
clude, and  it  is  not  probable  that  they  can 
make  any  considerable  or  lasting  head- 
way among  our  own  people. 

The  people  of  America  realize  that  the 
institutions  under  which  we  live  are  of 
our  own  making;  that  the  majority  rule 
and  make  the  laws;  that,  under  the  God 
whom  we  worship,  our  happiness  depends 
upon  the  security  of  these  institutions; 
that  the  ultimate  purpose  of  our  govern- 
ment is  the  happiness  and  inviolability  of 
our  families  ; and  that  our  dearest  aim  in 
life  is  to  secure  the  well-being  of  our 
children. 

It  is  to  the  highest  extent  improbable, 
nay,  it  is  impossible,  that  free  and  enlight- 
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ened  Americans  can  abandon  all  they 
cherish  far  more  than  life  itself  in  order 
to  court  misery  and*ruin  at  the  call  of  a 
few  misguided  or  wicked  men,  who  have 
brought  hither  theories  which  have 
wrought  destruction  and  no  particle  of 
good  wherever  they  have  attempted  to 
carry  them  into  practice  in  the  Old  World. 
When  the  moment  for  action  arrives, 
there  is  no  question  as  to  the  manner  in 
which  the  masses  of  Americans  will  deal 
witli  these  men  and  their  wild  theories. 

The  ultimate  result  is  not  for  a moment 
doubtful.  But  as  these  men  openly  avow 
their  intention  of  organizing  and  arming 
for  the  purpose  of  carrying  their  views  into 
practical  effect,  it  is  wise  to  prepare  the 
means  of  crushing  their  efforts  at  the  out- 
set, that  no  harm  may  come  to  the  inno- 
cent, and  that  the  ruin  invoked  may  fall 
solely  upon  the  heads  of  the  guilty  con- 
spirators. 

A few  hours’  control  in  our  large  cities 
by  these  madmen  might  cause  almost  ir- 
reparable damage ; the  opportunity  should 
not  be  afforded  them;  and  they  will  never 
strike  the  blow  if  convinced  that  proper 
preparations  exist  to  meet  them. 

As  I write  these  pages  two  of  our  largest 
and  most  prosperous  Western  cities  are 
the  scenes  of  dangerous  disorders,  arising 
from  the  efforts  of  strikers  to  gain  their 
ends  by  violence.  Here  let  it  be  repeated 
that  our  legislators  should  calmly  exam- 
ine the  demands  even  of  extremists,  when 
made  without  threats  of  violence,  and 
much  more  those  of  the  moderate  men 
who  honestly  desire  to  attain  what  they 
regard  as  legitimate  changes. 

If  any  proper  and  practical  thing  is 
asked,  it  should  be  granted  promptly  and 
graciously;  but  if  an  attempt  is  made  to 
gain  their  ends  by  violence,  it  is  absolute- 
ly necessary  to  meet  force  promptly  with 
overwhelming  force,  and  crush  the  out- 
break at  once  and  effectually. 

As  our  liability  to  danger  from  foreign 
wars  and  domestic  disturbances  is  much 
less  than  in  European  countries,  our  prep- 
arations may  be  on  a much  smaller  scale, 
but  should  be  effective  as  far  as  they  go. 
What  is  lacking  in  numbers  should  be 
made  up  in  efficiency. 

To  maintain  order  among  the  Indians 
the  regular  army  should  be  made  strong 
enough  to  dispense  with  aid  from  the  mili- 
tia, except  upon  extraordinary  occasions, 
when  an  outbreak  is  unusually  danger- 
ous, and  extends  over  a wide  area;  but 


the  organization  of  reliable  militia  in 
the  regions  nearest  the  Indian  country 
would  afford  the  means  of  furnishing  very 
valuable  re-enforcements  to  the  never  too 
numerous  regulars.  The  militia  could  at 
least  hold  the  posts,  leaving  the  regular 
force  for  active  operations. 

With  the  exception  of  some  cavalry 
companies  on  the  frontier,  capable  of  ren- 
dering efficient  service  against  Indians, 
it  is  not  practicable  to  maintain  in  time 
of  peace  a militia  force  of  cavalry,  the  ex- 
pense and  the  difficulties  of  instruction  be- 
ing too  great.  The  same  objection  applies, 
as  a rule,  to  field  artillery.  It  may,  then, 
be  laid  down  as  a principle  that  the  regu- 
lar army  must  be  relied  upon  to  furnish 
all  the  cavalry  and  artillery  needed  in  the 
beginning  of  hostilities,  and  that  its  peace 
organization  should  be  arranged  to  meet 
that  contingency  ; that  is,  it. should  con- 
tain a far  greater  proportion  of  these  arms 
than  is  the  case  with  other  armies.  We 
have  ten  regiments  of  cavalry,  which,  with 
the  companies  brought  up  to  75  privates  in 
each,  could  furnish  about  11,000  in  all.  If 
sufficient  time  were  allowed  to  bring  the 
companies  up  to  100  privates,  the  total 
force  of  cavalry  would  be  some  14,000— a 
very  respectable  body  if  united  on  any 
probable  field  of  war. 

It  should  be  stated  that  recent  European 
wars  have  not  caused  military  authorities 
to  regard  the  cavalry  as  of  less  importance 
than  formerly;  on  the  contrary,  the  tend- 
ency is  to  increase  that  arm  of  the  serv- 
ice, and  to  maintain  it  nearly  on  the  war 
footing  during  peace,  so  great  do  they  re- 
gard the  difficulty  of  forming  efficient 
cavalry  in  a short  time. 

A force  of  75  privates  per  company 
would  seem  to  be  the  least  strength  advis- 
able for  our  cavalry  in  ordinary  times. 
We  have  5 regiments  of  regular  artillery, 
of  12  batteries  each,  or  60  batteries  in  all, 

10  of  which  arc  maintained  as  imperfect 
field  batteries. 

Our  25  regiments  of  regular  infantry 
should  in  peace  have  a strength  of  at  least 
20,000  men,  and  in  war  be  brought  up  to 
an  effective  of  some  35,000. 

To  provide  the  proper  proportions  of 
field-guns  for  this  maximum  force  of  our 
present  regular  regiments  of  infantry  and 
cavalry  would  require  25  batteries  of  6 
guns  each.  If  a force  of  only  50,000  mili- 
tia infantry  were  called  out  for  war,  some 
25  more  regular  batteries  would  be  needed 
for  them,  making  50  in  all,  leaving  only 
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10  regular  batteries  available  as  heavy  ar- 
tillery. If  the  militia  infantry  were  to  be 
partially  provided  with  militia  batteries, 
which  could  only  be  done  if  very  ample 
time  were  allowed  for  preparation,  quite 
one- third,  or  about  10  batteries,  of  the 
requisite  number  should  be  furnished  by 
the  regulars,  leaving  25  batteries  to  garri- 
son our  great  line  of  harbor  defenses,  and 
to  act  as  siege  artillery  with  the  field  ar- 
mies. 

The  regular  artillery  is  not  in  a satis- 
factory condition.  It  is  entirely  too  weak 
in  numbers,  is  too  much  scattered,  is  not 
afforded  the  means  of  proper  instruction 
in  the  duties  of  the  arm,  and  should  be 
provided  with  a Chief  of  Artillery. 

The  two  light  batteries  allowed  each 
regiment  should  be  maintained  at  the  full 
war  strength,  ready  to  take  the  field  at  a 
day's  notice,  with  the  complement  of  6 
guns  each,  and  under  our  peculiar  circum- 
stances it  is  probable  that  a strength  of  at 
least  8 guns  per  battery  would  be  advisa- 
ble on  the  war  footing. 

So  far  as  practicable,  all  the  field  bat- 
teries should  be  kept  together  at  one  sta- 
tion, where  all  proper  facilities  exist,  and 
where  they  could  receive  uniform  instruc- 
tion. 

The  minimum  number  of  privates  in 
each  battery  of  garrison,  or  heavy,  artil- 
lery should  be  75,  or,  still  better,  100.  They 
should  be  concentrated  at  points  affording 
suitable  means  of  instruction,  in  bodies  of 
not  less  than  12  batteries;  say  one  station 
of  12  batteries  on  the  Pacific  coast,  one  of 
the  same  strength  on  or  near  the  Gulf 
coast,  one  of  24  batteries  at  Fort  Monroe, 
and  one  of  12  batteries  on  New  York  Har- 
bor. These  four  stations  should  be  select- 
ed almost  entirely  with  reference  to  the 
facility  of  instruction  during  the  entire 
year,  for  the  means  of  communication  are 
now  so  ample  that  the  garrisons  could  be 
broken  up  and  assigned  to  their  war  sta- 
tions with  all  desirable  rapidity  upon  the 
first  threatening  of  danger.  The  addition- 
al strength  suggested  would  bring  up  the 
total  number  of  non-commissioned  officers 
and  men  of  the  regular  artillery  to  about 
5200, with  a strength  of  75  privates  to  each 
battery ; and  with  100  privates  to  each  bat- 
tery the  total  strength  would  be  some  6450. 

Remembering  that  in  these  days  artil- 
lerists can  not  be  improvised  on  the  spur 
of  the  moment,  and  that  an  active  army 
of  operations  would  need  artillerists  for 
siege  guns,  etc.,  thus  making  a further 


draft  upon  the  regulars,  it  can  not  be  said 
that  the  numbers  given  above  are  at  all 
beyond  the  limits  prescribed  by  ordinary 
prudence,  and  even  with  this  full  strength 
it  would  still  be  necessary  to  draw  large- 
ly upon  the  militia. 

But  when  it  is  considered  that  the  pre- 
sent strength  of  the  five  artillery  regi- 
ments in  enlisted  meu  is  only  some  2600, 
so  entirely  insufficient  for  the  necessities 
of  the  case,  it  needs  no  argument  to  prove 
that  some  means  must  be  resorted  to  for 
the  instruction  of  organizations  of  the  mi- 
litia as  heavy  artillery,  that  they  may 
supplement  the  totally  inadequate  force 
of  the  regulars. 

The  little  Engineer  Battalion  should  be 
constantly  maintained  at  the  full  war 
strength  of  600  men,  and  ought  to  be 
larger. 

The  total  additions  proposed  for  the  pri- 
vates of  the  regular  army  would  then 
amount  to  from  13,000  to  15,000,  making 
the  strength  from  37,000  to  39,000,  which 
on  the  breaking  out  of  war  could  be  fur- 
ther increased  to  some  60,000  without  add- 
ing to  the  number  of  organizations. 

In  time  of  peace,  if  the  National  Guard 
is  assisted  by  a small  number  of  thorough- 
ly competent  regular  artillerists,  it  is  eas- 
ier to  instruct  them  in  the  management 
of  heavy  guns  than  to  perfect  them  in 
field  artillery.  It  is  very  necessary,  then, 
to  provide  the  means  for  the  instruction 
of  a sufficient  number  of  them  to  make  up 
for  the  inevitable  numerical  deficiency  of 
the  regulars  in  manning  the  guns  covering 
the  approaches  to  our  harbors  and  cities. 

One  other  duty  of  the  artillerist  can  be 
advantageously  intrusted  to  the  National 
Guard,  and  that  is  the  use  of  Gatling  and 
other  machine  guns,  as  well  as  ordinary 
field-guns,  for  use  in  cities  in  the  event  of 
riots. 

It  is  perfectly  practicable,  under  a prop- 
er system,  to  form  in  time  of  peace  Na- 
tional Guard  regiments  of  infantry  capa- 
ble of  becoming  thoroughly  efficient  after 
a short  term  of  field  service,  and  compe- 
tent to  render  effectual  co-operation  with 
the  regulars  in  war. 

There  is  no  reason  why  the  organized 
militia  should  not  readily  be  placed  in 
condition  to  quell  all  riots  and  local  dis- 
turbances, even  where  they  have  reached 
the  stage  of  incipient  organized  rebellion, 
and  they  should  be  fully  able  to  do  this 
work  without  any  aid  whatever  from  the 
regular  army,  which  need  then  be  called 
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upon  only  to  protect  the  property  of  the 
general  government. 

It  is  a fact  that  in  this  country  the  mere 
presence  of  a handful  of  regulars  has  al- 
\vajrs  sufficed  to  prevent  or  quell  riots 
without  the  necessity  of  firing  upon  the 
mob.  This  has  arisen  from  the  fact  that  it 
is  well  known  that  the  regulars  are  under 
thorough  discipline, and  will  unhesitating- 
ly obey  any  order  to  fire,  and  that  when 
they  fire  it  will  be  upon  the  mob,  and  not 
over  their  heads. 

The  National  Guards  will  accomplish 
precisely  the  same  results  wherever  it  is 
known  that  their  discipline  and  esprit  de 
corps  are  such  as  to  insure  their  prompt 
and  effective  obedience  of  any  orders  re- 
ceived, and  to  outweigh  any  personal 
sympathy  of  any  of  their  members  with 
individuals  in  the  mob.  This  is  doubt- 
less the  case  now  with  many  of  the  regi- 
ments throughout  the  country,  and  there 
is  no  reason  why  it  should  not  be  the  case 
with  all,  and  that  all  should  preserve,  at 
the  moment  of  action,  that  steady  bear- 
ing, profound  silence,  and  complete  indif- 
ference to  danger  which  are  so  impressive 
and  conclusive  when  dealing  with  an  an- 
gry and  excited  mob.  In  brief,  I would 
propose  that  the  mass  of  the  active  militia, 
or  National  Guard,  should  be  organized 
and  instructed  as  infantry;  that  they 
should  be  furnished  twitli  an  adequate 
supply  of  machine  and  field  guns,  drawn 
by  hand,  for  use  in  cities,  to  he  manned 
by  detachments  specially  detailed;  that  in 
the  districts  near  sea-coast  defenses  a suf- 
ficient number  of  regiments  should  be  des- 
ignated and  instructed  as  heavy  artiller- 
ists; and  that  at  suitable  points  in  the  re- 
mote interior  a moderate  number  of  com- 
panies of  mounted  men  should  be  organized 
to  co-operate  with  the  regulars  against  the 
Indians  in  the  event  of  a sudden  emer- 
gency. 

As  the  existence  of  a trustworthy  force 
of  the  National  Guard  is  important  to  the 
country  at  large,  as  well  as  to  the  indi- 
vidual States,  it  is  only  just  that  the  gen- 
eral government  should  assume  its  fair 
share  of  the  expense. 

This  can  best  bo  done  in  the  vform  of 
arms,  ammunition,  clothing,  camp  and 
garrison  equipage,  etc. — in  order  to  in- 
sure uuiformity  of  equipment  and  arma- 
ment—and  also  probably  in  the  issue  of 
rations,  and  even  of  pay  under  certain 
circumstances.  And  this  assistance  should 
be  apportioned  among  the  States,  not  in 
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the  ratio  of  population,  but  according  to 
the  numbers  of  effective  militia  actually 
on  foot  in  each  State ; moreover,  the  act- 
ual number  thus  to  be  aided  should  be  ap- 
portioned according  to  the  necessities  of 
the  case. 

For  example,  the  organization  of  heavy 
artillery  should  be  confined  to  the  States 
on  and  adjacent  to  the  sea  board  and  lake 
frontier,  within  whose  limits  permanent 
fortifications  exist,  or  where  temporary 
batteries  armed  with  heavy  guns  must 
certainly  be  erected  in  the  event  of  for- 
eign war;  moreover,  the  strength  of  these 
organizations  should  be  greatest  in  the 
States  nearest  our  most  extensive  and 
important  sea-coast  defenses,  for  instance, 
the  harbor  of  New  York. 

On  the  same  principle,  the  infantry  or- 
ganizations should  be  relatively  the  strong- 
est in  the  States  most  liable  to  foreign  at- 
tack, or  where  large  manufacturing  and 
mining  establishments  most  abound,  as 
these,  and  not  the  agricultural  regions, 
are  the  probable  centres  of  domestic  dis- 
turbance. 

While  it  is  very  desirable  to  organize  a 
certain  portion  of  the  National  Guard  in 
the  agricultural  districts,  it  has  never  been 
found  easy  to  do  so,  on  account  of  the  diffi- 
culty of  bringing  the  men  together,  and 
the  lack  of  proper  facilities,  but  it  is  prob- 
ably practicable  to  lessen  these  difficul- 
ties by  granting  additional  pecuniary  aid, 
at  least  in  the  smaller  towns  where  the 
troublesome  elements  are  not  present,  or 
at  least  in  a very  small  proportion. 

But  the  essential  condition  at  the  foun- 
dation of  the  whole  matter  is  the  estab- 
lishment of  good  discipline  and  esprit  de 
corps;  for  with  the  existence  of  these  ele- 
ments the  National  Guard  can  be  relied 
upon  to  do  its  duty  in  the  maintenance  of 
law  and  order,  without  regard  to  personal 
sympathies,  and  that  this  can  be  brought 
about  I do  not  doubt. 

In  preparing  legislation,  whether  by 
the  general  government  or  States,  to  car- 
ry out  these  purposes,  it  should  never  be 
forgotten  that  those  who  enter  the  Na- 
tional Guard  necessarily  give  to  the  pub- 
lic a great  deal  of  their  time,  and  that 
with  those  who  form  the  vast  majority  of 
the  National  Guard  time  is  a matter  of 
the  greatest  value,  and  that,  having  made 
this  most  important  contribution  to  the 
public  service,  they  should  be  relieved 
from  any  direct  pecuniary  demands. 

Their  arms,  equipments,  uniforms,  armo- 
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ries,  etc.,  should  be  furnished  free  of  cost, 
and  when  they  are  called  out  during 
working  hours,  whether  for  duty  or  in- 
struction, other  than  mere  parades  for 
their  own  gratification,  they  should  re- 
ceive fair  compensation,  and  all  necessary 
expenses  for  their  subsistence  and  trans- 
portation should  be  paid.  An  efficient 
National  Guard  is  not  a luxury,  but  a ne- 
cessity, and  the  public  can  well  afford  to 
meet  the  cost,  provided  it  is  kept  within 
just  limits,  and  expended  wisely  aud  hon- 
estly. 

Now  as  to  the  strength  of  the  organiza- 
tion. 

1.  Heavy  Artillery.— Not  possessing 
accurate  data  as  to  the  armament  of  our 
various  coast  defenses,  I must  rely  upon 
general  considerations,  and  can  give  only 
approximate  results.  I assume  that  the 
regiments  will  consist  of  twelve  batteries, 
of  a strength  of  from  100  to  150  men  for 
each  battery.  The  Pacific  coast  would 
probably  require  at  least  two,  and  perhaps 
three,  regiments,  the  Gulf  coast  some  five 
regiments,  the  Atlantic  coast  some  twenty 
regiments,  the  lake  frontier  one  regiment 
— some  twenty-eight  to  thirty  regiments 
in  all.  There  should  be  a Chief  of  Artil- 
lery of  the  United  States  army,  who, 
among  his  other  duties,  should  be  charged 
w ith  the  general  direction  and  supervision 
of  the  instruction  of  these  regiments,  to 
be  conducted  by  officers  and  men  of  the 
regular  artillery  detailed  for  the  purpose. 
The  instruction  should  include  the  use  of 
heavy  guns,  the  method  of  construction 
of  earthen  batteries,  laying  platforms, 
construction  of  temporary  magazines,  cut- 
ting embrasures,  etc.,  etc.,  so  that  these 
militia  artillerists  could  direct  ordinary 
workmen  to  advantage.  As  these  regi- 
ments would  necessarily  be  drilled  also 
as  infantry,  they  would  be  available  for 
all  purposes  of  repressing  interior  com- 
motions. 

2.  Infantry . — In  determining  the 
strength  of  the  infantry  of  the  National 
Guard  it  would  pVobably  be  advisable  to 
arrange  the  States  in  groups,  which  sug- 
gest themselves  quite  naturally  when  the 
possible  employment  of  the  troops  is  con- 
sidered. In  the  first  place,  it  is  as  con- 
venient an  arrangement  as  any  to  allow 
as  many  battalions  as  there  are  Congres- 
sional districts,  varying  the  strength  of 
battalions  in  the  different  groups,  and 
sometimes  in  States  of  the  same  group, 
and  not  necessarily  organizing  a battalion 
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in  each  Congressional  district,  but  for  suf- 
ficient reasons  to  omit  some  districts,  and 
form  two  or  more  in  others.  It  wfould 
generally  be  advisable  to  constitute  regi- 
ments of  two  or  more  battalions.  The 
New  England  and  Middle  States,  includ- 
ing Maryland  and  Delaware,  naturally 
group  themselves  together,  all  being  lia- 
ble to  attack  in  a war  writh  first-class  Eu- 
ropean powers,  and  many  of  them  having 
large  manufacturing  centres  and  exten- 
sive mining  establishments.  These  States 
have  one  hundred  and  two  Congressional 
districts,  giving  as  many  battalions,  which, 
with  an  average  of  800  men  per  battalion, 
would  give  81,600  infautry  for  the  entire 
group — an  ample  force  for  all  probable 
needs.  Thus  New  York  would  have  thir- 
ty-four battalions,  which  might  be  form- 
ed into  seventeen  regiments,  and  with  a 
strength  of  800  men  per  battalion,  would 
give  27,200  infantry  for  the  State — none 
too  many.  New  Jersey  would  have  seven 
battalions  of  800  each,  giving  5600  for  the 
State.  A second  group  wrould  be  com- 
posed of  Virginia,  North  and  South  Caro- 
lina, and  Georgia,  which  would  have  thir- 
ty-six battalions  of  a total  strength  of  700 
each,  giving  25,200  for  the  group.  A third 
group  would  consist  of  Florida,  Alabama, 
Mississippi,  Louisiana,  and  Texas,  having 
thirty-four  battalions  of  700  men  each — a 
total  of  23,800.  The  fourth  group  would 
be  made  up  of  Ohio,  Indiana,  Illinois, 
Michigan,  and  Wisconsin,  having  seven- 
ty-four battalions  of  600  each— a total  of 
44,400.  Another  group  would  consist  of 
West  Virginia,  Kentucky,  Tennessee,  Ar- 
kansas, Missouri,  Iowra,  and  Minnesota, 
having  sixty  battalions  of  500  each— a to- 
tal of  30,000.  A sixth  group  of  Colorado, 
Kansas,  Nebraska,  Utah,  New  Mexico,  Ar- 
izona, Dakota,  Idaho,  and  Montana,  hav- 
ing seventeen  battalions  of  500  each,  or  a 
total  of  8500.  The  last  group  would  be 
made  up  of  California,  having  six  battal- 
ions of  1000  each,  Oregon,  one  battalion  of 
1000,  Nevada,  one  battalion  of  800,  and 
Washington  Territory,  one  battalion  of 
1000 — a total  for  the  group  of  8800,  giving 
a total  infantry  force  of  222,300. 

3.  Cavalry . — It  would  probably  be  prac- 
ticable, and  certainly  advantageous,  to  or- 
ganize companies  of  cavalry  or  mounted 
infantry  somewhat  as  follows:  Texas,  five 
companies  of  100  each ; New  Mexico,  three 
companies ; Arizona,  three  companies ; 

Utah,  three  companies;  Washington  Ter- 
ritory, one  company ; Idaho,  one  compa- 
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ny  ; Montana,  two  companies  ; Dakota, 
two  companies ; California,  two  compa- 
nies— some  twenty-two  companies  in  all. 

Thus  the  total  authorized  force  would 
be : Heavy  artillery,  thirty  regiments  of 
some  36,000  men ; cavalry,  twenty-two 
companies  of  2200  men  ; infantry,  three 
hundred  and  thirty -two  battalions  of 
222,300  men — a total  of  260,500  men. 

Such  a force  as  this  would  suffice  for 
all  probable  contingencies  for  many  years 
to  come,  except  that,  as  the  population  in- 
creases on  the  Mexican  frontier  and  the 
Pacific  coast,  the  number  of  battalions 
there  should  be  increased  as  rapidly  as 
needed. 

It  is  not  probable  that  the  whole  of  this 
force  could  be  organized  immediately,  but 
the  appropriation  for  the  purpose  should 
be  ample  to  furnish  the  necessary  supplies 
and  assistance  as  rapidly  as  required. 

During  the  first  few  years  the  amount 
of  money  expended  would  be  considerable, 
but  the  organization  once  effected  and 
supplied,  the  annual  expense  would  be 
light  in  comparison  with  the  results. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  general  govern- 
ment should  supply,  free  of  cost,  all  the 
arms,  ammunition,  and  equipments,  serv- 
ice uniforms  for  officers  and  men,  all  ne- 
cessary camp  and  garrison  equipage,  med- 
ical stores  and  ambulances,  instruments 
for  bands  and  field  music,  the  requisite 
transportation  and  rations  for  officers  and 
men  when  the  troops  are  called  out  for 
such  instruction  in  camp  and  garrison  as 
the  general  government  specifies. 

But  the  individual  States  should  provide 
the  pay  of  officers  and  men  when  called 
out  for  instruction,  and  should  also  pro- 
vide armories  with  the  necessary  furni- 
ture, and  the  grounds  for  the  camps  of 
instruction. 

The  officers  and  men  should  not  be  re- 
quired to  pay  from  their  own  pockets  any 
of  the  necessary  expenses  of  the  organiza- 
tion; their  time  should  be  their  only  con- 
tribution, and  even  that  should  be  paid 
for  under  the  circumstances  which  have 
already  been  specified. 

After  determining  the  amount  of  serv- 
iceable breech-loading  rifles,  and  of  camp 
and  garrison  equipage  and  service  uni- 
forms, etc.,  now  in  possession  of  the  State, 
the  annual  appropriation  by  Congress 
should  be  sufficient  to  complete  the  sup- 
plies within  a period  of  three  or  four 
years. 

It  slmpld  be  obligatory — a condition  of 
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the  aid  rendered  by  the  United  States — that 
the  infantry  and  cavalry  should  pass  at 
least  ten  days  each  year  in  a suitable  camp 
of  instruction,  and  that  the  artillery  should 
pass  at  least  the  same  time  in  permanent 
works,  or  at  other  points  where  they  can 
receive  instruction  in  handling  heavy 
guns  and  their  other  duties.  The  course 
of  instruction  for  all  arms  should  be  de- 
termined by  the  general  government  and 
strictly  adhered  to.  It  should  not  be  con- 
fined to  the  ordinary  drills,  reviews,  dress 
parades,  and  guard  mounting,  but  should 
include  target  practice,  guard  and  outpost 
duty  as  practiced  in  front  of  the  enemy, 
patrols,  reconnaissances,  attack  and  de- 
fense of  positions,  route  marches,  field  ma- 
noeuvres under  fire,  etc. 

It  would  be  advantageous,  wherever 
practicable,  to  assign  regular  troops  of  the 
different  arms  to  these  camps,  not  only 
for  the  benefit  of  their  example,  but  to  es- 
tablish good  relations  between  them,  and 
to  accustom  the  National  Guard  to  act 
with  the  other  arms  of  service. 

When  practicable,  it  would  be  advan- 
tageous to  have  the  camps  large  enough 
for  a brigade  or  division.  The  supply  of 
arms  and  other  accessories  of  the  general 
government  should  be  in  proportion  to 
the  number  of  troops  actually  enlisted, 
organized,  and  efficient. 

Whatever  objection  may  be  offered  to 
the  expenditure  required  to  perfect  such  an 
organization  of  the  National  Guard  can 
be  met  by  the  simple  statement  of  the 
fact,  proved  so  often  in  our  own  history, 
that  our  habitual  economy  in  time  of 
peace  has  always  been  far  more  than 
counterbalanced  by  the  consequent  undu- 
ly heavy  cost  of  preparing  suddenly  for 
war.  When  we  have  a National  Guard 
of  sufficient  strength,  well  armed  and 
equipped  for  service,  passably  disciplined, 
accustomed  to  use  their  weapons  and  to 
act  together,  instructed  in  the  rudiments, 
at  least,  of  field  service— in  such  a condi- 
tion, in  brief,  that  a few  weeks’  service  in 
the  camp  and  field  will  convert  them  into 
respectable  soldiers,  we  shall  have  a force 
not  only  quite  capable  of  crushing  out  in 
its  beginning  any  attempt  at  riot  or  intes- 
tine disturbance,  but  also  of  so  promptly 
and  efficiently  supporting  our  little  regular 
army  that  none  of  our  neighbors  will  be 
likely  to  seek  a quarrel  with  us,  nor  will 
any  more  remote  power  dream  for  a mo- 
ment of  endeavoring  to  effect  a landing 
upon  our  shores. 
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“ XT 7 ELL,  sub,  dat's  a fac— dat's  what 
▼ V Marse  George  al'ays  said.  ’Tis 
hard  to  spile  Christinas  anyways.” 

The  speaker  was  44  Uric1  Edinburg,”  the 
driver  from  Werrowcoke,  where  I was  go- 
ing to  spend  Christmas;  the  time  was 
Christmas  Eve,  and  the  place  the  muddi- 
est road  in  eastern  Virginia — a measure 
which,  I feel  sure,  will  to  those  who  have 
any  experience  establish  its  claim  to  dis- 
tinction. 

A half  hour  before,  he  had  met  me  at 
the  station,  the  queerest-looking,  ragged- 
est  old  darky  conceivable,  brandishing  a 
cedar-staffed  whip  of  enormous  propor- 
tions in  one  hand,  and  clutching  a calico 
letter-bag  with  a twisted  string  in  the  oth- 
er; and  with  the  exception  of  a brief  in- 
terval of  temporary  suspicion  on  his  part, 
due  to  the  unfortunate  fact  that  my  lug- 
gage consisted  of  only  a hand-satchel  in- 
stead of  a trunk,  we  had  been  steadily 
progressing  in  mutual  esteem. 

“Dee's  a boy  stand  in’  by  my  mules;  I 
got  de  ker'idge  heah  for  you,”  had  been 
his  first  remark  on  my  making  myself 
known  to  him.  44  Mistis  say  as  how  you 
might  bring  a trunk/’ 

I at  once  saw  my  danger,  and  muttered 
something  about  44 a short  visit,”  but  this 
only  made  matters  worse. 

44  Dee  don’  nobody  nuver  pay  short  vis- 
its dyah,”  he  said,  decisively,  and  I fell  to 
other  tactics. 

44  You  couldn'  spile  Christmas  den  no- 
ways,” he  repeated,  reflectingly,  while  his 
little  mules  trudged  knee-deep  through 
the  mud.  “Twuz  Christmas  den,  sho’ 
'nough,”  he  added,  the  fires  of  memory 
smouldering,  and  then,  as  they  blazed  into 
sudden  flame,  he  asserted,  positively: 
“Dese  heah  free-issue  niggers  don’  know 
what  Christmas  is.  Hog  meat  an’  pop 
crackers  dou’  meek  Christinas.  Hit  tecks 
ole  times  to  meek  a sho-'nough,  tyahin’- 
down  Christmas.  Gord  1 I's  seen  ’em  ! 
But  de  \7uss  Christmas  I ever  seen  tunned 
out  de  best  in  de  cen,”  he  added,  with 
sudden  warmth,  “an’  dat  wuz  de  Christ- 
mas mean’  Marse  George  an’  Reveller  all 
got  drownded  down  at  Braxton’s  Creek. 
You’s  hearn  ’bout  dat  ?” 

As  he  was  sitting  beside  me  in  solid  flesh 
and  blood,  and  looked  as  little  ethereal  in 
his  old  hat  and  patched  clothes  as  an  old 
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oak  stump  would  have  done,  and  as  Colonel 
Staunton  had  made  a world-wide  reputa- 
tion when  he  led  his  regiment  through  the 
Chickahominy  thickets  against  McClel- 
lan’s intrenchments,  I was  forced  to  con- 
fess that  I had  never  been  so  favored,  but 
would  like  to  hear  about  it  now ; and  with 
a hitch  of  the  lap  blanket  under  his  out- 
side knee,  and  a supererogatory  jerk  of  the 
reins,  he  began : 

44  Well,  you  know,  Marse  George  was  jes 
eighteen  when  he  went  to  college.  I went 
wid  him,  ’cause  me  an’  him  wuz  de  same 
age;  I was  born  like  on  a Sat'day  in  de 
Christmas,  an’  he  wuz  born  in  de  new  year 
on  a Chuesday,  an’  my  mammy  nussed  us 
bofe  at  one  breast.  Dat’s  de  reason  maybe 
liuccome  we  took  so  to  one  nurr.  He  sut- 
ney  set  a heap  o’  sto’  by  me ; an’  I ’ain’ 
nuver  see  nobody  yit  wuz  good  to  me  as 
Marse  George/’ 

The  old  fellow,  after  a short  reverie,  went 
on: 

44  Well,  we  growed  up  togerr,  jes  as  to 
say  two  stalks  in  one  hill.  We  cotch  ole 
hyahs  togerr,  an’  we  hunted  ’possums  to- 
gerr, an’  ’coons.  Lord  ! he  wuz  a climber ! 

I ’member  a fight  he  had  one  night  up  in 
de  ve’y  top  of  a big  poplar-tree  wid  a ’coon, 
wliar  he  done  gone  up  after,  an’  he  flung 
he  hat  over  he  head;  an’  do'  de  varmint 
leetle  mo’  tyah  him  all  to  pieces,  he  fotch 
him  down  dat  tree  ’live;  an'  me  an’  him 
had  him  at  Christmas.  ’Coon  meat  mighty 
good  when  dee  fat,  }'ou  know  ?” 

As  this  was  a direct  request  for  my  judg- 
ment, I did  not  have  the  moral  courage  to 
raise  an  issue,  although  my  views  on  the 
subject  of  ’coon  meat  are  well  known  to 
my  family,  so  I grunted  something  which 
I doubt  not  he  took  for  assent,  and  he  pro- 
ceeded : 

“ Dee  warn’  nuttin  he  didn’  lead  de  row 
in ; he  wuz  de  bes’  swimmer  I ever  see,  an' 
he  handled  a skiff  same  as  a fish  handle 
hcself.  An’  I wuz  wid  him  constant;  whar- 
ever  you  see  Marse  George,  dyah  Edinburg 
sho,  jes  like  he  shadow.  So  twuz,  when 
ho  went  to  de  university;  ’twarn’  nuttin 
would  do  but  I got  to  go  too.  Marster  he 
didn’  teck  much  to  de  notion,  but  Marse 
George  wouldn’  have  it  no  urr  way,  an’ 
co'se  mistis  she  teck  he  side.  So  I went 
'long  as  he  body-servant  to  teck  keer  on 
him  an’  help  meek  him  a gent'man.  An’ 
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he  wuz,  too.  From  time  he  got  dyah  tell 
he  come  ’way  he  wuz  de  head  man. 

“Dee  warn’  but  one  man  dyah  didn’ 
compliment  him,  an’  dat  wuz  Mr.  Darker. 
But  he  warn’  nuttin!  not  dat  he  didn’ 
come  o’  right  good  fambly — ’cep’  dee  pol- 
itics ; but  he  wuz  sutney  pitted,  jes  like 
sometimes  you  see  a weevly  runty  pig  in 
a right  good  litter.  Well,  Mr.  Darker  he 
al’ays  ’ginst  Marse  George ; he  hate  me  an’ 
him  bofe,  an’  he  sutney  act  misclieevous 
todes  us;  ’cause  he  know  he  warn’  as  we 
all.  Do  Stauntons  dee  wuz  de  popular- 
itiest  folks  in  Virginia;  an’  dee  wuz  high- 
larnt  besides.  So  when  Marse  George  run 
for  de  medal,  an’  wuz  to  meek  he  gret 
speech,  Mr.  Darker  he  speak  ’ginst  him. 
Dat's  what  Marse  George  whip  him  ’bout. 
’Ain’  nobody  nuver  told  you  ’bout  dat  ?” 

I again  avowed  my  misfortune;  and  al- 
though it  manifestly  aroused  new  doubts, 
he  worked  it  off  on  the  mules,  and  once 
more  took  up  his  story: 

“ Well,  you  know,  dee  had  been  speak- 
in’  ’ginst  one  nurr  ev’y  Sat'd  y night;  an’ 
ev’ybody  knowed  Marse  George  wuz  de 
bes’ speaker,  but  dee  give  him  one  rao’  sho’, 
an’  dee  was  bofe  gwine  spread  deeselves, 
an’  dee  wuz  two  urr  gent’mens  also  gwine 
speak.  An’  dat  night  when  Mr.  Darker 
got  up  he  meek  sich  a fine  speech  ev’ybody 
wuz  s’prised;  an’  some  on  ’em  say  Mr. 
Darker  done  beat  Marse  George.  But 
sliuh!  I know  better n dat;  an’  Marse 
George  face  look  so  curious;  but,  sub, 
when  he  riz  I knowed  der  wuz  somen 
gwine  happen— I wuz  leanin’  in  de  winder. 
He  jes  step  out  in  front  an’  throwed  up  he 
head  like  a horse  wid  a rank  kyurb  on 
him,  an’  den  he  begin;  an’  twuz  jes  like 
de  river  when  hit  gits  out  he  bank.  He 
swep’  ev’ything.  When  he  fust  open  he 
mouf  I knowed  twuz  cornin’;  he  face  wuz 
pale,  an’  he  wuds  tremble  like  a fiddle- 
string, but  he  eyes  wuz  blazin’,  an’  in  a 
minute  he  wuz  jes  reshin’.  He  voice  soun’ 
like  a bell;  an’  lie  jes  wallered  dat  turr 
man,  an’  wared  him  out;  an’  when  he  set 
down  dee  all  yelled  an’  hollered  so  you 
couldn’  heah  you'  ears.  Gent’mans,  twuz 
royal! 

‘ 4 Den  dee  tuck  de  vote,  an’  Marse  George 
got  it  munanimous,  an’  dee  all  hollered 
agin,  all  ’cep’  a few  o’  Mr.  Darker  friends. 
An’  Mr.  Darker  he  wuz  de  second.  An’ 
den  dee  broke  up.  An’  jes  den  Marse 
George  walked  tlioo  de  crowd  straight  up 
to  him,  an’  lookin’  him  right  in  de  eyes, 
says  to  iim,  4 You  stole  dat  speech  you 
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made  to-night.’  Well,  sub,  you  ought  to 
’a  liearn  ’em;  hit  soun’  like  a mill-dam. 
You  couldn’  heah  nuttin  ’cep’  roarin’,  an’ 
you  couldn’  see  nuttin  ’cep’  shovin’;  but, 
big  as  he  wuz,  Marse  George  beat  him ; an’ 
when  dee  pull  him  off,  do’  he  face  wuz 
mighty  pale,  he  stan’  out  befo’  ’em  all,  dem 
whar  wuz  ’ginst  him,  an’  all,  an’  as  straight 
as  an  arrow,  an’  say:  ‘Dat  speech  wuz 
written  an’  printed  years  ago  by  somebody 
or  nuiT  in  Congress,  an’  this  man  stole  it; 
had  he  beat  me  only,  I should  not  have 
said  one  word ; but  as  he  has  beaten  others, 
I shall  show  him  up !’  Gord,  suli,  he  voice 
wuz  clear  as  a game  rooster.  I sutney  wuz 
proud  on  him. 

“ He  did  show  him  up,  too,  but  Mr.  Dark- 
er ain’  wait  to  see  it;  he  lef’  dat  night. 
An’  Marse  George  he  wuz  de  popularest 
gent’man  at  dat  university.  He  could 
handle  dem  students  dyah  same  as  a man 
handle  a hoe. 

“Well,  twuzde  next  Christmas  we  meet 
Miss  Charlotte  an’  Nancy.  Mr.  Braxton 
invite  we  all  to  go  down  to  spen’  Christ- 
mas wid  him  at  he  home.  An’  sicli  a time 
as  we  had ! 

“ We  got  dyah  Christmas  Eve  night — 
dis  very  night  — jes  befo’  supper,  an’  jes 
natchelly  froze  to  death,”  he  pursued,  deal- 
ing in  his  wonted  hyperbole,  “an’  we  jes 
had  time  to  git  a apple  toddy  or  two  when 
supper  was  ready,  an’  wud  come  dat  dee 
wuz  waitin’  in  de  hall.  I had  done  fix 
Marse  George  up  gorgeousome,  I tell  you; 
an’  when  he  walked  down  dem  stairs  in  dat 
swaller-tail  coat,  an’  dem  paten’- leather 
pumps  on,  dee  warn  nay  one  dyah  could 
tetch  him;  he  looked  like  he  own  ’em  all. 
I jes  rest  my  mind.  I seen  him  when  he 
shake  hands  wid  ’em  all  roun’,  an'  I say, 
4 Um-m-m ! he  got  ’em.’ 

“But  he  ain’  teck  noticement  o’  none 
much  tell  Miss  Charlotte  come.  She  didn' 
live  dyah,  had  jes  come  over  de  river  dat 
evenin’  from  her  home, ’bout  ten  miles  off. 
to  spen’ Christmas  like  we  all,  an’  she  come 
down  de  stairs  jes  as  Marse  George  finish 
shakin’  hands.  I seen  he  eye  light  on  her 
as  she  come  down  de  steps  smilin’,  wid  her 
dim  blue  dress  trainin’ behind  her,  an’  her 
little  blue  foots  peepin’  out  so  pretty,  an’ 
boldin’ a little  hankcher,  lookin’  like  a spi- 
der-web, in  one  hand,  an’  a gret  blue  fan  in 
turr,  spread  out  like  a peacock  tail,  an’  jes 
her  roun’  arms  an’  tli’oat  white,  an’  her 
gret  dark  eyes  lightin’  up  her  face.  I say, 
‘Dyah  ’tis!’  an’  when  de  ole  Cuu’l  stan' 
aside  an’  interduce  ’emfl  a\i  Mfir^e  George 
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step  forward  an'  meek  he  grand  bow,  an’ 
she  sort  o’  swing  back  an’  gin  her  curtchy, 
wid  her  dress  sort  o’  dammed  up  ’ginst  her, 
an’  her  arms  so  white,  an’  her  face  sort  o’ 
suusetty,I say/ Yes,  Lord ! Edinburg,  dyah 
you  mistis.’  Marse  George  look  like  he 
think  she  done  come  down  right  from  de  top 
o’  de  blue  sky  an’  bring  piece  on  it  wid  her. 
He  ain’  nuver  took  he  eyes  from  her  dat 
night.  Dee  glued  to  her,  mun  ! an’  she  — 
well,  do’  she  mighty  rosy,  an’  look  mighty 
unconsarned,  she  sutney  ain’  header  him. 
Hit  look  like  kyarn  nobody  else  tote  dat  fan 
an’  pick  up  dat  lmnkcher  skuzin  o’  him; 
an’  after  supper,  when  dee  all  playin’  blind- 
man  Vbutf  in  de  hall — I don’  know  how 
twuz— but  do’  she  jes  as  nimble  as  a filly, 
an’  her  ankle  jes  as  clean,  an’  she  kin  git 
up  her  dress  an’  dodge  out  do  way  o’  cv’y- 
body  else,  somehow  or  nurr  she  kyarn  help 
him  ketch  in’  her  to  save  her  life;  he  al- 
ways got  her  comdered ; an’  when  dee'd 
git  fur  apart,  dat  ain’  nuttin,  dee  jes  as 
sure  to  come  togerr  agin  as  water  is  whar 
you  done  run  you  hand  thoo.  An’  do’ 
he  kiss  ev’ybody  else  under  de  mestletow, 
’cause  dee  be  sort  o’  cousins,  ho  ain’  nuver 
kiss  her,  nor  nobody  else  nurr,  ’cep'de  ole 
Cun'l.  I wuz  standin’  down  at  de  een  de 
hall  wid  de  black  folks,  an’  I notice  it  ’tic’- 
lar,  ’cause  I done  meek  de  ’quaintance  o’ 
Nancy;  she  wuz  Miss  Charlotte’s  maid;  a 
mighty  likely  youug  gal  she  wuz  den,  an’ 
jes  as  impident  as  a lly.  She  see  it  too, 
do’  she  am’  ’low  it.  Fust  thing  I know 
I seen  a mighty  likely  light-skinned  gal 
standin'  dyah  by  me,  wid  her  liyah  mos’ 
straight  as  white  folks,  an’  a mighty  good 
frock  on,  an’  a clean  apron,  an’  her  hand 
mos’  like  a lady,  only  it  brown,  an’  she 
keep  on  ’vidin’  her  eyes  twix  me  an’  Miss 
Charlotte;  when  I watch  in’ Miss  Charlotte 
she  watch  in’  me,  an’  when  I steal  my  eye 
roun’  on  her  she  noticin’  Miss  Charlotte; 
an’  presnev  I sort  o’  sidle  ’longside  her, 
an’  I say,  4 Lady,  you  mighty  sprightly  to- 
night.’ An’  she  say,  she  ’bleegcd  to  be 
sprightly,  her  mistis  look  so  good;  an’  I 
ax  her  which  one  twuz,  an’  she  tell  me, 

‘ Dat  queen  one  over  dyah,’  an’  I tell  her 
dee's  a king  dyah  too,  she  got  her  eye  set 
for;  an'  when  I say  her  mistis  tryin’  to  set 
her  cap  for  Marse  George,  she  fly  up,  an’ 
say  she  an’  her  mistis  don’  have  to  set  dee 
cap  for  nobody;  dee  got  to  set  dee  cap  an’ 
all  dee  clo'es  for  dem,  an'  den  dee  ain’ 
gwine  cotch  ’em,  ’cause  dee  ain’  studvin’ 
’bout  no  up-country  folks  whar  dee  ain’ 
nobody  knqw^nuttin  'bout. 
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“Well,  dat  oudaciousness  so  aggrivate 
me,  I lite  into  dat  nigger  right  dyah.  I 
tell  her  she  ain’  been  no  whar 'tall  ef  she  don’ 
know  we  all;  dat  we  wuz  de  bes’  of  qual- 
ity, de  ve'y  top  de  pot;  an’  den  I tell  her 
’bout  how  gret  we  wuz;  how  de  ker'idges 
wuz  al’ays  hitched  up  night  an’  day,  an’ 
niggers  jes  thick  as  weeds;  an’  how  Unc’ 
Torm  he  wared  ho  swaller-tail  ev’y  day 
when  he  wait  on  de  table ; an'  Marse  George 
he  won’  wyah  a coat  mo'n  once  or  twice 
anyways,  to  save  you  life.  Oh  ! 1 sutney 
’stonish  dat  nigger,  ’cause  I wuz  teckin  up 
for  de  fambly,  an’  I meek  out  like  dee  use 
gold  up  home  like  urr  folks  use  wood,  an’ 
sow  silver  like  urr  folks  sow  wheat;  an’ 
when  I got  thoo  dec  wuz  all  on  'em  listen- 
in’, an’  she  ’lowed  dat  Marse  George  lie 
were  vc’y  good,  sho  ’nough,  ef  twarn  for 
he  nigger;  but  I ain’ tarrifv in’ myself  none 
’bout  dat,  ’cause  I know  she  jes  projickin, 
an’  she  couldn’  help  bein’  impident  cf  you 
wuz  to  whup  de  frock  off  her  back. 

“Jes  den  dee  struck  up  de  dance.  Dee 
had  wheel  de  piancr  out  in  de  hall,  an’ 
somebody  say  Jack  Forester  had  come  ’cross 
de  river,  an’  all  on  ’em  say  dee  mus’  git 
Jack;  an’  presney  he  come  in  wid  he  fid- 
dle, grinnin’  an’  scrapin’,  ’cause  he  wuz  a 
notable  fiddler,  do’  I don’  think  he  wuz 
equal  to  we  all's  Tubal,  an’  I know  he 
couldn’  tetcli  Marse  George,  ’cause  Marse 
George  wuz  a natchel  fiddler,  jes  like  'coons 
is  natchel  pacers,  an'  mules  is  natchel  kick- 
ers. Howsomever,  he  sutney  jucked  a jig 
sweet,  an’  when  he  shake  dat  bow  you 
couldn’  help  you  foot  switchin’a  leetle — 
not  ef  you  wuz  a member  of  de  chutch. 

He  wuz  a mighty  sinful  man,  Jack  wuz, 
an’  dat  fiddle  had  done  drawed  many  souls 
to  torment. 

“Well,  in  a minute  dee  wuz  all  flyin’,au’ 

Jack  he  wuz  rockin’  like  boat  rockin’  on  de 
water,  an’  he  face  right  shiny,  an’  he  teef 
look  like  ear  o’  corn  he  got  in  he  mouf, 
an’  he  big  foot  set  ’way  out  keepin’  time, 
an’  Marse  George  he  wuz  in  de  lead  row 
dyah  too;  cv'y  chance  he  git  he  tunned 
Miss  Charlotte  — ’petchel  motion,  right 
hand  across,  an’  cauliflower,  an’  coquette — 
dee  coquette  plenty  o’  urrs,  but  I notice  dee 
ain’  nuver  fail  to  tun  one  nurr,  an’  ev’y 
tun  he  gin  she  wrappin’  de  chain  roun’ 
him;  once  when  dee  wuz  ‘prominadin-all’ 
down  we  all's  een  o'  de  hall,  as  he  tunned 
her  somebody  step  on  her  dress  an’  to’  it. 

I lieah  de  screech  o’de  silk,  an’  Nancy  say, 

‘O  Lord!’  den  she  say,  4Nem  mine!  now 

1 11  git  it!’  an’  dee  stop  for  a minute  for 
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Marse  George  to  pin  it  up,  while  turrers 
went  on,  an’  Marse  George  wuz  down  on 
he  knee,  an1  she  look  down  on  him  mighty 
sweet  out  her  eyes,  an’  say,  4 Hit  don’  meek 
no  difference,’  an’  he  glance  up  an’  cotch 
her  eye,  an’,  jes  dout  a wud,  he  tyah  a gret 
piece  right  out  de  silk  an’  slipt  it  in  he 
bosom,  an’  when  lie  got  up,  he  say,  right 
low,  lookin’  in  her  eyes  right  deep,  ‘I  gwine 
wvah  dis  at  my  weddin',’  an’  she  jes  look 
sweet  as  candy;  an’  ef  Nancy  ever  wyah 
dat  frock  I ain’  see  it. 

44  Den  presuey  dee  wuz  talkin’  ’bout  stop- 
pin’.  De  ole  Cun’l  say  hit  time  to  have 
prars,  an’  dee  wuz  beggin’  him  to  wait  a 
leetle  while;  an’  Jack  Forester  lay  he  fid- 
dle down  nigh  Marse  George,  an’  he  picked 
’t  up  an’  drawed  de  bow  ’cross  it  jes  to  try 
it,  an’  den  jes  projickin’  he  struck  dat  chunc 
’bout  ‘You’ll  ermember  me.’  He  hadn’ 
mon  tetcli  de  string  when  you  could 
lieah  a pin  drop.  Marse  George  he  warn 
noticin’,  an’  he  jes  lay  he  face  on  de 
fiddle,  wid  he  eyes  sort  o’  half  shet,  an' 
drawed  her  out  like  he’d  do  some  nights 
at  home  in  de  moonlight  on  de  gret  porch, 
tell  on  a sudden  he  looked  up  an’  cotch 
Miss  Charlotte  eye  leanin’  for’ards  so  ear- 
nest, an’  all  on  ’em  list’nin’,  an'  he  stopt, 
an’  dee  all  clapt  dee  hands,  an’  he  sudney 
drapt  into  a jig.  Jack  Forester  ain’  had  to 
play  no  mo’  dat  night;  even  de  ole  Cun’l 
ketchcd  de  fever,  an’  he  stept  out  in  de 
flo’,  in  he  long-tail  coat  an’  high  collar, 
an’  knocked  ’em  off  de  ‘Snow-bud  on  de 
Ash-bank,’  an’  ‘Chicken  in  de  Bread-tray,’ 
right  natchel.  Oh,  he  could  jes  plank  ’em 
down ! 

“Oh,  dat  wuz  a Christmas  like  you  been 
read  ’bout!  An’  twuz  hard  to  tell  which 
gittin  cotch  most,  Marse  George  or  me, 
’cause  dat  nigger  she  jes  as  confusin’  as 
Miss  Charlotte.  An'  she  sutney  wuz  sp’ilt 
dem  days;  ev’y  nigger  on  dat  place  got  he 
eye  on  her,  an’  she  jes  as  oudacious  an’ 
aggri vatin  as  jes  womens  kin  be.  Dees 
monsus  ’ceivin’  critters,  womens  is,  jes  as 
onreliable  as  de  hind-leg  of  a mule;  a man 
got  to  watch  ’em  all  de  time;  you  kyarn 
break  ’em  like  you  kin  horses.  Now  dat 
off  mule  dyah”  (indicating,  by  a lazy  but 
not  light  lash  of  his  whip  the  one  selected 
for  his  illustration),  “dee  ain’  no  countin’ 
on  her  at  all ; she  go  ’long  all  day,  or  may- 
be a week,  jes  dat  easy  an’  sociable,  an’  fust 
thing  you  know  you  ain’  know  nuttin,  she 
done  knock  you  brains  out;  dee  ain’  no 
’pondence  to  be  placed  in  ’em  ’tall,  sub; 
she  jes  as  sweet  as.  a kiss  one  minute,  an’ 
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next  time  she  come  out  de  house  she  got 
her  head  up  in  de  air,  an’  her  ears  backed, 
an’  goin’  ’long  switchiu’  herself  like  I ain’ 
good  ’nougli  for  her  to  walk  on. 

4 4 4 Fox-liuntin’s?’  oh,  yes,  suh,  ev’y  day 
mos’;  an’  when  Marse  George  didn’  git  de 
tail,  twuz  ’cause  twuz  a bob-tail  fox— you 
lieah  me!  He  play  de  fiddle  for  he  pas- 
time, but  he  fotched  up  in  de  saddle— dat 
he  cradle. 

“De  fust  day  dee  went  out  I heah  Nancy 
quoilin  ’bout  de  tail  layin’  on  Miss  Char- 
lotte dressin’-table  gittin'  hyalisover  ev*y- 
tliing. 

“One  day  de  ladies  went  out  too,  Miss 
Charlotte  ’mongst  ’em,  on  Miss  Lucy  gray 
myall  Switchity,  an’  Marse  George  he  rid 
Mr.  Braxton’s  chestnut  Willful.  Well, 
suh,  he  stick  so  close  to  dat  gray  myall,  he 
leetle  mo’  los'  dat  fox ; but,  Lord ! he  know 
what  he  ’bout  — he  monsus  ’ceivin’  ’bout 
dat !— he  know  de  way  de  fox  gwine  jes  as 
well  as  he  know  lieself ; an’  all  de  time  he 
leadin'  Miss  Charlotte  whar  she  kin  heah 
de  music,  but  he  watcliin’  him  too,  jes  as 
narrow  as  a ole  hound.  So,  when  de  fox 
tun  de  head  o'  de  creek,  Marse  George  had 
Miss  Charlotte  on  de  aiclge  o’  de  fiat,  an’ 
he  de  fust  man  see  de  fox  tun  down  on 
turr  side  wid  de  hounds  right  rank  after 
him.  Dat  sort  o'  set  him  back,  ’cause  by 
rights  de  fox  ought  to  ’a  double  an’  come 
back  dis  side;  he  kyarn  git  out  dat  way, 
an’  two  or  three  gent'mens  dee  had  see  it 
too,  an’  wuz  jes  layin’  de  horses  to  de  groun’ 
to  git  roun’  fust,  ’cause  de  creek  wuz  heap 
too  wide  to  jump,  an’  wuz  ’wav  over  you 
head, an’  hit  cold  as  Christmas,  sho  ’nougli ; 
well,  suh,wrhen  dee  tunned,  Mr.  Clarke  he 
wuz  in  de  lead  (he  wuz  ridin’  for  Miss  Char- 
lotte too),  an'  hit  fyali  set  Marse  George 
on  fire;  he  ain’  said  but  one  wrud,  4 Wait,’ 
an’  jes  set  de  chestnut’s  head  straight  for 
de  creek,  whar  de  fox  cornin’  wTid  he  tail 
up  on  he  back,  aif  de  dogs  ravlin  mos’  on 
liim.  De  ladies  screamed,  an’  some  de 
gent’mens  hollered  for  him  to  come  back, 
but  he  ain’  mind;  he  went  ’cross  dat  flat 
like  a wild-duck;  an’  when  he  retch  de 
water  he  horse  try  to  flinch,  but  dat  hand 
on  de  bridle,  an’  dem  rowels  in  he  side,  an’ 
ho  ’bleeged  to  teck  it.  Lord,  suh,  sicli  a 
screech  as  dee  set  up!  But  ho  wuz  swim* 
min’  for  life,  an’  he  wuz  up  de  bank  an’  in 
de  middle  o’  de  dogs  time  dee  tetched  ole 
Gray  Jacket ; an’  when  Mr.  Clarke  got  dyah 
Marse  George  wuz  stan'in’  holdin’  up  de 
tail  for  Miss  Charlotte  to  see,  turrer  side  de 

creek,  an’  de  hounds  wuz  wallerin’  all  over 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


308 


HAEPEE’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


de  body,  an’  I don’  think  Mr.  Clarke  done 
got  up  wid  ’em  yit. 

“He  cotch  de  fox,  au’  he  cotch  somen’ 
else  besides,  in  my  ’pinion,  ’cause  when  de 
ladies  went  upstairs  dat  night  Miss  Char- 
lotte had  to  wait  on  de  steps  for  a glass  o’ 
water,  an’  couldn’  nobody  git  it  but  Marse 
George;  an’  den  when  she  tell  him  good- 
night over  de  banisters,  he  couldn’  say  it 
good  enough ; he  got  to  kiss  her  hand ; an’ 
she  ain’do  nuttin  but  jes  peep  upstairs  ef 
anybody  dyah  lookin’ ; an’  when  I come 
thoo  de  do’  she  juck  her  hand  ’way  an’  ran 
upstairs  jes  as  farst  as  she  could.  Marse 
George  look  at  me  sort  o’  laughin’,  an’  say : 
‘ Con  found  you ! Nancy  couldn’  been  very 
good  to  you.’  An’ I say,  ‘Slide’ me  squench 
my  thirst  kissm’  her  hand’;  an’  he  sort  o’ 
laugh  an’ tell  me  to  keep  my  mouf  shet. 

“ But  dat  ain’  de  on’y  time  I come  on 
’em.  Dee  al'ays  gittin’  corndered;  an’  de 
evenin’  befo’  we  come ’way  I wuz  gwine  in 
thoo  de  conservity,  an’  dyah  dee  wuz  sort 
o’  hide ’way.  Miss  Charlotte  she  wuz  set- 
tin’  down,  an’  Marse  George  lie  wuz  lean- 
in’  over  her,  got  her  hand  to  he  face,  talk- 
in' right  low  an’  lookin’  right  sweet,  an’ 
she  ain’ say  nuttin;  an’  presney  he  dropt 
on  one  knee  by  her,  an’  slip  he  arm  roun’ 
her,  an’  try  to  look  in  her  eyes,  an’  she  so 
’shamed  to  look  at  him  she  got  to  hide  her 
face  on  he  shoulder,  an’  I slipt  out. 

“ We  come  ’way  next  mornin’.  When 
marster  heah  ’bout  it  he  didn’  teck  to  de 
notion  at  all,  ’cause  her  pa — dat  is,  he 
warn’  her  own  pa,  ’cause  he  had  married 
her  ma  when  she  wuz  a widder  after  Miss 
Charlotte  pa  died,  an’  he  politics  warn’ 
same  as  ourn.  ‘Why,  you  kin  never 
stand  him,  suli,’  he  said  to  Marse  George. 
‘We  won’t  mix  any  mo’n  fire  and  water; 
you  ought  to  have  found  that  out  at  col- 
lege; dat  fellow  Darker  is  his  son.’ 

“Marse  George  he  say  he  know  dat; 
but  he  on’y  de  step-brurr  of  de  young  lady, 
an’  ain’  got  a drap  o’  her  blood  in  lie  veins, 
an’  he  didn’  know  it  when  he  meet  her,  an’ 
anyhow  hit  wouldn’  meek  any  diffence; 
an’  when  de  mistis  see  how  sot  Marse 
George  is  on  it  she  teck  he  side,  an’  dat  fix 
it;  ’cause  when  ole  mistis  warn  marster 
to  do  a thing,  hit  jes  good  as  done.  I don’ 
keer  how  much  he  rar  roun’  an’  say  he 
ain’  gwine  do  it,  you  jes  well  go  ’long  an’ 
put  on  you  hat ; you  gwine  see  him  presney 
doin’  it  jes  peaceable  as  a lamb.  She  tun 
him  jes  like  she  got  bridle  on  him,  an’  he 
ain’  nuver  know  it. 

“ So  shegot  him  jes  straight  as  a string. 
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An’  when  de  time  come  for  Marse  George 
to  go,  marster  he  mo’  consarned  'bout  it  ’n 
Marse  George;  he  ain’  say  nuttin  ’bout  it 
befo’,  but  now  he  walkin’  roun’  an’  roun’ 
axin  mistis  mo’  questions  ’bout  ho  does 
an’  he  horse  an’  all ; an’  dat  mornin'  he  gi’ 
him  he  two  Sunday  razors,  an’  gi’  me  a 
pyah  o’  boots  an’  a beaver  hat,  ’cause  I wuz 
gwine  wid  him  to  kyar  he  portmanteau,  an’ 
git  he  shavin’  water,  sence  marster  say  ef 
he  wuz  gwine  marry  a Locofoco,  he  at  least 
must  go  like  a gent’man ; an’  me  an’  Marse 
George  had  done  settle  it  ’twixt  us,  ’cause 
we  al’ays  set  bofe  we  traps  on  de  same  byali 
parf. 

“Well,  we  got  ’em,  an’  when  I ax  dat 
gal  out  on  de  wood-pile  dat  night,  she  say 
bein’  as  her  mistis  gwine  own  me,  an’  we 
bofe  got  to  be  in  de  same  estate,  she  reckon 
she  ain’  nuver  gwine  to  be  able  to  git  shet 
o’  me;  an’  den  I clamp  her.  Oh,  she  wuz 
a beauty !” 

A gesture  and  guffaw  completed  the  re- 
cital of  his  conquest. 

“Yes,  suli,  we  got  ’em  sho!”  he  said, 
presently.  “Dee  couldn’ persist  us;  we 
crowd  ’em  into  de  fence  an’  run  ’em  off 
dee  foots. 

“ Den  come  de  ’gagement ; an’  ev’y thing 
wuz  smooth  as  silk.  Marse  George  an’  me 
wuz  ridin’  over  dyah  constant,  on’y  wc 
nuver  did  git  over  bein’  skeered  when  we 
wuz  ridin’ up  dat  turpentine  road  facin’  all 
dem  winders.  Hit  ’pear  like  ev’y  body  in 
de  wull  ’mos’  wuz  lookin’  at  us. 

“ One  evenin'  Marse  George  say,  ‘Edin- 
burg, d’you  ever  see  as  many  winders  p'int- 
in’  one  way  in  you’  life?  When  I git  a 
house,’  he  say,  ‘I  gwine  have  all  de  win- 
ders lookin’  turr  way.’  But  dat  evenin’, 
when  I see  Miss  Charlotte  come  walkin’ 
out  de  gret  parlor  wid  her  hyah  sort  o’ 
rumpled  over  her  face,  an’  some  yaller 
roses  on  her  bres,  an’  her  gret  eyes  so  soft 
an’  sweet,  an’  Marse  George  walkin’  ’long 
hinst  her,  so  peaceable,  like  she  got  chain 
roun’  him,  I say,  ‘Winders  ain’  nuttin.’ 

Oh,  twuz  jes  like  holiday  all  de  time ! An’ 
den  Miss  Charlotte  come  over  to  see  mistis, 
an’  of  co'se  she  bring  her  maid  wid  her, 
’cause  she  ’bleeged  to  have  her  maid,  you 
know,  an'  dat  wuz  de  bes’  of  all.  Dat  even- 
in’, ’bout  sunset,  dee  come  drivin’  up  in 
de  big  ker'idge,  wid  dee  gret  hyah  trunk 
stropped  on  de  seat  behind,  an’ Nancy  she 
settiu’  by  Billy,  an’  Marse  George  settin’  in- 
side by  he  rose-bud,  ’cause  he  had  done  gone 
down  to  bring  her  up;  an’  marster  he  done 

been  drest  in  he  blue  coat  an’  yallow  west- 
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ket  ever  sence  dinner,  an’  walkin’  roun’, 
watchin’  up  de  road  all  de  time,  an'  tellin’ 
de  mistis  he  reckon  dee  ain’  cornin’,  an’  ole 
inistis  she  try  to  pacify  him,  an'  she  come 
out  presney  drest,  an’  rustlin’  in  her  stiff 
black  silk  an’  all,  an’  when  de  ker  idge 
come  in  sight,  ev’ybody  wuz  runnin’;  an’ 
when  dee  draw  up  to  de  do’,  Marse  George 
he  help  her  out  an'  ’duce  her  to  marster  an’ 
ole  mistis;  an’  marster  he  start  to  meek 
her  a gret  bow,  an’  she  jes  put  up  her  mouf 
like  a little* gal  to  be  kissed,  an’  dat  got 
him.  An’  mistis  teck  her  right  in  her  arms 
an’  kiss  her  twice,  an’  de  servants  dee  wuz 
all  peepin’  an’  grinnin’.  Ev'ywhar  you 
tun  you  see  a nigger  teef,  ’cause  dee  all 
warn  see  de  young  mistis  whar  good 
’nough  for  Marse  George.  Dee  ain’  gwine 
be  married  tell  de  next  fall,  ’count  o’  Miss 
Charlotte  bein’  so  young;  but  she  jes  good 
as  b'longst  to  we  all  now ; an’  ole  marster 
an’  mistis  dee  jes  as  much  in  love  wid  her 
as  Marse  George.  Hi ! dee  warn  pull  de 
house  down  an’  buil’  it  over  for  her!  An’ 
cv’y  ban’  on  de  place  he  peepin’  to  try  to 
git  a look  at  he  young  mistis  whar  he 
gwine  b'longst  to.  One  evenin’  dee  all  on 
'em  come  roun’  de  porch  an’  send  for  Marse 
George,  an’  when  he  come  out,  Charley 
Brown  (he  al'ays  de  speaker,  ’cause  he  got 
so  much  mouf,  kin  talk  pretty  as  white 
folks),  he  say  dee  warn  interduce  to  de 
young  mistis,  an’  pay  dee  bespects  to  her; 
an’  presney  Marse  George  lead  her  out  on 
de  porch  laughin’  at  her,  wid  her  face  jes 
rosy  as  a w ine-sap  apple,  an’  she  meek  'em 
a beautiful  bow,  an'  speak  to  ’em  ev’y  one, 
Marse  George  namin’ de  names;  an’  Char- 
ley Brown  he  meek  her  a pretty  speech, 
an’  tell  her  we  mighty  proud  to  own  her; 
an'  one  o’  dem  impident  gals  ax  her  to  gin 
her  dat  white  frock  when  she  git  married ; 
an’  when  she  say,  4 Well,  what  am  I goin’ 
weali  V Sally  say,  4 Lord,  honey,  Marse 
George  gwine  dress  you  in  pure  gol’ !’  an’ 
she  look  up  at  him  wid  sparks  flasliin’  out 
her  eyes,  while  he  look  like  dat  ain’  good 
’nougli  for  her.  An’  so  twuz,  wFhen  she 
went  ’way,  Sally  Marshall  got  dat  frock, 
an’  proud  on  it  I tell  you. 

440h  yes;  he  sutney  mindin’  her  ten- 
der. Hi ! when  she  go  to  ride  in  evenin’ 
wid  him,  de  ain’  no  horse-block  good 
’nough  for  her ! Marse  George  got  to 
have  her  step  in  he  hand ; au’  when  dee 
out  walkin’  he  got  de  umbreller  boldin’ ’t 
over  her  all  de  time,  he  so  feared  de  sun 
’ll  kiss  her;  an’  dee  walk  so  slow  down 
dem  w%U$s  in  de  shade  you  got  to  sight 
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’em  by  a tree  to  tell  ef  dee  movin’  ’tall. 
She  use’  to  look  like  she  used  to  it  too,  I 
tell  you,  ’cause  she  wuz  quality,  one  de 
white-skinned  ones;  an’  she’d  set  in  dem 
big  cheers,  wrid  her  little  foots  on  de  cricket 
whar  Marse  George  al’ays  set  for  her,  he 
so  feared  dee'd  tetch  de  groun’,  jes  like  she 
on  her  throne;  an’  ole  marster  he'd  watch 
her  ’mos’  edmirin  as  Marse  George ; an’ 
when  she  went  ’way  hit  sutney  was  lone- 
some. Hit  look  like  daylight  gone  wid 
her.  I don’  know  which  I miss  mos’,  Miss 
Charlotte  or  Nancy. 

“Den  Marse  George  was  ’lected  to  de 
Legislature,  an’  ole  Jedge  Darker  run  for 
de  Senator,  an’  Marse  George  vote  gin  him 
an’  beat  him.  An’  dat  commence  de  fuss; 
an’  den  dat  man  gi’  me  de  whuppin,  an’ 
dat  breck  ’tup  an’  breclc  he  heart. 

44  You  see,  after  Marse  George  wuz  ’lect- 
ed ('lections  wuz  ’lections  dem  days;  dee 
warn’  no  bait-gode  ’lections,  wid  ev’y  sort 
o’  worms  squirmin’  up  ’ginst  one  nurr,  wid 
piece  o’  paper  d’  ain’  know  what  on,  drap- 
pin’  in  a chink;  didn’  nuttin  but  gent’- 
mens  vote  den,  an’  dee  took  dee  dram,  an’ 
vote  out  loud,  like  gent'mens) — well,  ar- 
ter  Marse  George  wuz  ’lected,  de  parties 
wuz  jes  as  even  balanced  as  stilyuds,  an' 
wen  dee  ax  Marse  George  who  wuz  to  be 
de  Senator,  he  vote  for  de  Whig,  ’ginst  de 
ole  jedge,  an’  dat  beat  him,  of  co'se.  An’ 
dee  ain'  got  sense  to  know  he  ’bleeged  to 
vote  wid  he  politics.  Dat  he  sprinciple; 
he  kyarn  vote  for  Locofoco,  I don’  lceer  ef 
he  is  Miss  Charlotte  pa,  much  less  her  step- 
pa.  Of  co’se  de  ole  jedge  ain’  speak  to 
him  arter  dat,  nur  is  Marse  George  ax 
him  to.  But  who  dat  gwine  s’pose  wo- 
men-folks  got  to  put  dee  mouf  in  too? 
Miss  Charlotte  she  write  Marse  George  a 
letter  dat  pester  him  mightily;  he  set  up 
all  night  answerin’  dat  letter,  an’  he 
mighty  solemn,  I tell  you.  An’  I wuz  git- 
tin’  right  grewsome  myself,’  cause  I study- 
in’  ’bout  dat  gal  down  dyah  whar  I done 
gi’  my  wud  to,  an’  when  dee  ain’  no  letters 
come  torectly  hit  hard  to  tell  which  one 
de  anxiouser,  me  or  Marse  George.  Den 
presuey  I so  ’strauglited  ’long  o'  it  I ax 
Aunt  Haly  ’bouten  it:  she  know  all  sich 
things,  ’cause  she  ’mos’  a hunderd  years 
ole,  an’  seed  evil  sperits,  an’  got  skoripins 
up  her  chimney,  an’  knowed  cunjure;  an’ 
she  ax  me  what  wuz  de  signication,  an’  I 
tell  her  I ain’  able  nutlier  to  eat  nor  to 
sleep,  an’  dat  gal  come  foolin’  ’long  me 
when  I sleep  jes  like  as  natchel  as  ef  I see 

her  sho  ’nough.  An’  she  say  I done  cou- 
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jured;  dat  de  gal  done  tricked  me.  Ob, 
Gord!  dat  skeered  me.  You  white  folks, 
marster,  don’  b'lieve  nuttin  like  dat;  y’  all 
got  too  much  sense,  ’cause  y’  all  kin  read ; 
but  niggers  dee  ain1  know  no  better,  an’  I 
sutney  wuz  skeered,  ’cause  Aunt  Haly  say 
my  coffin  done  seasoned,  de  planks  up  de 
chimney.  W ell,  I got  so  bad  Marse  George 
ax  me  ’bout  it,  an’  lie  sort  o’  laugh  an’  sort 
o'  cuss,  an’  he  tell  x\unt  Haly  ef  she  don’ 
stop  dat  foolishness  skeerin’  me  he'll  sell 
her  an’  teali  her  ole  skoripin  house  down. 
Well,  co'se  he  jes  talkin’,  an’  he  ax  me  next 
day  liow’d  I like  to  go  an’  see  my  sweet- 
heart. Gord ! suli,  I got  well  torectly.  So 
I set  off  next  evenin’,  feelin’  jes  big  as  ole 
marster,  wid  my  pass  in  my  pocket,  which 
I warn’  to  show  nobody  ’douten  I ’bleeged 
to,  ’cause  Marse  George  didn’  warn  no- 
body to  know  he  le’  me  go.  An’  den  dat 
rascallion  teck  de  shut  off  my  back.  But 
ef  Marse  George  didn’  pay  him  de  wutli 
o’ it! 

“I  done  git  ’long  so  good,  too.  When 
Nancy  see  me  she  sutney  was  ’stonished. 
She  come  roun’  de  cornder  in  de  back  yard 
whar  I settin’  in  Nat’s  do’  (he  wuz  de  gar- 
dener) wid  her  hyah  all  done  untwist,  an’ 
breshed  out  mighty  fine,  an’  a clean  ap’on 
wid  fringe  on  it,  meckin’  out  she  so  s’prised 
to  see  me  (whar  wuz  all  a lie,  ’cause  some 
on  ’em  done  notify  her  I dyah),  an1  she  say, 
4 Hi ! what  dis  black  nigger  doin’  beak  ?’ 

“An’  I say,  4 Who  you  callin’  nigger, 
you  impident  kereumber-faced  thing  you?’ 
Den  we  shake  hands,  an’  I tell  her  Marse 
George  done  set  me  free — dat  I done  buy 
myself;  dat's  de  lie  I done  lay  off  to  tell 
her. 

44  An’  when  I tole  her  dat,  she  bust  out 
laughin’,  an’  say,  well,  I better  go  ’long 
’way,  den,  dat  she  don’  warn  no  free  nig- 
ger to  be  comp'ny  for  her.  Dat  sort  o’  set 
me  back,  an’  I tell  her  she  kickin’  ’fo’  she 
spurred,  dat  I ain’  got  her  in  my  mine;  I 
got  a nurr  gal  at  home  whar  grievin’  ’bout 
me  dat  ve'y  minute.  An’  after  I tell  her 
all  sich  lies  as  dat,  presney  she  ax  me  ain’ 
I hongry ; an’  ef  dat  nigger  didn’  git  her 
mammy  to  gi’  me  de  bes’  supter ! Umm-m  ! 
I kin  ’mos’  tas'e  it  now.  Wheat  bread  off 
de  table,  an’  zerves,  an’  fat  bacon,  tell  I 
couldn1  ’a  put  a nurr  moufful  nowhar 
sep'n’  I’d  teck  my  hat.  Dat  night  I tote 
Nancy  water  for  her,  an’  I tell  her  all 
’bout  ev’y thing,  an’  she  jes  sweet  as  honey. 
Next  mornin’,  do’,  she  done  sort  o*  tunned 
some,  an’  ain’  so  sweet.  You  know  how 
milk  gits  jsprt  o’  bonnyclabberish  ? An’ 
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when  she  see  me  she  ’gin  to  ’buse  me — say 
I jes  tryin’  to  fool  her,  an’  all  de  time  got 
nurr  wife  at  home,  or  gittin’  ready  to  git 
one,  for  all  she  know,  an’  she  ain’  know 
wherr  Marse  George  ain’  jes  ’ceivin’  as  I 
is;  an’  nem  mine,  she  got  plenty  warn 
marry  her;  an’  as  to  Miss  Charlotte,  she 
got  de  whole  wull ; Mr.  Darker  he  ain’ 
got  nobody  in  he  way  now,  dat  he  deali 
all  de  time,  an’  ain'  gwine  West  no  mo’. 
Well,  dat  aggrivate  me  so  I tell  her  ef  she 
say  dat  ’bout  Marse  George  I gwine  knock 
her;  an’  wid  dat  she  got  so  oudacious  I 
meek  out  I gwine  ’wav,  an’  lef’  her,  an’ 
went  up  todes  de  barn;  an’  up  dyah,  fust 
thing  I know,  I come  across  dat  ar  man 
Mr.  Darker.  Soon  as  he  see  me  he  begin 
to  cuss  me,  an’  he  ax  me  what  I doin’  on 
dat  land,  an’  I tell  him  nuttin.  An’  he 
say,  well,  he  gwine  to  gi’  me  some’n;  he 
gwine  teach  me  to  come  prowlin’  round 
gent'men’s  houses.  An’  he  meek  me  go 
in  de  barn  an’  teck  off  my  shut,  an’  he  beat 
me  wid  he  whup  tell  de  blood  run  out  my 
back.  He  sutney  did  beat  me  scandalous, 
’cause  he  done  hate  me  an’  Marse  George 
ever  since  we  wuz  at  college  togurr.  An’ 
den  he  say:  ‘Now  you  git  right  off  dis 
land.  Ef  either  you  or  you  marster  ever 
put  you  foot  on  it,  you’ll  git  de  same  thing 
agin.’  An’  I tell  you,  Edinburg  he  come 
’way,  ’cause  he  sutney  had  worry  me.  I 
ain’  stop  to  see  Nancy  or  nobody;  I jes 
come  ’long,  shakin’  de  dust,  I tell  you. 
An’  as  I come  ’long  de  road  I pass  Miss 
Charlotte  walkin’  on  de  lawn  by  herself, 
an’  she  call  me : 4 Why,  hi ! ain’  dat  Edin- 
burg ?’ 

“She  look  so  sweet,  an’  her  voice  soun’ 
so  cool,  I say,  4 Yes’m  ; how  you  do, 
missis?’  An’  she  say,  s^ie  ve'y  well,  an’ 
how  I been,  an’  whar  I gwine  ? I tell  her 
I ain’  feelin’  so  well,  dat  I gwine  home. 

4 Hi !’  she  say,  4 is  anybody  treat  you  bad  ?’ 
An’ I tell  her,  ‘Yes’m.’  An’ she  say,  4 Oh! 
Nancy  don’  mean  nuttin  by  dat;  dat  you 
mus'n  mine  what  womens  say  an’ do,  ’cause 
dee  feel  sorry  for  it  next  minute;  an’  some- 
times dee  kyarn  help  it,  or  maybe  hit  you 
fault ; an’,  anyhow,  you  ought  to  be  willin’ 
to  overlook  it ; an’  I better  go  back  an’  wait 
till  to-morrow—ef — ef  I ain’  ’bleeged  to  git 
home  to-day.’ 

4 4 She  got  mighty  mixed  up  in  de  een  part 
o'  dat,  an’  she  looked  mighty  anxious  ’bout 
me  an’  Nancy;  an’  I tell  her,  ‘Nor’m,  I 
’bleeged  to  git  home.’ 

44  Well,  when  I got  home  Marse  George 

he  warn  know  all  dat  gwine  on ; but  I 
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mighty  sick— dat  man  done  beat  me  so; 
an’  he  ax  me  what  de  marter,  an1 1 upped 
an’  tell  him. 

44  Gord!  I nuver  see  a man  in  sich  a 
rage.  He  call  me  in  de  office  an7  meek 
me  teck  off  my  shut,  an’  he  fyah  bust  out 
cry  in’.  He  walked  up  an’  down  dat  office 
like  a caged  lion.  Ef  he  had  got  he  hand 
oil  Mr.  Darker  den,  he'd  ’a  kilt  him,  sho! 

44  He  wuz  most  ’stracted.  I don’  know 
what  he'd  been  ef  I'd  tell  him  what  Nancy 
tell  me.  He  call  for  Peter  to  git  lie  horse 
torectly,  an’  he  tell  me  to  go  an’  git  some’n’ 
from  mammy  to  put  on  my  back,  an’  to  go 
to  bed  torectly,  an’  not  to  say  nuttin  to  no- 
body, but  to  tell  he  pa  he'd  be  away  for 
two  days, maybe;  an’denhegoton  Reveller 
an’  galloped  ’way  hard  as  he  could  wid  he 
jaw  set  farst,  an'  he  heaviest  whip  clamped 
in  he  hand.  Gord!  I wuz  most  hopin’  he 
wouldn’  meet  dat  man,  ’cause  I feared  ef 
he  did  he'd  kill  him;  an’  he  would,  sho, 
ef  he  had  meet  him  right  den ; dee  say  he 
leetle  mo’  did  when  he  fine  him  next  day, 
an’  he  had  done  been  ridin’  den  all  night; 
he  cotch  him  at  a sto’  on  de  road,  an’  dee 
say  he  leetle  mo’  cut  him  all  to  pieces;  he 
drawed  a weepin  on  him,  but  Marse  George 
wrench  it  out  he  hand  an’  flung  it  over  de 
fence;  an'  when  dee  got  him  ’way  he  had 
Aveared  he  whup  out  on  him ; an’  he  got 
dem  whelps  on  him  now,  ef  he  ain’  dead. 
Yes,  suh,  he  ain’  let  nobody  else  do  dat  he 
ain’ do  heself,  sho! 

4 4 Dat  done  de  business ! He  sont  Marse 
George  a challenge,  but  Marse  George  sont 
him  wud  he'll  cowhide  him  agin  ef  he  ever 
lieali  any  mo’  from  him,  an’  he  'ain't.  Dat 
perrify  him,  so  he  shet  he  mouf.  Den 
come  lie  ring  an’ all  he  pictures  an’  things 
back — a gret  box  on  ’em,  and  not  a wud 
wid  'em.  Marse  George,  I think  he  know'd 
dee  wuz  cornin’,  but  dat  ain’  keep  it  from 
liuttin  him,  ’cause  he  done  been  'gaged  to 
Miss  Charlotte,  an'  got  he  mine  riveted  to 
her;  an’  do’  befo’  dat  dee  had  stop  writing 
an'  a riff  done  git  'twixt  ’em,  he  ain’  satis- 
fied in  he  mine  dat  she  ain't  gwine  'polo- 
gizee — I know  by  Nancy;  but  now  he  got 
de  confirmation  dat  he  done  for  good,  an’ 
dat  de  gret  gulf  fixed  ’twix  him  an’  Abra- 
ham bosom.  An’,  Gord,  suh,  twuz  tor- 
ment, sho  ’nought  He  ain’  say  nuttin 
'bout  it,  but  I see  de  light  done  pass  from 
him,  an’  de  darkness  done  wrap  him  up  in 
it.  In  a leetle  while  you  wouldn’  'a  knowed 
him.  Detrole  mistis  died.  B'lieve  me,  ole 
marster  he  ’most  much  hut  by  Miss  Char- 
lotte as  Marse  George.  He  meek  a ’tempt 
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to  buy  Nancy  for  me,  so  I find  out  arter- 
ward,  an’  write  Jedge  Darker  he’ll  pay 
him  anything  he’ll  ax  for  her,  but  he  let- 
ter wuz  sont  back  ’dout  any  answer.  He 
sutney  was  mad  ’bout  it  — he  say  he’d 
horsewhip  him  as  Marse  George  did  dat 
urr  young  puppy,  but  ole  mistis  wouldn’ 
le’  him  do  nuttin,  and  den  he  grieve  heself 
to  death.  You  see  he  mighty  ole,  any- 
ways. Ho  nuver  got  over  ole  mistis 
death.  She  had  been  failin’  a long  time, 
an’  he  ain’  tarry  long  'hinst  her;  hit  sort 
o’  like  breckin  up  a holler — de  ole  ’coon 
goes  ’way  soon  arter  dat ; an’  marster 
nuver  could  pin  he  own  collar  or  buckle 
he  own  stock— mistis  sheal'ays  do  dat;  an’ 
do’  Marse  George  do  de  bes’  he  kin,  an’ 
mighty  willin’,  he  kyarn  handle  pin  like  a 
woman;  he  hand  tremble  like  a p'inter 
dog;  an’  anyways  he  ain’  ole  mistis.  So 
ole  marster  foller  her  dat  next  fall,  when 
dee  wuz  gittin  in  de  corn,  an'  Marse  George 
he  ain’  got  nobody  in  de  wuli  left;  he  all 
alone  in  dat  gret  house,  an’  I wonder  some- 
times he  ain’  die  too,  ’cause  he  sutney  wuz 
fond  o’  ole  marster.  When  ole  mistis  wuz 
dyin’  she  tell  him  to  be  good  to  ole  mars- 
ter, an’  patient  wid  him,  ’cause  lie  ain'  got 
nobody  but  him  now  (ole  marster  he  had 
jes  step  out  de  room  to  cry) ; an’  Marse 
George  he  lean  over  her  an’  kiss  her  an’ 
promise  her  faithful  he  would.  An’  lie 
sutney  wuz  tender  wid  him  as  a woman ; 
an’  when  ole  marster  die  he  set  by  him  an’ 
liol’  he  hand  an’  kiss  him  sorf,  like  he  wuz 
ole  mistis.  But,  Gord!  twuz  lonesome 
arter  dat,  an’  Marse  George  eyes  look 
wistful,  like  he  al'ays  lookin’  far  ’way; 
an’  Aunt  Haly  say  he  see  liarnts  whar 
walk  ’bout  in  de  gret  house.  She  say  dee 
walk  dyah  constant  of  nights  sence  ole 
marster  done  alterate  de  rooms  from  what 
dee  wuz  when  he  gran'pa  buil’  ’em,  an’ 
dat  dee  huntin’  for  dee  ole  chambers  an’ 
kyarn  git  no  rest  ’cause  dee  kyarn  fine 
’em.  I don’t  know  how  dat  wuz.  I 
know  Marse  George  he  used  to  walk 
aboutheself  mightily  of  nights.  All  night 
long,  all  night  long,  I’d  lieah  him  tell 
de  chickens  crowin’  dee  second  crow,  an’ 
some  mornin's  I'd  go  dyah  an’  he  ain'  even 
rumple  de  bed.  I thought  sho  he  wuz 
gwine  die,  but  I suppose  he  done  ’arn  he 
days  to  be  long  in  de  land,  an’dat  save  him. 
But  hit  sutney  wuz  lonesome,  an’  he  nuver 
went  off  de  plantation,  an’ he  got  older  an' 
older,  tell  we  all  thought  he  wuz  gwine 
die.  An’  one  day  come  jes  befo’  Christ- 
mas, ’bout  nigh  two  year  after  marster 
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bead  he  had ; an’  Jack  say  de  whole  fiddle 
warn’  wuff  de  five  dollars. 

“Me  an’  Nancy  followed  ’em  tell  dee 
went  in  de  house,  an’  den  we  come  back  to 
de  shop  whar  de  supper  wuz  gwine  on,  an’ 
got  we  all  supper  an’  a leetle  sop  o’  dat  yal- 
ler  gravy  out  dat  big  bowl,  an’  den  we  all 
rejourned  to  de  laundry  agin,  an’  got  on- 
der  de  big  bush  o’  misseltow  whar  bangin’ 
from  de  jice,  an’  ef  you  ever  sec  scufflin’ 
dat’s  de  time. 

“ Well,  me  an’  she  had  jes  done  lay  off 
de  whole  Christmas,  when  wud  come  dat 
Marse  George  want  he  horses. 

“I  went,  but  it  sutney  breck  me  up;  an’ 
I wonder  whar  de  name  o’  Gord  Marse 
George  gwine  sen’  me  dat  cold  night,  an’ 
jes  as  I got  to  de  do’  Marse  George  an’ 
Mr.  Braxton  come  out,  an’  I know  torectly 
Marse  George  wuz  gwine  home.  I seen 
he  face  by  de  light  o’  de  lantern,  an’  twuz 
set  jes  rigid  as  a rock.  Mr.  Braxton  he 
wuz  beggin’  him  to  stay;  he  tell  him  he 
ruinin’  he  life,  dat  he  slio  dee’s  some  mis- 
take, an’  ’twill  be  all  right.  An’  all  de 
answer  Marse  George  meek  wuz  to  swing 
lieself  up  in  de  saddle,  an’  Reveller  he  look 
like  he  gwine  fyali  ’stracted.  He  al’ays 
mighty  fool  anyways  when  he  git  cold, 
dat  horse  wuz. 

“Well,  we  come  ’long  ’way,  an'  Mr. 
Braxton  an’  two  mens  come  down  to  de 
river  wid  lanterns  to  see  us  cross,  ’cause 
twuz  dark  as  pitch,  sho  ’nougb.  An’  jes 
To’  I started  I got  one  o’  de  mens  to  hoi’ 
my  horses,  an’  I went  in  de  kitchen  to  git 
warm,  an’  dyah  Nancy  wuz.  An’  she  say 
Miss  Charlotte  upsteairs  cryin’  right  now, 
’cause  she  think  Marse  George  gwine  cross 
de  river  count  o’  her,  an’  she  whimper  a 
little  herself  when  I tell  her  good-by.  But 
twuz  too  late  den.  Well,  de  river  wuz 
jes  natchelly  b’ilin’,  an’  hit  soun’  like  a 
mill-dam  roarin’  by;  an’  when  we  got 
dyah  Marse  George  tunned  to  me  an’  tell 
me  he  reckon  I better  go  back.  I ax  him 
whar  he  gwine,  an’  he  say,  4 Home.’  ‘Den 
I gwine  wid  you,’  I says.  I wuz  mighty 
skeered,  but  me  an’  Marse  George  wuz 
hoys  togerr;  an’  he  plunged  right  in,  an’ 
I after  him. 

“ Gord ! twuz  cold  as  ice;  an’  we  hadn’ 
got  in  befo'  bofe  horses  wuz  swimmin’  for 
life.  He  holler  to  me  to  byah  de  myah 
head  up  de  stream;  an’  I did  try,  but 
what's  a nigger  to  dat  water ! Hit  jes  pick 
me  up  an'  dash  me  down  like  I ain’  no 
mo'n  a chip,  an’ de  fust  thing  I know  I 
gwine  down  de  stream  like  a piece  of  bark, 
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an’  water  washin’  all  over  me.  I knowed 
den  I gone,  an’  I hollered  for  Marse  George 
for  help.  I heah  him  answer  me  not  to 
git  skeered,  but  to  hold  on;  but  de  myah 
wuz  lungin’  an’  de  water  wuz  all  over  me 
like  ice,  an’  den  I washed  off  de  myall 
back,  an’  got  drownded.  I ’member  corn- 
in’ up  an’  hollerin’  agin  for  help,  but  I 
know  den  ’tain’  no  use,  dee  ain’  no  help 
den,  an’  I got  lo  pray  to  Gord,  an’  den 
some'n  hit  me  an’  I went  down  agin,  an’ — 
de  next  thing  I know,  I wuz  in  de  bed,  an’ 

I heah  ’em  talkin’  ’bout  wherr  I dead  or 
not,  an’  I ain’  know  myself  tell  I taste  de 
whiskey  dee  po’rin’  down  my  jugular. 

An’  den  dee  tell  me  ’bout  how  when  I hol- 
lered Marse  George  tun  back  an’  struck 
out  for  me  for  life,  an’  how  jes  as  I went 
down  de  last  time  he  cotcli  me  an’  belt  on 
to  me  tell  we  wash  down  to  whar  de  bank 
curve,  an’  dyah  de  current  wuz  so  rapid 
hit  yuck  him  off  Reveller  back,  but  he 
helt  on  to  de  reins  tell  de  horse  lunge 
so  he  hit  him  wid  he  fo'-foot  an’  breck  he 
collar-bone,  an’  den  he  had  to  let  him 
go,  an’  jes  helt  on  to  me;  an’  jes  den  we 
wash  up  agin  de  bank  an’  cotch  in  a tree, 
an’  de  mens  got  dyah  quick  as  dee  could, 
an’  when  dee  retched  us  Marse  George 
wuz  boldin’  on  to  me,  an’  had  he  arm 
wropped  roun’  a limb,  an’  we  wuz  lodged 
in  de  crotch,  an’  bofe  jes  as  dead  as  a nail ; 
an’  de  myah  she  got  out,  but  Reveller  he 
wuz  drownded,  wid  his  foot  cotch  in  de 
rein  an’  de  saddle  tunned  onder  he  side; 
an’  dee  ain’  know  wherr  Marse  George  ain’ 
dead  too,  ’cause  he  not  only  drownded, 
but  he  lef’  arm  broke  up  nigli  de  shoulder. 
An'  dee  say  Miss  Charlotte  she  'mos’  'stract- 
ed; dat  de  fust  thing  anybody  know  ’bout 
it  wuz  when  some  de  servants  bust  in  de 
hall  an’  holler,  and  say  Marse  George  an’ 
me  done  bofe  washed  ’way  an’  drownded, 
an’  dat  she  drapt  down  dead  on  de  flo’,  an’ 
when  dee  bring  her  to  she  ’low  to  Miss 
Lucy  dat  she  de  ’casion  on  he  death;  an’ 
dee  say  dat  when  de  mens  wuz  totin’  him 
in  de  house,  an’  wuz  shufflin’  de  feets  not  to 
meek  no  noige,  an’  a little  piece  o’  blue  silk 
drapt  out  he  breast  whar  somebody  picked 
up  an’  gin  Miss  Lucy,  Miss  Charlotte  breck 
right  down  agin ; an’  some  on  ’em  say  she 
sutney  did  keer  for  him ; an’  now  when  he 
layin’  upsteairs  dyah  dead,  hit  too  late  for 
him  ever  to  know  it. 

“Well, sub,  I couldn’ teck it indat Marse 
George  and  Reveller  wuz  dead,  an’  jes  den 
somebody  say  Marse  George  done  cornin’ 
to,  an'  dee  gi’  me  so  much  whiskey  I went 
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to  sleep.  An’  next  mornin’  I got  up  an’ 
went  to  Marse  George  room,  an’  see  him 
layin'  dyah  in  de  bed,  wid  lie  face  so  white 
an’ he  eyes  so  tired-lookin’,  an’ he  ain’know 
me  no  mo’  ’n  ef  he  nuver  see  me,  an’  I 
couldti’  stan'  it;  I jes  drap  down  on  de  flo’ 
an’  bust  out  cryin’.  Gord ! suh,  I couldn’ 
help  it,  ’cause  Reveller  wuz  drownded,  an’ 
Marse  George  he  wuz  mos’  gone.  An’  he 
came  nighcr  goin’  y it,  'cause  he  had  sich 
a strain,  an’  been  so  long  in  de  water,  he 
heart  done  got  uurnbed,  an’  he  got  ’lirium, 
an’  all  de  time  he  thought  he  tryin’  to  git 
’cross  de  river  to  see  Miss  Charlotte,  an’  hit 
so  high  he  kyarn  git  dyah.  Hit  sutney 
wuz  pitiful  to  see  him  layin’ dyah  tossin’ 
an’  pitchin’,  not  knowin’  whar  he  wuz,  tell 
it  took  all  Mr.  Braxton  an’  me  could  do  to 
keep  him  in  de  bed,  an’  de  doctors  say  he 
kyarn  hoi’  out  much  longer. 

uAn’  all  dis  time  Miss  Charlotte  she 
wuz  gwine  ’bout  de  house  wid  her  face 
right  white,  an’  Nancy  say  she  don’  do 
nuttin  all  day  long  in  her  room  but  cry 
an’  say  her  pra’rs,  prayin’  for  Marse 
George,  whar  dyin’  upsteairs  by  ’count  o' 
not  knowin'  she  love  him,  an’  I tell  Nan- 
cy how  he  honin’  all  de  time  to  see  her, 
an'  how  he  constaut  callin’  her  name. 


Well,  so  twuz,  tell  he  mos’  done  weah  he- 
self  out;  an'  jes  lay  dyah  wid  his  face 
white  as  de  pillow,  an’  he  gret  pitiful 
eyes  rollin’  ’bout  so  restless,  like  he  still 
lookin'  for  her  whar  he  all  de  timQ  callin’ 
her  name,  an’  kyarn  git  'cross  dat  river  to 
see;  an’ one  evenin’  ’bout  sunset  he  'pear- 
ed  to  be  gwine;  he  weaker'n  he  been  at 
all,  he  ain’  able  to  scuffle  no  mo’,  an’  jes 
layin’  dyah  so  quiet,  an’  presney  he  say, 
lookin’  mighty  wistful, 

“‘Edinburg,  I'm  goin' to-night;  ef  I 
don’  git  ’cross  dis  time,  I'll  gin’t  up.’ 

“Mr.  Braxton  wuz  standin’  nigh  de  head 
o’  de  bed,  an'  he  say,  4 Well,  by  Gord!  he 
shall  see  her !’ — jes  so.  An’  he  went  out  de 
room,  an’  to  Miss  Charlotte  .do’,  an' call 
her,  an’  tell  her  she  got  to  come,  ef  she 
don't,  he’ll  die  dat  night;  an’  fust  thing  I 
know,  Miss  Lucy  bring  Miss  Charlotte  in, 
wid  her  face  right  white,  but  jes  as  tender 
as  a angel's,  an’  she  come  an’  stan’  by  de 
side  de  bed,  an’  lean  down  over  him,  an’ 
call  he  name,  4 George !' — jes  so. 

“An’  Marse  George  he  ain’ answer;  he 
jes  look  at  her  studdy  for  a minute,  an’ 
den  he  forehead  got  smooth,  an’  he  tun 
he  eyes  to  me,  an’  say,  4 Edinburg,  I’m 
’cross.’  ” 
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WHEN  the  sympathetic  listener  to  the 
story  of  the  accident  by  which  a poor 
man's  leg  was  broken  exclaimed,  “I  am  very 
sorry,”  his  companion  asked,  “ How  much  are 
you  sorry  ?”  44  I am  sorry  five  dollars'  worth,” 
he  answered.  The  construction  of  his  sen- 
tence was  faulty,  but  his  meaning  was  very 
plain.  So  if  the  gentle  reader  of  this  Magazine 
should  be  disposed  to  reply  to  the  Easy  Chair’s 
wish  for  a happy  new  year,  44  How  much  do 
you  wish  it?”  the  Easy  Chair  is  quite  ready 
with  its  answer.  The  proof  of  the  sincerity 
of  the  wish  is  shown  by  the  provision  made  by 
the  Magazine  to  make  the  reader’s  new  year 
happy.  The  greeting  is  not  a mere  phrase 
of  compliment,  nor  an  invitation  to  a Barme- 
cide feast,  as  perhaps  the  experience  of  the 
gentle  reader  may  assure  him.  Nor  yet  is  his 
mind  to  be  vexed  with  the  thought  of  a mo- 
notonous entertainment  like  the  French  din- 
ner to  which  the  guest  of  tine  houses  sits  down 
evening  after  evening  in  the  season,  where  the 
usual  truffle  follows  the  customary  pdte  or  fa- 
miliar Jilet,  and  only  the  tabic  service  is  dif- 
ferent, while  the  feast  itself  is  41  another,  yet 
the  same.”  How  often  may  not  that  guest, 
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as  lie  toys  with  his  apple  charlotte  or  his 
Charlotte  de  Rime , recall  that  other  Char- 
lotte, of  England,  of  whom  her  husband  is 
fabled  to  have  said,  when  he  found  her  in  the 
place  of  the  pretty  lady-in-waiting,  4*Dear! 
dear ! nothing  but  old  Charlotte  !” 

If  the  gentle  reader  will  turn  the  page,  lie 
will  find  that  he  has  opened  a door  which  ad- 
mits him  to  the  Editor's  Study.  It  is  a room 
which  he  has  not  seen  before ; an  apartment 
designed  for  his  delight,  as  the  Easy  Chair  is 
intended  for  his  repose;  a retreat  in  which  his 
wakefulness  will  be  as  refreshing  as  his  slum- 
bers in  the  Chair.  It  is  therefore  not  such  an 
addition  to  the  structure  of  the  Magazine  as 
the  mysterious  chamber  with  which  the  worthy 
man  who  late  in  life  joined  the  ancient  Church 
enlarged  his  house,  and  which  his  friend,  mis- 
led by  the  sound  of  words,  declared  to  be  a 
dormitory  for  the  Virgin  Mary.  To  introduce 
the  reader  into  the  Study  is  to  prove  the  sin- 
cerity of  our  wishes  for  a happy  new  year. 
The  genius  loci  who  welcomes  him  is  not  one 
whom  the  guest  has  ignorantly  worshipped, 
but  whose  fine  and  penetrating  power  lias  at 
once  charmed  bis  fancy  and  touched  his  char- 
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acter  and  refined  his  life.  The  Study,  with 
its  interior  decoration  and  its  exterior  pros- 
pects from  the  enchanted  windows,  is  best  de- 
scribed by  its  gracious  occupant.  The  guest 
will  see  that  it  is  of  the  true  modem  taste  and 
style,  which,  as  he  will  correctly  gather  from 
his  host  in  the  Study,  is  a happy  blending  of 
the  best  of  the  old  with  the  best  of  the  new, 
the  Indian  and  Egyptian,  the  Greek  and  Ro- 
manesque and  mediaeval  Gothic,  felicitously 
harmonizing  with  the  latest  Queen  Anne  and 
the  decorated  simplicity  of  the  Main  Street 
bridge  at  Des  Vaches,  Indiana. 

In  these  days,  when  books  issue  from  the 
press  like  the  ancient  hordes  from  the  steppes 
of  Central  Asia,  in  whose  mighty  march  across 
the  globe  renowned  nations  and  famous  places 
are  but  the  names  of  camps  and  tents  of  a 
night,  what  individual  account  of  them  can  be 
kept?  The  hero  who  should  undertake  to 
read  of  that  vast  issue  only  the  novels,  leaving 
all  science,  history,  poetry,  philosophy,  and 
newspapers  untouched,  would  still  propose  to 
drink  the  ocean.  All  that  the  conditions  of 
literature  now  allow  to  the  literary  comer  of 
a monthly  magazine  is  some  hint  of  the  gen- 
eral character  and  course  of  literary  produc- 
tion. If,  then,  a Study  had  been  furnished  in 
which  Faraday  could  have  told  us  every  month 
in  pleasant  chat  something  about  science,  or 
Edmund  Burke,  let  us  say,  had  talked  of  poli- 
ties, or  Coleridge  of  philosophy,  would  there 
have  been  any  club  or  drawing-room  in  famous 
London  more  agreeable? 

Now  a magazine  is  something  of  a club.  Its 
entertainment,  perhaps,  is  almost  as  good  as 
that  of  most  clubs,  except,  of  course,  that  one 
of  which  the  gentle  reader  is,  fortunately  for 
his  fellow-members,  so  bright  an  ornament. 
Here  the  poets  sing,  and  the  travellers  tell  their 
wonderful  tales,  and  the  novelist  lays  upon  us 
his  magic  spell,  and  the  naturalist  reveals  his 
beautiful  secrets,  and  the  mysteries  of  mechan- 
ics are  made  plain  by  the  inventor,  and  the 
world’s  general  progress  is  noted  by  the  “in- 
telligent gentleman”  who  hides  his  name  but 
not  his  wisdom.  They  all  meet  in  the  spa- 
cious common  hall,  and  the  murmur  of  their 
voices  is  very  musical. 

But  if  you  choose  to  slip  quietly  away  up 
into  the  cozy  little  Study,  you  will  find  as 
wrarm  a welcome  and  another  monologue.  For 
possibly  one  special  advantage  of  this  maga- 
ziuc  club  over  all  others  is  that  the  speaker 
can  not  be  interrupted.  You  may,  indeed,  cut 
short  his  eloquence  by  running  away,  but  it 
is  your  only  method  of  escape — What  is  that? 
You  are  taking  the  hint  and  your  hat,  and  are 
making  for  the  door  of  the  Study  ? Farewell, 
then — and  so,  indeed,  you  are  sure  to  fare  in 
that  retreat.  As  you  listen  you  will  wonder, 
as  we  always  wonder  when  a good  thing  is 
done  for  the  first  time,  why  it  was  not  done 
long  ago.  The  new  room  in  the  old  house  al- 
ways seems  to  be  the  best  room.  Farewell, 
and  the  Easy  Chair  says  it  with  a clear  con- 
science, because  it  know^s  that  you  are  about 
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to  prove  the  sincerity  of  its  wish  to  every  read- 
er of  the  old  Magaziue  for  a happy  new  year. 

The  second  destruction  of  the  monument  to 
Andr6  at  Tappan  is  a curious  illustration  of 
the  lingering  hostility  to  England  which  was 
familiar  to  school-boys  forty  or  fifty  years  ago, 
and  which  was  expressed  in  their  hearty  dis- 
like of  “ the  redcoats.’’  The  “ scarlet  regi- 
mentals” of  the  British  troops  made  a pro- 
found impression  upon  the  colonial  mind,  and 
the  bitter  feeling  was  fostered  and  transmitted 
for  many  a year,  although  recently  it  has  gen- 
erally disappeared.  Indeed,  of  late  years  the 
eminent  Englishmen  who  have  come  among 
us  have  been  received  with  the  utmost  cor- 
diality, and  the  “ redcoat”  sentiment  has  found 
no  expression  except  in  the  perfunctory  and 
Pickwickian  denunciation  ot  England  with 
the  purpose  of  political  effect  upon  less  intelli- 
gent citizens. 

Such  an  incident  as  the  repeated  demolition 
of  the  Andr6  monument,  how  ever,  is  a revela- 
tion of  the  feeling  to  which  the  political  ap- 
peal is  made.  It  is  not,  indeed,  clear  wdiether 
the  particular  incident  is  a sign  of  the  old 
American  dislike  of  England  or  of  the  Irish 
enmity,  but  whether  the  one  or  the  other,  it  is 
equally  hostility  to  England.  The  friendly 
regard  for  our  English  kindred,  however,  is 
even  more  significant.  No  man  could  be  re- 
ceived in  a foreign  country  with  more  hearty 
welcome  and  general  good -will  than  Dean 
Stanley  in  the  United  States,  and  it  was  to 
some  expression  of  his  that  the  Andr£  monu- 
ment owed  its  erection.  No  receut  visitor  has 
been  more  warmly  greeted  than  Canon  Farrar, 
yet  it  w-as  just  after  his  visit  to  the  monument 
that  it  was  again  destroyed.  The  w elcome  of 
both  Englishmen  was  open,  general,  and  gen- 
erous. The  demolition  of  the  monument  was 
clandestine,  like  a crime,  and  may  have  been 
the  wrork  of  a half-dozen  persons,  unsustained 
by  the  sentiment  of  the  community,  wdiich, 
indeed,  has  protested  in  a public  meeting 
against  the  destruction  of  the  memorial. 

It  must  be  confessed,  however,  that  the 
choice  of  an  Englishman  to  be  honored  by  a 
memorial  was  singularly  made.  Andr6  W’as  a 
spy,  and  however  devoted  and  heroic  a spy  in 
war  may  be,  he  is  always  peculiarly  detested 
by  the  other  side.  Nathan  Hale  was  also  a 
spy.  But  his  name  is  honored,  because  he  un- 
dertook by  a ruse  which  is  always  pardonable 
in  war  to  serve  his  country  by  penetrating  the 
camp  of  the  enemy.  Amite  was  an  agent  to 
deni  secretly  with  a soldier  to  betray  his  trust. 
When  the  plot  was  discovered  he  behaved 
like  a man,  and  met  his  death  bravely.  But 
Washington  did  not  doubt  the  nature  of  his 
act ; and  while  no  sinister  motive  of  any  kind 
can  be  attributed  to  him,  it  was  not  a deed  or 
a man  to  select  for  especial  commemoration 
and  honor. 

Moreover,  the  memorial,  as  is  understood, 
was,  at  least,  suggested,  not  by  an  American, 
but  by  a countryman  of  Andte’s.  Had  it  been 
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a spontaneous  American  impulse,  tlie  result 
might  have  been  respected.  But  while  the 
story  of  Andr6  is  very  pathetic,  and  his  fate 
was"  tragical,  the  selection  of  him  especially 
among  Englishmen  for  this  kind  of  distinc- 
tion seems  to  be  unnatural.  England  un- 
doubtedly now  honors  the  memory  of  Wash- 
ington; but  she  will  hardly  build  his  monu- 
ment in  Westminster  Abbey. 

If  among  Englishmen  of  the  time  of  the 
Revolution  we  are  signally  to  distinguish  any 
one,  it  should  be  William  Pitt,  who  rejoiced 
that  Boston  had  resisted,  or — pardoning  the 
bull — the  Irishman  Edmund  Burke,  who  made 
the  great  plea  for  conciliation,  and  portrayed 
w ith  immortal  eloquence  American  energy  and 
character.  They  were  never  in  America,  in- 
deed. That  is  true,  and  they  are  therefore 
not  associated  with  the  Hudson  and  with  the 
blackest  event  of  the  war,  like  AndrA  No  one 
surely  would  flout  the  young  man’s  memory. 
No  soldier  who  was  not  a brave  man  would 
have  undertaken  the  service  which  brought 
him  to  his  death.  He  undertook  it  with  no 
sense  of  dishonor  or  wrong,  aud  he  paid  the 
utmost  penalty  with  a simple  heroism  which 
1ms  naturally  made  his  story  a romance.  So 
it  w ill  be  always  told,  nor  will  any  generous 
American  object. 

It  is  not  surprising  that  the  tragedy  should 
have  touched  the  heart  of  the  kindly  Dean, 
and  that  he  should  feel  that  a monument  upon 
the  spot  would  be  a memorial  not  only  of  per- 
sonal heroism,  but  of  peace  between  kindred 
people,  and  of  a high  and  unusual  sentiment 
of  forgiveness  and  fraternity.  But  that  is  an 
instinct  which  makes  the  suggestion  jar  upon 
the  sense  of  fitness.  We  have  forgiven  the 
old  King,  our  most  implacable  foe,  and  wTe  ac- 
knowledge his  purblind  sincerity,  and  his  hon- 
est and  queer  superstition  about  his  corona- 
tion oath,  which  seemed  to  constrain  him  to 
every  kind  of  injustice  and  wrong.  None 
could  have  felt  more  deeply  than  Americans 
the  sublime  pathos  of  Thackeray’s  concluding 
words  in  his  lecture  upon  the  third  George: 
History  does  not  show  a more  tragical,  a more 
mournful  figure.  We  own  it  w illingly,  we  for- 
give him  freely  and  fully,  but  we  will  not  raise 
a statue  to  commemorate  our  forgiveness  and 
our  pity. 

The  Andr6  monument  is  overthrown,  not 
openly  and  by  the  will  of  the  community,  but 
stealthily,  and  in  a way  which  showed  a con- 
sciousness of  crime.  It  was  an  outrage  and  a 
wrong  to  the  good  name  of  the  neighborhood. 

But  it  W'ould  be  better  not  to  rebuild  it. 

• 

John  Bull  often  laughs  at  some  eccentric 
use  of  the  language,  some  uncouth  phrase  or 
apparent  slang,  froifi  his  cousin  Jonathan, 
when,  after  all,  it  turns  out  to  be  a Yorkshire 
or  a Shropshire  form  of  speech,  which  either 
has  been  long  latent  in  the  transatlantic 
branch,  and  comes  out  at  last  like  invisible 
writing  before  a fire,  or  is  a usage  as  old  as 
the  English  settlement,  but  which  has  been 
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only  recently  traced  back  again  to  the  mother 
country.  American  women  are  thought  to  be 
very  44  queer”  in  many  ways,  wdien  tried  by  the 
conventional  standards  of  other  countries. 
Nothing  could  be  queerer  than  Daisy  Miller 
to  Mrs.  General  precisely  pouring  prunes  and 
prisms  from  her  proper  moutn.  Nothing, 
also,  would  seem  to  be  queerer  to  the  typical 
respectable  British  matron  than  many  of  the 
excellent  American  champions  of  the  rights 
of  their  own  sex. 

But  while  that  matron  would  look  aghast 
upon  one  of  her  own  sex  making  a stump- 
speech,  and  would  doubtless  murmur,  “How 
painfully  American  1”  the  Easy  Chair  recently 
pointed  out  that  nothing  could  seem  to  an 
American  lady  more  extraordinary  than  the 
spectacle  of  the  wife  of  a candidate  for  Con-  0 
gress  driving  with  election  flags  and  ribbons 
from  house  to  house  soliciting  votes  for  her 
husband.  Yet  this  wyns  the  44  queer”  spectacle 
offered  by  the  wife  of  Lord  Randolph  Church- 
ill in  the  early  summer,  and  the  fact  that  she 
w’as  an  American  made  no  difference.  She 
wTould  certainly  not  have  done  the  same  thing 
here,  and  doubtless  she  shares  the  feeling  of 
repulsion  with  which  so  many  American  la- 
dies regard  the  assertion  of  the  right  of  do- 
ing what  she  did.  Lady  Churchill  was  stump- 
ing for  her  husband.  It  was  not 44  queer”  in 
England,  and  it  show’s  that  the  brow  of  the 
respectable  British  matron  should  not  be  lifted 
at  the 44  female  champion  of  her  sex”  in  Amer- 
ica, because  she  is  plainly  a British  survival, 
like  the  local  phrase  or  word. 

The  same  interesting  fact  is  illustrated  in 
other  wTays.  John  Bull  at  his  London  club, 
like  young  Bull  Calf  at  his  club  in  New  York, 
is  shocked  by  the  vulgarity  and  44  blackguard- 
ism” of  American  politics.  It  strikes  him  as 
very  undignified,  and  lie  sighs  to  think  44  it 
is  so  transatlantic.”  Is  it?  Is  it  peculiarly 
American  ? Not  at  all ; it  is  only  a survival 
of  the  dear  mother  country.  To  one  wTho  re- 
calls Hogarth,  and  remembers  Grant's  Random 
Recollection*  of  the  llouse  of  Commons,  and  Dis- 
raeli’s and  Bulwer's  and  Dickens's  stories,  aud 
wrho  has  dipped  a little  into  English  political 
and  party  history,  nothing  is  more  queer  than 
that  John  Bull  should  think  vulgarity  and 
blackguardism  and  worse,  in  an  electoral  cam- 
paign, to  be  so  American  and  queer. 

The  other  evening,  in  an  ordinary  election 
campaign,  such  as  that  which  is  just  ended  in 
England,  poor  Lord  Lome,  the  Queen’s  son- 
in-law,  was  assailed  with  such  uproar,  aud 
even  with  eggs,  so  furiously,  that  he  escaped 
from  the  platform,  and  ran,  dripping,  through 
a heavy  rain  to  the  railroad  station,  and  shook 
the  mud  of  the  town  from  off  his  feet.  Now 
as  the  conduct  of  the  wife  of  Lord  Churchill, 
upon  which  this  Chair  passes  no  judgment, 
however  familiar  and  acceptable  in  England, 
wrould  have  been  thought  superlatively  queer 
in  the  United  States,  so  the  vituperative  vigor 
of  English  political  speaking  is  unparalleled 
here,  and  as  proceeding  from  a realm  in  which 
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election  vulgarity  is  thought  to  be  so  Ameri- 
can, it  is  undeniably  queer. 

The  appearance  of  a high  dignitary  of  the 
Episcopal  Church  upon  the  party  stump  on 
this  side  of  the  water  would  be  an  extraordi- 
nary and  almost  an  unprecedented  event.  But 
that,  if  he  appeared,  such  an  ecclesiastic  should 
apeak  of  an  opponent  as  the  Venerable  Arch- 
deacon George  Anthony  Denison,  of  Taunton, 
in  England,  recently  spoke  of  Mr.  Gladstone, 
is  incredible.  The  reverend  gentleman  said: 
“I  have  known  Mr.  Gladstone  forty-live  years, 
but  I would  not  trust  him  with  a ‘brass  far- 
thing.’ The  Whigs  nightly  before  sleeping 
express  the  hope  that  something  will  happen 
to  Air.  Gladstone  before  morning.”  Can  we 
figure  Bishop  Littlejohn,  or  Bishop  or  Assist- 
ant Bishop  Potter,  or  Bishop  Doanc,  or  Bishop 
Huntington,  or  Bishop  Coxe,  all  of  them  New 
York  ecclesiastics,  cither  speaking  upon  the 
stump  at  all,  or  under  any  conceivable  circum- 
stances talking  in  that  strain  of  any  opponent? 
It  i9  certainly  very  queer,  and  we  sigh  deeply 
to  think  how  English  it  is. 

Professor  Tyndall  also  took  part  in  the  late 
Parliamentary  campaign,  so  far  as  to  write  a 
letter  declining  to  stand  for  a seat.  In  the 
letter,  referring  to  events  in  the  Soudan,  he 
too  said  of  Mr.  Gladstone : 44  If  there  be  a day 
of  retribution  for  the  misdeeds  of  men,  I would 
not  willingly  accompany  to  the  judgment-seat 
the  unpurged  spirits  of  those  who  were  re- 
sponsible for  the  bloodshed  in  the  Soudan. 
It  was  a damning  and  damnable  business  from 
beginning  to  end.  Yet  the  man  who  is  an- 
swerable beyond  all  others  for  this  waste  of 
blood,  who  sent  Gordon  to  the  wilds  and  there 
abandoned  him  to  death  and  mutilation,  now 
dares  to  talk  to  the  people  of  Midlothian  as  if 
no  fleck  rested  upon  his  workmanship.”  That 
is  as  bitter  as  anything  that  has  been  said 
upon  the  American  stump  for  many  a year. 
Our  personality  and  invective  and  extrava- 
gance at  elections  are  only  a survival  of  queer- 
ness. Our  fathers  brought  them  in  the  blood 
when  they  left  England.  They  are  a common 
heritage  of  the  race,  and  not  distinctively  44  so 
American,”  after  all. 

So  in  the  very  points  upon  which  we  natu- 
rally criticise  each  other  is  our  kinship  beyond 
the  sea  established.  The  Eatanswill  Gazette 
and  the  Eatanswill  Independent  are  perfectly 
familiar  journals  to  American  experience,  just 
as  the  reckless  personalities  of  the  stump  are 
indigenous  to  English  elections.  Instead  of 
sneering  and  reviling  each  other,  suppose  that 
wc  both  reform  ourselves.  It  is  true  that  if 
we  try  it  wc  shall  be  smitten  with  another 
sneer.  We  shall  be  sentenced  at  once  as  pur- 
ists and  Pharisees.  For  this  also  is  among 
the  traditions  of  the  English-speaking  race — 
a survival  of  queerness — that  in  a company  of 
Munchausens  the  man  who  proposes  to  tell 
the  truth  insults  all  the  rest,  and  is  called  to 
account  as  a sanctimonious  impostor. 

The  average  opinion  and  conduct,  in  a coun- 
try where  the  majority  i9  supreme,  naturally 
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hold  that  they  are  right,  for  the  very  reason 
that  they  are  the  average,  while  the  44  other 
fellow”  is  wrong,  because  he  is  not  the  major- 
ity. The  consequent  tendency  is  illustrated 
by  the  exhortation  of  the  citizen  who,  over- 
come with  liquor,  was  sitting  in  the  middle  of 
the  street,  and  as  the  crowd  of  respectable 
passengers  looked  at  him  in  the  dirt  with 
disgust,  he  beamed  at  them  blandly  and  said, 
persuasively,  “Fellow -citizens,  let  us  all  sit 
down !” 


A correspondent  asks  the  Easy  Chair  a very 
delicate  question,  namely,  whether  it  is  of  opin- 
ion that  a young  poet  who  sends  his  verses 
to  an  older  and  famous  author  to  read  and 
criticise  may  implicitly  trust  the  reply  that  he 
receives.  The  Easy  Chair  ha9  no  authority  to 
speak  for  old  and  famous  authors;  but  it  will 
venture  to  reply  that  if  the  young  poet — for 
such  it  naturally  supposes  its  correspondent 
to  be — will  scan  the  reply  carefully,  he  will 
see  that  it  generally  expresses  sympathy  and 
good  feeling  and  appreciation  of  a worthy  en- 
deavor, rather  than  a critical  opinion. 

The  older  and  more  renowned  authors  in 
this  country  are  and  have  generally  been  a 
singularly  courteous  and  friendly  body,  espe- 
cially to  their  younger  brethren  in  the  craft. 
Irving  and  Longfellow  were  the  soul  of  sweet- 
ness to  all  cornel’s.  Their  urbanity  to  bores 
was  marvellous.  When  one  day  an  admirer 
of  the  gentler  sex  arrived  at  the  Cragie  house 
attended  by  a piano,  upon  which  she  pro- 
posed to  accompany  her  singing  of  some  of 
the  poet’s  songs,  his  bland  benignity  did  not 
fail,  and  she  received  the  welcome  that  made 
light  and  music  in  her  memory  forever  after. 

Those  who  marked  this  untiring  courtesy 
of  the  poet  to  curious  intruders  of  every  kind, 
which  was  a beautiful  form  of  charity,  often  . 
recalled  Longfellow’s  story  of  his  first  resi- 
dence in  the  house  while  Mrs.  Cragie  still  oc- 
cupied it.  She  was  a stately  lady  of  the  old 
school,  who  lived  withdrawn  from  the  world, 
and  cherished  her  own  whims  and  fancies. 
One  day  the  young  lodger  came  into  her  par- 
lor and  found  her  sitting  by  the  open  window 
reading  the  Bible,  while  canker-worms  from 
the  trees  outside  were  crawling  upon  her  dress 
and  hanging  from  her  white  turban.  The 
young  man  proposed  to  remove  them ; but  the 
grave  old  lady  raised  her  eyes  calmly  and  said 
to  him,  “ Why,  sir,  they  are  our  fellow-worms, 
and  have  as  good  a right  to  live  as  we.”  We 
have  heard,  and  nothing  i9  more  probable,  that 
the  last  guests  whom  the  poet  received  in  his 
study  were  two  lads  from  Boston  who  came 
to  pay  their  affectionate  homage  to  the  man 
whom  they  revered.  He  wrote  his  name  for 
them,  and  sent  them  away  with  his  benedic- 
tion. If  the  story  is  not  true,  it  is  entirely 
characteristic,  because  he  was  always  doing 
such  acts  of  grace  and  tender  consideration. 

Meanwhile  our  correspondent  is  patiently 
waiting.  But  perhaps  he  forecasts  the  answer 
to  his  question.  The  young  poet  who  asks 
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the  elder’s  opinion  of  his  verses  is  one  of  those 
lads.  His  inquiry  is  a form  of  expressing  re- 
spect and  gratitude;  and  the  old  poet  writes 
his  name  and  lays  his  hand  kindly  upon  the 
younger  head.  Perhaps  he  does  it  by  saying 
that  the  verses  show  poetic  feeling  and  facil- 
ity, and  that  he  finds  happy  lines  and  a plea- 
sant music,  and  that  his  young  friend  has  un- 
doubtedly discovered  that  writing  poetry  is 
its  own  exceeding  great  reward.  They  are 
words  of  cordial  sympathy  and  encouragement, 
and  they  honestly  mean  what  they  say.  They 
do  not  salute  the  writer  as  a great  poet,  nor 
in  any  way  do  they  deceive  or  mislead  him. 
They  express  a sincere  good* will,  and  un- 
doubtedly lie  will  find  that  they  do  no  more. 

Now  the  young  poet  ought  not  to  make 
such  a letter  mean  more  than  it  does  mean. 
Because  he  is  not  told  that  he  is  a mere  mock- 
ing-bird, that  rhyming  is  poor  business,  and 
he  had  better  dig  ditches  than  cultivate  the 
noxious  habit,  or  because  he  is  not  stung  with 
sneers  or  riddled  with  sarcasms,  he  ought  not 
to  suppose  that  he  is  advised  to  regard  him- 
self as  a poet,  and  enter  at  once  upon  a lit- 
erary career.  Under  this  illusion  he  might 
inclose  a poem  to  the  editor,  with  the  elder 
poet's  letter  as  his  credential.  But  such  let- 
ters are,  in  the  language  of  “the  street,”  “pa- 
per” with  which  the  editor  is  accustomed  to 
deal.  He  understands  it  fully.  Indeed — who 
knows?— he  may  have  written  such  letters 
himself,  and  he  comprehends  their  exact  value, 
namely,  that  they  are  kind  words  of  sympathy 
and  nothing  more. 

Besides,  an  editor  knows  what  he  wants  and 
the  poet  does  not.  Were  the  poet  an  editor, 
he  would  decline  respectfully  the  very  verses 
which,  as  he  has  truly  written  to  the  author, 
show  a very  sweet  poetic  feeling.  Again,  an 
editor — such  is  the  mystery  of  the  craft — de- 
clines a poem  to-day  because  he  accepted  a 
poorer  one  yesterday.  The  w ine  that  is  pour- 
ed when  the  beaker  is  full  may  be  the  very 
warm  south  itself,  but  it  necessarily  flow’s  away 
and  is  lost.  When  the  young  poet  has  dipped 
his  cup  in  Castaly,  and  brings  the  precious 
liquid  to  the  editor,  let  him  not  forget  that 
the  vessel  which  is  filled  to  the  brim  can  not 
be  fuller. 

The  young  poet,  indeed,  did  not  ask  about 
the  editor,  but  as  he  often  requests  the  elder 
poet’s  opinion  that  he  may  bespeak  favor  from 
the  terrible  Rhadamanthus  of  a magazine,  the 
answer  is  not  altogether  irrelevant  to  the  ques- 
tion. Perhaps,  also,  it  is  because  he  has  found 
that  the  letter  is  not  an  open  sesame  to  the  ma- 
gic grotto  that  he  inquires  a little  skeptically 
whether  it  is  sincere.  He  need  not  be  trou- 
bled. There  is  no  sincerer  feeling  than  that 
with  which  the  veteran  greets  the  young  re- 
cruit. But  the  youth  must  remember  that  the 
friendly  salute  does  not  commission  him  major- 
general  even  by  brevet. 


Forty  years  ago  the  American  traveller  in 
Europe  often  read  upon  the  hotel  register  the 
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names  of  fellow'-countrymen  who  were  record- 
ed as  coming,  not  from  the  United  States,  but 
from  South  Carolina  or  Alabama  or  Missis- 
sippi. It  was  somew’hat  as  if  the  English 
tourist  should  enter  his  name  at  the  Windsor 
or  the  Albemarle  or  the  Fifth  Avenue  as  from 
Kent  or  Cornwall  or  Durham.  At  home,  in- 
deed, such  a manner  of  describing  his  resi- 
dence wrould  have  been  natural  enough  for 
any  American,  but  in  Europe  it  was  resented 
by  the  American  who  instinctively  felt  that  in 
a foreign  country  every  citizen  of  the  Union 
should  use  the  generic  name  by  which  we  are 
all  known. 

There  was  another  disagreeable  impression 
arising  from  this  habit.  When  an  American 
in  distant  lands  described  himself  as  of  Geor- 
gia or  Arkansas  there  was  an  apparent  will- 
ingness to  drop  the  collective  and  national 
name,  as  if  he  preferred  the  local  and  provin- 
cial distinction.  In  the  political  situation  at 
that  time,  also,  when  the  sectional  lines  wTerc 
deeply  drawn,  there  was  an  air  of  defiance  in 
calling  yourself  a Carolinian  or  a Floridian 
instead  of  an  American ; and  as  the  local  name 
was,  of  course,  generally  unknown  in  those 
foreign  parts,  the  record  w*as  presumptively 
made  with  the  purpose  of  asserting  the  dogma 
of  State  sovereignty  against  any  other  fellow- 
countryman  who  took  another  view  of  the 
question,  and  who  upon  his  travels  might 
chance  to  peruse  the  page.  There  was  prob- 
ably a keen  pleasure  in  a bravado  which  was 
unintelligible  to  everybody  except  those  for 
whom  it  was  especially  designed. 

These  are  recollections  of  a time  long  past, 
and  of  a situation  happily  vanished  forever. 
But  however  defiant  and  belligerent  the  pur- 
pose of  the  record  may  have  been,  it  is  none 
the  less  true  that  its  form  expressed  one  of  the 
most  interesting  and  significant  facts  in  our 
political  system — that  each  State  in  the  Union 
is  in  very  truth  an  imperium  in  imperio.  The 
arbitrary  and  invisible  lines  that  divide  the 
States,  although  they  are  overrun  in  every  di- 
rection by  railways,  and  are  totally  unmarked 
by  custom-houses  or  by  changes  of  language 
or  costume,  and  are,  in  fact,  all  dissolved  in 
one  general  and  supreme  authority,  yet  all  in- 
close a certain  local  life,  with  notable  char- 
acteristics, and  each  State  community  has  its 
peculiar  traditions  and  habits  and  phrases, 
and  its  distinguished  men  and  women.  But 
its  traditions  and  reputations  are  strictly  lo- 
cal. They  do  not  pass  the  lines,  but  are  per- 
manent within  them. 

This  fact  of  an  actual  local  distinction,  and 
the  sense  of  it,  and  the  careful  and  even  ag- 
gressive cultivation  of  it  for  specific  political 
and  sectional  purposes,  made  the  Mississip- 
pian’s  wish  to  record  the  State  from  which 
lie  came  something  more  than  an  affectation. 
To  be  a Mississippian  was.  indeed,  to  be  an 
American,  but  a very  different  American  from 
the  Vermonter.  A very  pleasant  illustration 
of  this  separate  and  individual  life  of  the 
States  is  furnished  by  Mr.  Abrahap].  Payne,  an 
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eminent  leader  of  his  profession  in  Rhode  Isl- 
and, who  “in  the  fallow  leisure  of  his  life” 
writes  in  a colloquial  and  simple  way  about 
the  noted  Rhode  Island  lawyers  of  his  time. 
To  read  his  book  is  like  sitting  in  his  office 
and  listening  to  the  friendly  talk  of  a veteran 
about  his  contemporaries,  for  however  keen 
his  tongue  may  have  been  thought  to  be  by 
his  opponents  at  the  bar,  and  however  satir- 
ical his  humor,  it  is  plain  when  he  begins  to 
speak  of  his  comrades  and  elders  at  the  bar 
that  his  memory  throws  upon  them  a pensive 
light  of  tenderness,  and  that  only  the  honey 
of  the  bee  lingers  upon  his  lips. 

Mr.  Payne  tells  some  excellent  stories,  for 
the  recollections  of  every  lawyer  of  experience 
and  a shrewd  sense  of  humor  must  necessarily 
teem  with  them.  An  epigram  of  a Rhode 
Island  magistrate.  Judge  Shearman,  goes  far 
to  justify  the  saying  of  a Massachusetts  law- 
yer, that  genius  is  less  gift  than  industry.  A 
lazy  lawyer  was  ridiculing  the  restless  activ- 
ity of  a younger  brother,  when  the  judge  dry- 
ly remarked,  “Well,  well,  an  engine  of  one- 
cat-power  running  all  the  time  will  do  more 
work  than  an  engine  of  forty  horse- power 
standing  still”  Many  names  are  mentioned 
which  are  entirely  meaningless  outside  of  the 
limits  of  little  Rhode  Island,  but  which  are 
full  of  significance  there,  and  intimately  asso- 
ciated with  the  history  and  life  of  the  State. 

The  book,  indeed,  is  a striking  illustration 
of  our  present  text.  Despite  the  feeling  with 
which  the  fellow- citizen  from  Virginia  or 
Louisiana  recorded  that  fact  upon  the  inno- 
cent hotel  register  at  Interlachen  or  drowsy 
Pisa,  as  if  it  were  a resounding  challenge  to 
all  caitiff  Americans  of  another  mind,  it  is 
true  that  this  local  vigor  makes  the  collective 
strength,  and  that  State  pride  begets  national 
power.  But  the  gentleman  from  the  banks  of 
the  Red  River,  or  at  the  coniuence  of  the 
Ashley  and  the  Cooper,  stood  so  erect  that 
he  leaned  backward,  and  naturally  lost  his 
balance. 

Yet  it  is  the  spirit  and  the  tradition  which 
appeared  in  that  defiant  register,  and  which 
gives  a racy  local  charm  to  Mr.  Payne’s  Remi- 
niscences, which  make  an  unwise  centralization 
impossible,  and  explain  the  profound  political 
truth  of  our  national  legend,  Epluribus  unum . 


Mr.  Parnell  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  per- 
sonages of  the  time.  There  are  not  many  at 
any  time,  and  they  do  not  always  pass  into 
the  Pantheon  when  they  die.  Lord  Beacons- 
field  was  unquestionably  one  toward  the  close 
of  his  career,  but  he  will  hardly  remain,  like 
Chatham  and  Burke.  Mr.  Parnell,  however, 
although  an  active  figure  in  contemporary 
politics,  and  therefore,  like  all  such  figures, 
somewhat  belittled  by  imperfect  knowledge, 
has  apparently  an  extraordinary  opportunity. 
The  man  who  brings  the  long  and  trying  Irish 
and  English  question  to  a satisfactory  conclu- 
sion will  be  associated  with  a great  historic 
event  and  become  a historical  figure. 
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At  this  moment  Mr.  Parnell  holds  an  actual 
power  in  Ireland  which  is  perhaps  essentially 
greater  than  that  held  by  Mr.  Gladstone  in 
England  or  by  Bismarck  in  Germany,  because 
it  rests  upon  the  virtually  undivided  confi- 
dence of  his  countrymen.  Both  Gladstone 
and  Bismarck  hold  their  own  against  large 
and  organized  parties.  But  while  the  Ulster 
Irishmen  do  not  all  follow  Parnell,  the  over- 
whelming drift  of  Irish  sympathy  is  with  him. 

He  has  virtually  dictated  the  selection  of  al- 
most all  of  the  Irish  members  of  Parliament, 
and  they  are  all  pledged  to  obey  him.  One 
correspondent  calls  lnm  the  most  powerful 
Irish  leader  since  the  Conquest.  It  is  certain 
that  with  little  of  the  eloquence  or  the  per- 
sonal popular  charm  which  have  distinguished 
the  Irish  leaders  since  Flood,  he  is  stronger 
than  any,  and  the  hope  which  has  inspired 
them  all,  and  which  lias  survived  centuries  of 
apparent  hopelessness,  seems  about  to  be  ful- 
filled by  the  cool,  dry,  impassive  Parnell. 

His  skill  has  been  shown  by  his  use  of  his 
opportunities.  Clearly  to  perceive  the  situa- 
tion, and  thoroughly  to  comprehend  your  re- 
sources and  the  effective  way  of  applying  them, 
is  the  secret  of  leadership  in  state  craft  as  else- 
where. Parnell  believes  that  every  advantage, 
or,  as  he  holds,  every  right,  of  Ireland  has  been 
extorted  from  England  by  annoying  her.  He 
knew  the  bitter  conflict  of  parties  in  England, 
and  he  saw  that  the  Irish  vote  holds  the  bal- 
ance of  power  in  Parliament.  To  make  that 
vote  absolutely  his  own  ; to  cast  it  solidly  for 
any  man  or  party  or  policy  which  should  fa- 
vor his  policy  in  Ireland ; to  use  it  with  both 
parties  as  a threat  or  a bribe ; to  master  par- 
liamentary lawf  so  as  to  obstruct  legislation  le- 
gally ; in  a word,  to  make  the  success  of  either 
party  dependent  upon  him  — this  lias  been 
his  aim,  and  he  has  apparently  accomplished 
his  purpose. 

Organized  insurrection  he  ha9  repressed. 
Boycotting  and  individual*  crimes  he  has  not 
condemned,  thinking,  probably,  that  while 
savagely  denounced  by  tiie  English  press  they 
wrould  be  interpreted  by  English  intelligence 
as  incidents  inseparable  from  individual  wrong 
and  national  oppression.  Mr.  Purnell's  has 
been  a deliberate,  well  - considered  course. 
Persistence  in  it  has  carried  him  steadily  for- 
ward. There  is  no  rival  near  the  throne.  His 
actual  ascendency  was  strikingly  shown  at 
Mayo,  where  he  persuaded  a community  re- 
solved to  support  a certain  candidate  to  set 
him  aside,  and  unanimously  and  enthusiastic- 
ally to  support  Mr.  Parnell’s  choice. 

Heis indeed  an  uncrowned  king,  and  should 
he  die,  there  is  no  one  to  take  up  his  sceptic. 

No  fabulous  monarch  of  Tara's  Hall,  no  lord 
of  the  round  towers,  no  w ild  Celtic  chieftain, 
was  so  powerful  a ruler.  A short  time  will 
show  whether  his  power  also,  like  the  harp 
of  Tam,  will  be  unstrung,  and  his  deeds  re- 
main buried,  resultless,  under  the  stream  of 
time,  like  those  stern  round  towers  of  other 
days. 
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I. 

THERE  are  few  words  so  sympathetically 
compliant  with  a varied  need  as  the  word 
used  to  conceal  the  real  character  of  this  new 
department  of  the  New  Monthly . In  almost 
every  dwelling  of  any  pretensions  to  taste  there 
is  nowadays  a study,  charmingly  imagined  by 
the  architect  and  prettily  equipped  by  the  do- 
mestic powers,  where  the  master  of  the  house 
lounges  away  his  leisure,  scanty  or  abundant, 
and  nobody  apparently  studies.  From  a very 
early  time,  or  at  least  from  the  opening  of  the 
present  genteel  period  when  the  whole  race 
began  to  put  ou  airs  of  intellectual  refinement, 
the  “study”  has  been  known;  and  even  in 
the  Book  cf  Snobs  we  read  of  Major  Ponto's 
study,  where  “ the  library  consisted  mostly  of 
boots,”  gardening  tools,  fishing-rods,  whips, 
spurs,  and  pots  of  blacking ; and  such  branches 
of  literary  inquiry  were  discussed  as  the  fate 
of  the  calf  or  the  sentence  of  the  pig.  This, 
to  be  sure,  was  the  study  of  a country  gentle- 
man, and  the  study  of  an  editor  of  such  a 
magazine  as  ours  is  necessarily  somewhat  dif- 
ferent, though  its  appointments  are  equally  ex- 
pressive, we  hope,  of  cultivated  pursuits.  It 
is,  in  any  case,  not  at  all  the  kind  of  place 
which  the  reader,  with  his  mind  full  of  the 
Grub  Street  traditions  of  literature,  would 
fancy — a narrow  den  at  the  top  of  the  house, 
where  the  occupant,  piled  about  with  books 
and  proofs  and  manuscripts,  darkles  in  a cloud 
blown  from  his  own  cigar.  The  real  editor, 
before  whom  contributors  tremble,  may  be 
something  like  this  in  his  habitat  and  envi- 
ronment; but  the  unreal  editor,  the  airy,  elu- 
sive abstraction  who  edits  the  Study,  is  quite 
another  character,  and  is  fittingly  circum- 
stanced. Heavy  rugs  silence  the  foot  upon 
his  floor;  nothing  but  the  costliest  master- 
pieces gleam  from  his  walls ; the  best  of  the 
old  literatures,  in  a subtly  chorded  harmony 
of  bindings,  make  music  to  the  eye  from  his 
shelves,  and  the  freshest  of  the  new  load  his 
richly  carved  mahogany  table.  His  vast  win- 
dows of  flawless  plate  look  out  upon  the  con- 
fluent waters  of  the  Hudson  and  the  Charles, 
with  expanses,  in  the  middle  distance,  of  the 
Mississippi,  the  Great  Lakes,  and  the  Gold- 
en Gate,  and  in  the  background  the  misty 
line  of  the  Thames,  with  reaches  of  the  re- 
moter Seine,  and  glints  of  the  Tiber’s  yellow 
tide.  The  peaks  of  the  Apennines,  dreamily 
blending  with  those  of  the  Sierras,  form  the 
vanishing-point  of  the  delicious  perspective; 
and  we  need  not  say  that  the  edifice  in  which 
this  study  luxuriously  lurks  commands  the  very 
best  view  of  the  Washington  Monument  and 
the  two-pair-front  of  the  national  Capitol.  As 
a last  secret  we  will  own  that  the  edifice  is  an 
American  architect’s  adaptation  of  a design 
by  the  poet  Ariosto,  who  for  reasons  of  econ- 
omy built  himself  a very  small  house  in  a back 
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street  of  Ferrara,  while  he  lavished  his  palaces 
on  the  readers  of  his  poetry  at  no  expense  to 
himself ; it  was  originally  in  the  Spanish  taste, 
but  the  architect  has  added  some  touches  of 
the  new  Renaissance,  and  has  done  what  he 
could  to  impart  a colonial  flavor  to  the  whole. 

In  such  keeping,  the  editor  of  the  Study 
proposes  to  sit  at  tine  ease,  and  talk  over  with 
the  reader — who  will  always  be  welcome  here 
— such  matters  of  literary  interest  as  may  come 
up  from  time  to  time,  whether  suggested  by 
the  new  books  of  the  day  or  other  accidents 
of  the  literary  life.  The  reader  will,  of  course, 
not  be  allowed  to  interrupt  the  editor  while 
he  is  talking;  in  return  the  editor  will  try  to 
keep  his  temper,  and  to  be  as  inconclusive  as 
possible.  If  the  reader  disagrees  with  him 
upon  any  point,  lie  will  be  allowed  to  write  to 
him  for  publication,  when,  if  the  editor  can 
not  expose  the  reader’s  folly,  he  will  be  apt  to 
suppress  his  letter.  It  is  meant,  in  other  terms, 
to  make  the  Study  a sort  of  free  parliament, 
but  for  the  presiding  officer  only;  or,  a sympo- 
sium of  one. 

The  editor  comes  to  his  place  after  a silence 
of  some  years  in  this  sort,  and  has  a very  pretty 
store  of  prejudices  to  indulge  and  grudges  to 
satisfy,  which  he  will  do  with  as  great  decency 
as  possible.  Their  victims  will  at  once  know 
them  for  prejudices  and  grudges,  and  so  no 
great  harm  will  be  done;  it  is  impartiality 
that  is  to  be  feared  in  these  matters,  and  a 
man  who  likes  or  dislikes  can  never  be  impar- 
tial— though  perhaps  a woman  might.  The 
editor  will  not  deny  that  in  addition  to  his 
prejudices  and  grudges  he  has  some  opinions, 
honest  as  opinions  go,  but  cherished  possibly 
because  he  has  had  no  opportunity  to  ex- 
change them  with  others.  With  a reader  re- 
duced to  silence,  the  affair  of  their  expression 
will  be  very  simple;  the  reader  will  accept 
them  or  not  as  he  likes,  and  having  no  chance 
to  reply,  will  not  be  argued  into  them.  While 
the  editor’s  guest,  he  is  invited  to  look  at  the 
same  books  and  consider  the  same  facts  with 
him,  and — tacitly,  of  course— may  disable  his 
judgment  as  much  as  he  will.  If  he  is  not 
content  with  this,  there  will  always  be  a vast 
body  of  literature  not  under  discussion,  and 
he  may  turn  for  relief  to  that. 

II. 

If  any  one,  for  example,  prefers  the  History 
of  England , which  Major  Ponto  had  been  read- 
ing all  the  morning  when  he  asked  Mr.  Snob 
into  his  study,  there  is  certainly  no  reason  why 
he  must  join  the  editor  in  turning  over  the 
novels  which  happen  for  the  most  part  to 
cumber  his  table.  If  himself  a novelist,  he  will 
probably  not  care  so  much  for  them  as  for 
some  solider  sorts  of  literature ; he  will  choose 
almost  any  history,  or  biography,  or  travels,  or 
volume  of  memoires  pour  sercir , which  will  feed 
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his  imagination  and  afford  him  material,  like 
so  much  life ; if  lie  is  an  unsuccessful  novelist, 
he  will  in  this  way  spare  himself  the  sting  of 
envy,  which  certain  of  the  books  before  us 
might  inflict.  Yet,  if  he  is  not  this,  if  he  is  a 
reader  who  reads  novels,  and  not  a reader  who 
writes  them,  we  think  he  will  do  himself  a 
pleasure  by  looking  at  a few  of  them  with  us. 

For  our  own  part,  these  novels  strike  us  in 
their  range  and  tendency  as  admirable.  We  will 
not  say  they  are  all  good,  or  that  any  of  them  is 
wholly  good ; but  we  find  in  nearly  every  one  of 
them  a disposition  to  regard  our  life  without  the 
literary  glasses  so  long  thought  desirable,  and 
to  see  character,  not  as  it  is  in  other  fiction,  but 
as  it  abounds  outside  of  all  fiction.  This  dis- 
position sometimes  goes  with  poor  enough 
performance,  but  in  some  of  the  books  it  goes 
with  performance  that  is  excellent;  and  at  any 
rate  it  is  for  the  present  more  valuable  than 
evenness  of  performance.  It  is  what  relates 
American  fiction  to  the  only  living  movement 
in  imaginative  literature,  and  distinguishes  by 
a superior  freshness  and  authenticity  this  group 
of  American  novels  from  a similarly  accidental 
group  of  English  novels,  giving  them  the  same 
good  right  to  be  as  the  like  number  of  recent 
Russian  novels,  French  novels,  Spanish  novels, 
Italian  novels,  Norwegian  novels.  If  we  take 
one  of  the  best  of  these  new  fictions  of  ours, 
like  Miss  Murfree's  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 
Mountain , we  shall  hardly  find  it  inferior  in 
method  or  manner  to  the  best  of  the  new  fic- 
tions any  where ; it  is,  in  fact,  a charming  effect 
of  literary  skill  working  simply  and  naturally, 
and  marred  only  here  and  there  by  the  tradi- 
tions of  the  bad  school  we  were  all  brought  up 
in.  It  is  well  to  call  tilings  by  their  names, 
even  if  they  are  spades,  and  when  Miss  Murfree, 
having  arrived  at  a thrilling,  triumphant  mo- 
ment with  her  lovers,  breaks  bounds  and  tells  us 
that  the  u wild  winds  whirled  around  the  great 
Smoky  Mountain,  and  the  world  was  given 
over  to  the  clouds  and  night,  and  the  rain  and 
the  drops  splashed  with  a dreary  sound  down 
from  the  eaves  of  the  house,”  wc  know  whom 
she  learned  that  poor  business  of — who  the 
great  master  was,  that,  having  done  a fine 
thing,  abandoned  himself  to  hysterical  emo- 
tionality over  it, or  what  people  call  ‘‘sympathy 
with  his  characters,”  and  presently  wandered 
off  into  a waste  of  hollow  and  sounding  verbi- 
age. Wc  have  some  fear,  also,  that  Dick- 
ens, w ith  his  Victor  Hugoish  martyr  of  a Sid- 
ney Carton,  wras  not  wholly  absent  when  the 
last  end  of  Miss  Murfree’s  Prophet  wTas  ima- 
gined, though  probably  enough  he  was  not 
present  to  the  author's  consciousness.  It  is 
not  in  such  romantic  wdse  that  men  really  die 
for  men;  the  real  sacrifices,  indeed,  have  been 
offered  for  races,  not  for  persons;  it  is  not  aft- 
er this  manner  that  even  a saint  gives  his  life 
to  save  his  enemy's.  If  Kelsey's  substitution 
of  himself  for  Micajah  Green,  whom  the  Payees 
meant  to  kill,  was  insanely  voluntary,  it  w*as 
not  interesting,  for  no  act  of  lunacy  is  so.  ex- 
cept pathologically  ; if  it  was  voluntary,  it  was 
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romantic,  which  is  worse  than  uninteresting; 
if  it  was  accidental,  it  was  insignificant.  But 
it  is  really  the  least  important  matter  of  a 
freshly  delightful  and  artistic  book,  dealing 
so  strenuously  w ith  a strange  world  that  even 
in  our  strangeness  to  it  wc  have  the  courage 
to  call  it  faithful.  The  author  has  painted  us 
those  Tennessee  mountaineers  of  hers  before, 
but  never  a group  so  bold  and  cognizable  as  the 
tranquil-conscienced,  not  unamiably  homicidal 
Cayces,  with  their  brush-whiskev  still;  the  im- 
placably jealous  Rick  Tyler;  the  brutally  av- 
aricious blacksmith  Fletcher;  and  the  whole 
neighborhood  of  lank-bodied,  religious,  un- 
moral, primitive-passioned  people;  and  that 
dreamy  yet  clear-headed,  simply  generous, 
and  thoroughly  sensible  beauty,  Dorinda.  The 
girl  is,  in  fact,  the  best  figure  of  the  story: 
when  it  touches  her,  it  rises  and  brightens;  a 
note  limpid  and  serene  strikes  above  the  min- 
gling of  harsh  sounds ; a light,  cool  yet  tender 
and  lovely,  throws  its  effluence  across  the  rude 
picture.  It  does  not  matter,  after  one  has  val- 
ued her  aright,  that  the  Prophet  himself  re- 
mains misty  rather  than  mystical,  and  seems 
to  have  been  scarcely  worth  the  pains  taken 
with  him.  The  ait  of  the  book  is,  for  the 
most  part,  very  good ; there  is  little  comment ; 
the  people  speak  for  themselves.  If  we  arc 
perhaps  called  too  often  to  look  at  the  land- 
scape, the  landscape  is  certainly  always  w’orth 
looking  at,  and  the  book,  wherever  it  escapes 
from  tradition,  both  satisfies  and  piques.  Aft- 
er one  has  finished  it,  one  wants  to  know  what 
Miss  Murfree's  next  book  will  be  like. 

Through  such  work  ns  hers  and  Mr.  Cable's 
the  South  is  makiug  itself  heard  in  literature 
after  a fashion  likely  to  keep  attention  as  well 
as  to  provoke  it.  These  writers,  while  they 
study  so  carefully  the  actual  speech  and  man- 
ners of  the  people  they  write  of,  still  permit 
themselves  a certain  romance  of  motive;  but 
the  other  day  there  came  to  us— or  was  it  the 
other  week  or  month?  the  succession  of  these 
things  is  so  rapid — another  Southern  book, 
very  well  written  too,  which  concerned  itself 
with  some  phases  of  our  varied  national  life, 
and  with  characters  moved  by  the  natural 
impulses  that  we  see  at  play  in  the  people 
about  us.  The  authoress  of  Across  the  Chasm 
overdoes  her  Northern  hero  somewhat,  and 
makes  him  a bit  of  a prig— a good  deal  of  a 
prig;  but  the  Southern  personages  she  con- 
trasts him  with  are  obviously  true  and  well 
done  both  as  to  their  good  and  their  bad 
qualities.  She  has  also  finely  guessed  and 
happily  suggested  the  Northern  people,  whom 
she  was  not  so  much  concerned  to  make  im- 
pressive as  her  hero,  and  she  has  used  them  as 
a foil  to  her  Southerners,  w ho  think  themselves 
ladies  and  gentlemen  because  their  families  and 
neighborhoods  think  them  so,  and  who  have 
none  of  the  social  anxiety,  the  wish  to  be  of 
vogue,  which  attends  the  citizens  of  our  wider 
and  richer  and  more  knowing  world.  They 
are  all  brought  on  the  scene  at  Washington — 
very  good  ground  for  fiction  still,  if  one  will 
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honestly  subsoil  it — where  the  Southerners 
come  up  with  a humorously  recognized  air 
of  coming  back  to  their  own,  and  are  shown 
poor,  provincial,  a little  bewildered,  and  rather 
braggart,  but  touched  with  a patriotic  tender- 
ness which  also  shows  them  wholly  free  from 
the  snobbishness  that  mars  the  good-breeding 
of  the  Northerners.  Snobbishness  is  rather  a 
hard  word  for  it,  perhaps;  it  is  not  really  so 
bad  as  that.  A distinguished  and  polished 
Bostonian  like  General  Gaston  is  flattered  at 
a certain  piece  of  social  attention  which  leaves 
the  imagination  of  ail  Alabama  brigadier  quite 
unmoved — possibly  because  the  Alabamian  has 
not  the  perspective  for  viewing  it  aright.  The 
hand  that  can  give  us  actualities  like  Charley 
Somers,  the  local  adorer  of  the  heroine  in  the 
Southern  village  where  she  has  lived, and  Major 
King,  the  shabby,  arrogant  rebel  soldier  who 
comes  to  call  upon  her  in  the  evening,  at  Wash- 
ington, and  stays  till  eleven  o'clock,  is  des- 
tined to  better  work  hereafter,  and  should  not 
trouble  itself  with  such  conventional  figures 
as  Louis  Gaston,  the  hero-prig  from  Boston, 
and  Alan  Decourcey,  the  too  fascinatingly 
wicked  and  tine-worldly  unreality  from  Balti- 
more. 

Not  that  we  would  be  exacting  with  a very 
clever  little  book  that  had  given  us  pleasure. 
Perhaps  two  or  three  thoroughly  well  repre- 
sented people  are  all  that  one  has  a right  to 
ask  of  a novel;  though  in  that  case  they  ought, 
to.  be  the  principal  people.  We  should  not 
have  asked  more  from  Dr.  Weir  Mitchell,  if 
he  had  no  more  to  give  us  in  his  novel  In 
War  Time,  than  the  perfectly  divined  charac- 
ter of  Ezra  Wendell,  for  example.  It  was  a 
new  thing  to  attempt  to  paint  a cowardly  na- 
ture like  that;  and  it  was  no  less  the  affair  of 
a good  art  than  of  a humane  spirit  to  do  justice 
to  the  gentleness  that  goes  with  the  timidity, 
the  sensibility  that  accompanies  the  falseness, 
the  good-will  that  qualifies  the  selfishness.  It 
is  a very  deep  and  awful  tragedy,  that  poor 
soul’s,  and  if  it  does  not  bring  conviction  of 
sin  to  the  reader,  in  an  age  too  enlightened  for 
that,  it  can  hardly  fail  to  stir  him  with  the  wish 
to  be  a little  truer;  and  this,  young  ladies  and 
gentlemen  who  intend  writing  novels  for  the 
consideration  of  our  successors,  is  a finer  thing 
for  the  novel  to  do  than 44  to  be  entertaining,” 
which  is  well  enough  too.  One  feels  in  t lie 
portrayal  of  Wendell  a touch,  steady  and 
strong,  which  has  equal  force  in  the  charac- 
terization of  his  sister  Ann.  These  represent 
in  two  extremes  the  decay  of  Puritanism ; iu 
one  the  moral  nature  almost  paralyzed,  in  the 
other,  hysterically  active — a conscience  divided 
from  reason,  working  automatically,  with  a sort 
of  stupefied  helplessness.  It  is  not  strange  if 
two  personages  depicted  with  so  much  power 
as  these  southward -drifted  New-Englanders 
should  remain  the  chief  effect  of  the  book  in 
the  reader's  mind ; though  it  is  true  that  the 
whole  atmosphere  of  the  story  is,  as  some  one 
has  acutely  said,  Philadelphian  as  distinguish- 
ed from  the_Bostoniau  or  Southern  or  Western 
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atmosphere.  This  decided  localization  is  most 
valuable;  more  valuable  still  is  the  artistic 
quiet  of  the  book,  which  takes  at  once  a high 
level,  and  keeps  it  without  the  emotional  fool- 
ishness of  manner  or  the  contorted  pseudo- 
dramaticism  of  method  which  cause  the  com- 
passionate to  grieve  over  so  much  of  our  fic- 
tion, especially  our  lady -fiction. 

The  grip — we  might  almost  say  the  clutch 
— of  a hand  not  new  in  fiction,  but  here  mak- 
ing itself  felt  with  novel  power,  is  laid  upon  the 
reader  of  .4  Wheel  of  Fire,  It  is  the  most  in- 
tense, the  most  absorbing,  by  far,  of  the  stories 
we  have  lately  read  ; and  we  think  no  one  can 
read  it  without  recognizing  in  it  a dist  inct  and 
individual  quality,  winch,  whatever  it  is,  ought 
to  be  hereafter  known  as  Mr.  Bates's.  lie  1ms 
taken  a lurid  theme,  the  dark  problem  of  he- 
reditary insanity,  and  he  studies  it  with  relent- 
less vigor  in  the  story  of  a young  girl  who  goes 
mad  at  last,  on  her  wedding  day,  through  tear 
of  the  family  taint.  He  wisely  refuses  to  ask 
us  to  be  interested  in  her  a moment  after  her 
madness  comes  upon  her,  but  we  know  all  her 
anguish  and  despair  up  to  that  moment.  He 
has  imagined  a lovely  figure,  noble  and  full  of 
pathos,  but  as  natural  and  probable  as  the  co- 
quettish cousin  who  supplies  what  relief  the 
tragedy  has  in  her  flirtations  and  quarrels  with 
the  doctor  in  charge  of  Dainaris  Wain  wright's 
insane  brother.  These  characters  arc  both 
very  well  managed — the  girl  with  her  heart- 
less teasing  and  mischievous  experiments  upon 
the  doctor's  temper,  and  he  with  his  thorough 
science  counterbalanced  by  a certain  native 
brutality  and  social  inferiority : the  reader 
who  is  not  charmed  with  them  is  made  very 
skillfully  to  feel  the  charm  they  have  for  each 
other.  The  motive  of  the  book  is  almost  ro- 
mantic, but  the  treatment  is  not  at  all  ro- 
mantic; it  is  scientific,  naturalistic;  it  has  its 
lapses  of  art,  but  the  lurid  theme  is  kept  in  the 
full  light  of  day,  and  in  this  sort  there  is  some- 
thing apparently  still  to  be  done  with  the  ro- 
mantic motive,  so  apt  otherwise  to  turn  alle- 
goric and  mechanical  on  its  victim's  hands. 
The  scene  of  the  story  is  largely  in  Boston, 
and  for  the  rest  at  an  old  country  house  not 
far  away,  and  the  social  entourage  is  percepti- 
bly Bostonian. 

m. 

In  these  books  and  in  Mr.  Picard’s  unequally 
managed  novelette  of  A Mm  ion  Flower  (he 
managed  A Matter  of  Taste,  his  first  book,  bet- 
ter upon  the  whole) ; in  a painfully  faithful  but 
not  finally  unhopeful  little  study  of  Yankee 
village  life  called  A New  England  Conscience,  by 
Miss  Belle  C.  Greene;  in  Mr. Edgar  Fawcett's 
Social  Silhouettes,  which,  in  spite  of  their  high 
coloring  and  the  overdramatization  of  the  pa- 
trician quality  of  Mr.  Manhattan,  the  supposed 
author,  do  strongly  suggest  certain  probable 
phases  of  New  York  society — in  all  these  books 
we  find  not  only  that  disposition  to  look  at  life 
which  we  have  noted,  but  a disposition  to  look 
at  it  keeulv  and  closclv  in  the  right  American 
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manner,  and  to  question  the  results  with  the  last 
fineness  for  their  meaning  and  their  value. 
There  is  conscience  and  purpose  in  it  nil,  and 
it  is  all  far  from  the  make-believe  “ Greek” 
theory  of  art  for  art's  sake — a9  if  the  Greekest 
of  the  Greek  art  were  not  for  religion’s  sake, 
as  the  Greeks  understood  it.  Moreover,  in  this 
American  fiction,  American  life  is  not  only  get- 
ting looked  at,  but  getting  fairly  well  repre- 
sented, not  in  some  typical  embodiment  long 
dreamed  of  as  the  business  of  a great  Ameri- 
can novel,  but  in  details  of  motive  and  char- 
acter slowly  and  honestly  assembled  by  many 
hands  from  its  vast  spaces  and  varieties.  We 
shall  probably  never  have  a great  American 
novel  as  fancied  by  the  fondness  of  critics,  and 
for  our  own  part  we  care  no  more  to  have  it 
than  to  have  “a  literary  centre,”  which  from 
time  to  time  the  injudicious  set  about  fixing  in 
this  place  or  that,  but  mainly  establishing  in 
New  York,  to  the  lasting  shame  and  loss  of 
Boston.  It  is  not  a question  that  need  be  seri- 
ously discussed,  but  we  invite  the  friends  of  a 
literary  centre  to  observe  that  literary  centres 
and  artistic  centres  and  scientific  centres  and 
religious  centresand  political  centres  have  hith- 
erto been  the  creations  of  monarchies,  not  to  say 
despotisms,  and  that  they  are  quite  alien  to  the 
spirit  of  the  federal  nationalities.  These  na- 
tionalities, in  Italy  and  Germany,  got  on  ex- 
tremely well  without  such  centres,  and  it  is 
probable  that  if  we  once  had  a literary  centre 
irremovably  fixed  in  New  York,  we  should  next 
have  a sceptred  Boss  sitting  in  the  City  Hall, 
with  a poet  employed  to  cover  it  with  verses  in 
his  praise.  But  with  a literary  centre  scatter- 
ed all  over  the  country,  as  our  political  centre 
now  is,  there  is  no  danger  of  this ; and  instead 
of  having  one  poor  Westminster  Abbey  on 
One-thousandth  Street,  or  that  neighborhood, 
we  shall  he  able,  when  a sufficient  number  of 
us  die,  to  fill  the  whole  land  with  well-stocked 
Westminster  Abbeys.  "We  imagine,  in  fact, 
that  one  reason  why  so  many  distinguished 
gentlemen,  when  asked  the  other  day  to  pro- 
nounce for  or  against  an  American  Westmin- 
ster Abbey,  failed  to  favor  it,  was  not  so  much 
because  they  objected  to  one  another  being  in- 
terred there,  or  elsewhere,  as  because  they  fore- 
saw that  if  the  desire  for  a literary  centre  ful- 
filled itself,  the  Abbey  would  have  to  be  built 
in  New  York,  where  the  celebrities  would  be 
convenient  for  sepulture  in  it,  and  where  there 
are  already  several  extinct  celebrities  keeping 
about  the  streets  for  want  of  fitting  tombs  to  lie 
down  in.  It  is  a spirit  of  jealousy,  we  admit, 
and  it  operates  fatally  in  the  case  of  a National 
New  York  Grant  Monument.  The  same  spirit, 
however,  kept  Italy  glorious  through  all  her 
mediaeval  life,  when  not  Rome  or  Naples  or 
Florence  or  Milan  was  the  intellectual  centre, 
but  every  rock-built  or  sea-girt  provincial  city 
exulted  to  be  the  home  of  the  letters  and  the 
arts.  That  civilization,  which  ours  resembles 
more  than  any  other  in  its  intense  localism, 
gave  certain  memorable  names  to  the  world, 
and  without  prophesying  that  our  resemblance 
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to  it  will  be  of  as  much  effect,  we  are  very  will- 
ing to  go  without  a literary  centre  for  a w hile 
yet. 

IV. 

We  have  the  more  patience  because  we  hope 
that  our  inherited  English  may  be  constantly 
freshened  and  revived  from  the  native  sources 
which  literary  decentralization  will  help  to 
keep  open,  and  we  will  own  that  as  \vc  turned 
over  those  novels  coining  from  Philadelphia, 
from  New  Mexico,  from  Boston,  from  Tennes- 
see, from  rural  New  England,  from  New  York, 
every  local  flavor  of  diction  gave  us  courage 
and  pleasure.  M.  Alphonse  Daudet,  in  a con- 
versation which  Mr.  Boyesen  ha9  set  down  in 
a recently  recorded  interview  w’ith  him,  said, 
in  speaking  of Tourgu&ieff:  “What  a luxury 
it  must  be  to  have  a great  big  untrodden  bar- 
baric language  to  wade  into ! We  poor  fel- 
lows who  work  in  the  language  of  an  old 
civilization,  we  may  sit  and  chisel  our  lit- 
tle verbal  felicities,  only  to  find  in  the  end 
that  it  is  a borrowed  jewel  we  are  polishing. 

The  crown  jewels  of  our  French  tongue  have 
passed  through  the  hands  of  so  many  genera- 
tions of  monarchs  that  it  seems  like  presump- 
tion on  the  part  of  any  late-born  pretender  to 
attempt  to  w ear  them.” 

This  grief  is,  of  course,  a little  whimsical. 

M.  Daudet  was  expecting  Mr.  Boyesen  to  say, 
as  he  immediately  said,  that  M.  Daudet  was 
himself  a living  refutation,  and  so  forth,  and  so 
forth ; yet  it  has  a certain  measure  of  reason 
in  it,  and  the  same  regret  has  been  more  seri- 
ously expressed  by  the  Italian  poet  Aleardi : 

“ Muse  of  an  aged  people,  in  the  eve 
Of  fading  civilization,  I was  born. 

Oh,  fortunate, 

My  sisters,  who  in  the  heroic  dawn 
Of  races  sung!  To  them  did  destiny  give 
The  virgin  fire  and  chaste  ingenuousness 
Of  their  hind’s  speech;  and,  reverenced,  their 
hands 

Ran  over  potent  strings.” 

It  will  never  do  to  allow  that  we  are  at  such  a 
desperate  pass  in  English,  but  something  of 
this  divine  despair  we  may  feel  too  in  think- 
ing of  “ the  spacious  times  of  great  Elizabeth,” 
when  the  poets  were  trying  the  stops  of  the 
young  language,  and  thrilling  with  the  sur- 
prises of  their  own  music.  We  may  comfort 
ourselves,  however,  unless  we  prefer  a luxury 
of  grief,  by  remembering  that  no  language  is 
ever  old  on  the  lips  of  those  who  speak  it, 
no  matter  how  decrepit  it  drops  from  the  pen. 

Wc  have  only  to  leave  our  studies,  editorial 
and  other,  and  go  into  the  shops  and  fields 
to  find  the  “spacious  times”  again;  ami  from 
the  beginning  Realism,  before  she  had  got 
a name  or  put  on  her  capital  letter,  had  di- 
vined this  near-at-hand  truth  along  with  the 
rest.  Mr.  Lowell,  the  greatest  and  finest  real- 
ist who  ever  wrought  in  verse,  showed  us  that 
Elizabeth  was  still  Queen  where  he  heard 
Yankee  farmers  talk ; and  without  asking 
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that  our  novelists  of  the  widely  scattered 
centres  shall  each  seek  to  write  in  his  local 
dialect,  we  are  glad,  as  we  say,  of  every  tint 
any  of  them  gets  from  the  parlance  he  hears; 
it  is  much  better  than  the  tint  he  will  get  from 
the  parlance  he  reads.  One  need  not-  invite 
slang  into  the  company  of  its  betters,  though 
perhaps  slang  has  been  dropping  its  & and  be- 
coming language  ever  since  the  world  began, 
and  is  certainly  sometimes  delightful  and  for- 
cible beyond  the  reach  of  the  dictionary.  We 
would  not  have  any  one  go  about  for  new 
words,  but  if  one  of  them  came  aptly,  not  to 
reject  its  help.  For  our  novelists  to  try  to 
write  Americanly,  from  any  motive,  would  be 
a dismal  error,  but  being  born  Americans, 
we  would  have  them  use  “Americanisms1’ 
whenever  these  serve  their  turn;  and  when 
their  characters  speak,  we  should  like  to  hear 
them  speak  true  American,  with  all  the  vary- 
ing Tcnnessceau,  Philadelphian,  Bostonian,  and 
New  York  accents.  If  we  bother  ourselves  to 
write  what  the  critics  imagine  to  be  “Eng- 
lish,” we  shall  be  priggish  and  artificial,  and 
still  more  so  if  we  make  our  Americans 
talk  “ English.”  There  is  also  this  serious 
disadvantage  about  “English,”  that  if  we 
wrote  the  best  u English”  in  the  world,  prob- 
ably the  English  themselves  would  not  know 
it,  or,  if  they  did,  certainly  would  not  own  it. 
It  has  always  been  supposed  by  grammarians 
and  purists  that  a language  can  be  kept  as 
they  find  it ; but  languages,  while  they  live, 
are  perpetually  changing.  God  apparently 
meant  them  for  the  common  people — whom 
Lincoln  believed  God  liked  because  lie  had 
made  so  many  of  them;  and  the  common 
people  will  use  them  freely  as  they  use  other 
gifts  of  God.  On  their  lips  our  continental 
English  will  differ  more  and  more  from  the 
insular  English,  and  we  believe  that  this  is 
not  deplorable,  but  desirable.  Our  tongue  will 
always  be  intelligible  enough  to  our  cousins 
across  seas  to  enable  them  to  enjoy  this  de- 
partment of  the  New  Monthly,  and  we  should 
not  fear  a diminished  circulation  of  the  Maga- 
zine among  them  if  wc  became  quite  faithful 
in  our  written  English  to  the  spoken  English 
of  this  continent. 

Y. 

We  wish  we  could  find  something  as  na- 
tional as  the  novels  give  us  in  cither  the  per- 
formance or  the  promise  of  the  illustrated 
books  with  which  the  season  loads  the  ed- 
itors table  and  the  bookseller’s  counter;  but 
except  in  the  American  excellence  of  engrav- 
ing we  shall  hardly  discover  it.  The  books 
are  so  like  the  books  of  former  holidays  that 
wre  might  imagiue  ourselves  very  much  younger 
than  we  are  in  turning  them  over.  In  what  wise 
do  these  sumptuous  volumes  of  1885  differ  from 
the  sumptuous  volumes  of  1875  or  18G5  ? With 
a single  exception,  not  certainly  in  novelty  of 
conception  or  design,  though  generally  the  me- 
chanical beauty  of  their  execution  has  distinct- 
ly increased^  We  think,  upon  the  whole,  that 
Digitized  by  VjOOOlC 


Messrs.  Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co.  have  made 
the  handsomest  book  of  the  sort  in  the  illus- 
tration of  Dr.  Holmes’s  poem  of  The  Last  Leaf 
which  has  yet  issued  from  our  press;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  in  their  volume  of  Mr.  Whit- 
tier’s Poems  of  Nature  they  have  made  almost 
the  ugliest.  The  interior  of  that  volume,  with 
the  text  covering  the  page  from  top  to  bottom 
in  large  print,  is  like  a child's  book ; and  the 
pleasure  one  might  get  from  the  faithful  land- 
scapes of  Mr.  Kingsley  is  quite  spoiled  by  this 
setting.  We  should  say  it  was  the  very  ugliest 
book  we  had  seen,  if  we  had  not  suffered  from 
the  cover  of  Favorite  Poems  from  Miss  Ingelow, 
which  Messrs.  Roberts  Brothers  have  illustra- 
ted: a chef-d'oeuvre  of  tastelessness,  where  a 
deeply  relieved  metalized  effigy  of  St.  Botolph’s 
Church  in  old  Boston  looks  like  a silver-plated 
geyser.  The  pictures  within  are  some  good 
and  some  bad,  after  the  manner  of  pictures 
made  to  poems ; but  one  remains  resenting  the 
cover  wdiile  looking  at  them.  Mr.  Boughton’s 
Sketching  Hambies  in  Holland,  from  the  press  of 
Messrs.  Harper  and  Brothers,  with  his  ow  n pic- 
tures and  Mr.  Abbey's  in  abundance,  is  in  its 
sort  perhaps  the  most  attractive;  they  draw 
the  meaning  as  well  as  the  form  of  things ; and 
in  Mr.  Howells's  Tuscan  Cities  Mr.  Pennell  has 
done  some  of  his  best  work,  which  is  always  gay, 
bright,  honest, andexpressive  of  the  joy  of  doing. 

Of  the  text  it  will  not  do  for  us  to  speak,  but  w’e 
may  praise  that  of  Mr.  Hamerton’s  Paris  in 
Old  and  Present  Times , which  Messrs.  Roberts 
Brothers  give  us  with  many  interesting  re- 
productions of  old  prints,  engravings,  and 
etchings.  Messrs.  Putnam's  Sons  publish  a 
luxurious  edition  of  D’Amicis’s  Spain  and  the 
Spaniai'ds,  exquisite  in  printing,  paper,  and 
binding,  and  unique  in  the  little  Japan-proof 
wTood-engravings  with  which  each  chapter  is 
prefaced  ; but  not  so  good  in  its  other  illustra- 
tions. Messrs.  Ticknor  and  Co.,  who  publish 
Tuscan  Cities,  have  issued  Childe  Harold  in  an 
illustrated  volume,  which  is  not  of  a new  fash- 
ion ; it  is,  in  fact,  of  the  old  tradition  of  illus- 
tration, which  many  people  will  always  like; 
and  so  are  nearly  all  the  other  holiday  books 
that  we  have  seen,  except  Mr.  Howard  Pyle’s 
quaint  children's  book.  Pepper  and  Salt . He 
has  gone  to  the  useful  Japanese  for  some  hints 
in  his  amusing  pictures,  and  in  the  text  with 
wdiich  he  has  blended  them  he  has  employed 
his  own  invention  and  that  of  legend  with 
equal  charm.  But  we  must  return  to  The  Last 
Leaf,  which  has  been  touched  with  graphic 
felicity  in  every  reticulation  by  Mr.  F.  Hop- 
kinson  Smith  and  Mr.  George  Wharton  Ed- 
wards, for  the  chief  impression  of  originality 
we  are  to  get  from  the  holiday  books.  In  this 
an  elder  and  statelier  Boston  is  charmingly  re- 
flected in  certain  visages  and  vistas,  and  the 
light  of  a colonial  time  is  thrown  fancifully 
over  all. 

So  fiir  as  it  is  colonial  it  is  ours;  it  is  ima- 
gined in  delightful  sympathy  with  the  poem, 
and  delightfully  realized ; but  another  year 
we  would  gladly  see  something  stiijl  jpore  au- 
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thentic  in  the  association  of  art  with  literature 
— something  distinctive  in  our  holiday  books, 
as  our  illustrated  magazines  are  distinctive  and 
pertinent  to  our  date  and  life.  The  multitude 
and  popularity  of  our  holiday  books  are  char- 


acteristically American ; can  they  not  begin  to 
be  American  in  something  else  ? Of  course  it 
is  first  of  ail  desirable  that  a thing  of  that 
sort  should  be  beautiful,  even  before  it  is  na- 
tional ; but  with  us  it  is  so  often  neither ! 


JJluntjjItj  lUcorii  uf  Cnmnt  fntnte. 


POLITICAL. 


OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  16th  of  No- 
vember. 

State  elections  resulted  as  follows : October 
13,  Ohio,  Republican ; November  3,  New  York, 
Virginia,  Mississippi,  and  Maryland,  Demo- 
cratic; Pennsylvania,  Massachusetts,  Iowa, 
aud  Nebraska,  Republican. 

The  following  appointments  were  made  by 
President  Cleveland : Governor  of  Idaho,  Ed- 
ward A.  Stevenson  ; Charles  D.  Jacobs,  Minis- 
ter to  the  United  States  of  Colombia;  Rev. 
J.  L.  M.  Curry,  Minister  to  Spain  ; F.  H.  Wins- 
ton, Minister  to  Persia;  William  E.  Smith,  As- 
sistant Secretary  of  the  Treasury;  Alfred  P. 
Edgerton,  of  Iowa,  W.  L.  Trenholm,  of  South 
Carolina,  aud  D.  B.  Eaton,  of  New  York,  Civil 
Service  Commissioners  (the  last-named  a tem- 
porary re-appointment);  Levcrctt  Saltoustall, 
Collector,  Boston. 

Flood  Rock,  near  Hallet’s  Point,  New  York, 
was  successfully  blown  up  by  General  Newton 
October  10. 

The  United  States  debt  was  decreased 
$13,276,774  18  during  the  month  of  October. 

The  marriage  of  Prince  Waldemar,  third  son 
of  King  Christian  of  Denmark,  and  Princess 
Mario,  daughter  of  the  Due  and  Dnchesse  de 
Chartres,  was  celebrated,  October  22,  at  the 
Chateau  d’Eu,  France. 

Servia  on  November  14  declared  war  against 
Bulgaria.  Servian  outposts  had  repeatedly  at- 
tacked Bulgarian  frontier  posts. 

The  French  elections,  October  4,  resulted  in 
an  unexpected  Conservative  triumph.  The 
new'  Chamber  will  comprise  205  Conservatives 
and  391  Republicans  or  Radicals. 

The  Brazilian  Congress  has  passed  a bill  for 
the  gradual  abolition  of  slavery  in  that  coun- 
try. 

The  Prussian  elections  for  members  of  the 
Diet,  October  29,  fixed  the  strength  of  the  par- 
ties in  the  Lower  House  as  follows:  Conserva- 


tives, 140;  Free  Conservatives,  60;  Clericals, 
99 ; National  Liberals,  70 ; New  German  Liber- 
als, 44 ; Poles,  14  ; Danes,  2 ; Guelphs,  3. 

The  Pope  issued  an  encyclical  letter  quoting 
the  syllabus  of  Pius  IX.  against  modern  civili- 
zation, and  approving  it.  It  denounced  popu- 
lar government,  and  insisted  upon  the  obedi- 
ence of  subjects  to  tbeir  sovereigns,  and  upon 
sovereigns’  obedience  to  the  Pope.  Religion, 
the  Pope  said, ought  to  enter  into  daily  life. 
He  urged  Catholics  to  take  part  in  all  munici- 
pal political  elections. 
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The  last  spike  in  the  Canadian  Pacific  Rail- 
way was  driven  near  Eagle  Pass,  British  Co- 
lumbia, November  7. 

The  reply  of  King  Tlieebaw  of  Burmali  to  the 
British  ultimatum  was  deemed  hostile  and  in- 
adequate. In  response  to  the  British  demand 
for  the  coutrol  of  the  Burmese  foreign  relations, 
the  King  said  he  must  first  consult  France, 
Germany,  aud  Italy.  Following  this  he  de- 
clared w ar.  Thereupon  Lord  Dufl'erin,  Vice- 
roy of  India,  ordered  General  Preudergast,  com- 
mander of  the  Burmali  expeditionary  force,  to 
invade  Burmali  forth  with,  aud  proceed  wdtli  all 
haste  to  capture  Mandalay. 

DISASTERS. 

September  23. — Seventeen  persons  crushed  to 
death  in  Stockholm  during  an  ovation  to  Ma- 
dame Nilsson. 

October  8. — Charterhouse  Buildings,  Loudon, 
burned.  Loss,  $15,000,000. 

October  11. — Terrific  storm  off  the  coast  of 
Labrador.  Seventy  fishing  vessels  wrecked, 
and  more  than  fifty  lives  lost. 

November  6. — Iron  steamer  Algoma , of  the 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway  Company,  wrecked, 
and  forty-eight  lives  lost. 

November  13. — Great  fire  in  Galveston,  Tex- 
as. Over  300  houses  burned.  Loss,  $2,500,000. 

OBITUARY. 

Septembei'  22. — In  Hamilton,  Virginia,  Com- 
modore A.  A.  Scinmes,  U.S.N. 

Septembei • 23. — In  New  York,  George  Wilkes, 
journalist,  aged  sixty-eight  years. 

September  24. — In  London,  Anthony  Ashley  - 
Cooper,  Earl  of  Shaftesbury,  aged  eighty-four 
yea  re. 

October  1. — In  Totteuvillc,  NewF  York,  Will- 
iam Page,  artist,  aged  seventy-four  years. — 

In  London,  Sir  John  Hawdey  Glover,  former- 
ly Governor  of  Newfoundland,  aged  fifty-six 
years. 

October  10. — In  New*  York,  John  MeCloskey, 
the  first  American  cardinal,  aged  seventy-five 
years. 

October  14. — In  Monterey,  California,  Henry 
W.  Sbawr,  better  known  as  “Josh  Billings,” 
humorist,  aged  sixty-seven  years. 

October  16. — In  Loudon,  Field-Marshal  the 
Right  Hon.  Hugh  Henry  Rose,  Baron  Strath- 
nairn,  aged  eighty-two  years. 

October  17. — In  London,  Thomas  Davidson, 
scientist,  aged  sixty-eiglit  years. 

October  29. — At  St.  Cloud,  Orange  Mountain, 
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New  Jersey, General  George  B.  McClellan,  in  his  Cardozo,  aged  fifty-seven  years. — In  Philadel- 
tifty-niuth  year.  pliia,  John  McCullough,  tragediau,  aged  fifty - 

October  31. — In  Dublin,  the  Dnko  of  Aber-  three  years, 
com,  formerly  Lord -Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  November  10. — In  London,  Dr.William  Benja- 

aged  seventy-five  years.  min  Carpenter,  aged  seventy-two  years. 

November  4. — In  London,  Robert  Thorbnrn,  November  13. — In  San  Francisco,  California, 
miniature  painter,  aged  sixty-seven  years.  ex-United  States  Senator  William  Sharon,  in 
November * 8. — In  New  York,  ex-Judge  Albert  his  sixty-fifth  year. 


(Kuitnr’s 

THE  Drawer  desires  to  put  in  a plea  for  the 
so-called — but  not  so  called  by  it — Fluc- 
tuating Female.  Modern  fiction  seems  to  like 
to  dwell  more  and  more  upon  the  uncertain, 
unpredictable,  illogical  action  of  the  female 
mind,  as  if  it  were  a fault  or  a reproach.  There 
is  usually  a touch  of  satire  in  the  kindly  writer 
when  he  appears  to  dwell  admiringly  upon  the 
changing  moods,  whims,  impulses,  of  a lovely 
woman.  By  pointing  these  out  and  dwelling 
upon  them  he  gets  a reputation  of  understand- 
ing woman,  of  having  surprised  her  secret.  He 
sometimes  has  tho  air  of  expecting  to  improve 
her,  or  at  least  to  change  her,  by  holding  up 
to  view  her  inconsequent,  fluctuating  conduct. 
He  seems  to  bo  searching,  furthermore,  for 
some  law  of  her  being  that  will  apply  to  all 
women,  so  that  when  he  has  studied  one  ho 
will  know  all.  And  always,  in  one  way  or 
another,  it  is  impressed  upon  the  public  mind 
that  this  non-uniformity  of  action  according 
to  some  plain  law  is  somehow  a reproach  to 
the  sex.  All  literature,  in  fact,  is  full  of  this 
notion  that  what  with  insufferable  insolence 
is  called  the  inconstancy  of  woman  is  a most 
unfortunate  element  in  human  life,  that  be- 
cause you  can  not  predict  from  what  a woman 
did  yesterday  what  she  will  do  to-morrow,  or 
because  no  two  women  can  bo  expected  to  act 
alike  under  similar  circumstances,  therefore 
our  social  life  is  all  a muddle.  Now  it  were 
easy  to  prove  that  a chief  charm  of  woman  is 
in  her  infinite  variety  and  unexpectedness,  but 
the  Fluctuating  Femalo  needs  to  rest  her  de- 
fense upon  no  such  superficial  argument.  This, 
her  fluctuating  quality,  is  the  necessary  basis 
of  society  and  of  polite  letters.  Probably  it 
is  the  only  thing  that  will  save  us  from  the 
cast-iron  uniformity  of  the  results  of  social 
science. 

Take  the  novel.  The  interest  of  the  novel 
— the  real  story,  not  the  social  science  tract — 
is  in  love-making.  And  the  interest  in  the 
love-makiug  in  the  novel  lies  in  the  uncer- 
tainty and  individuality  of  the  female  mind; 
that  is  to  say,  every  case  is  positively  a new 
one.  Not  only  is  it  impossible  to  lay  down  a 
rule  of  action  for  this  mind,  a rule  evolved 
froui  the  study  of  innumerable  cases  in  fiction 
and  in  real  life,  but  it  is  next  to  impossible  to 
predict  what  will  be  its  action  from  a study 
of  its  own  tendency.  Hence  the  inexhaust- 
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ible  interest  of  the  comedy  or  tragedy,  as  it 
may  be,  and  the  infinite  resources  of  the  stu- 
dent of  love-making  and  the  adjustment  of 
tho  relation  of  mau  to  woman,  which  is  the 
great  business  of  life.  The  interest  in  the 
novel,  if  it  is  a story  of  love,  is  inexhaustible 
not  only  because  every  woman  is  different 
from  every  other,  but  because  every  real  wo- 
man has  infinite  variety  of  impulse  and  action 
in  herself.  If  the  lover  in  the  novel  were  sure 
to  find  his  beloved  every  day  just  the  same, 
the  public  would  not  care  to  read  about  more 
than  one  interview.  Fiction  would  perish  of 
monotony.  If  the  female  mind  bad  a law  of 
uniformity,  and  the  novelist  were  to  discover 
it,  lie  would  simply  kill  tho  goose  that  lays 
the  golden  eggs  of  literature.  He  would  dis- 
sipate all  the  mystery  and  charm  of  his  art. 
But  there  is  no  danger.  Tho  novel  in  this  is 
a reflection  of  real  life.  The  great  interest  of 
the  world  lies  in  the  uncertainty  attending 
love-making,  and  in  tho  variety,  the  incalcu- 
lable mood  and  action,  of  woman  in  all  circum- 
stances. Take  an  appeal  to  experience.  It 
is  true  that  there  are  Avomen  who  are  compar- 
atively stolid,  reduced  to  rule  and  uniformity. 
But  they  are  uninteresting.  Who  is  it  that 
forever  excites,  charms,  attracts,  and  makes 
life  lively  and  varied  and  worth  living?  It 
is  the  Fluctuating  Female,  the  woman  who 
does  and  says  the  unexpected,  who— to  make 
the  case  extreme — has  tears  one  minute  and 
smiles  the  next,  who  can  pass  easily  from  gay 
to  grave,  and  keep  expectation  on  tiptoe  for 
her  delightful  variations.  Life  would  he  in- 
tolerably stupid  if  she  were  otherwise. 

Doubtless  she  somehow  obeys  a law  of  her 
being,  a higher  law  that  can  not  he  measured 
and  reduced  to  rule.  And  it  is  this  quality 
of  fluctuation  that  is  tho  hope  and  safety  of 
society.  Wo  have  a conceit  in  these  days 
that  if  we  can  get  together  a sufficient  number 
of  facts  on  any  subject,  wo  can  evolve  a cer- 
tain general  rule.  We  hope  by-aud-by  to  make 
a science  of  political  economy  out  of  our  ob- 
servations. We  do,  in  fact,  set  up  a machinery 
of  this  sort  based  upon  facts,  and  are  surprised 
that  it  does  not  work,  forgetting  that  we  have 
left  out  of  the  calculation  such  imponderables 
as  imagination,  need  of  sympathy,  and  other 
elusive  mental  and  moral  conditions.  Now 
woman,  with  her  divinely  ordered  variableness 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


328 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


and  obedience  to  tbe  higher  law  of  being  which 
we  conceitedly  call  illogical,  stands  fortunate- 
ly in  the  way  of  a cast-iron  sociology,  or  science 
of  it,  by  which  we  are  all  expected  to  become 
parts  of  a piece  of  machinery  moving  with 
clock-like  precision.  Man  does  not  know  what 
is  good  for  him.  He  thinks  ho  likes  regularity 
and  uniformity,  and  he  works  away  at  his  for- 
mula to  produco  them.  If  he  could  realize  his 
idea  he  would  die  of  monotony.  If  he  were 
able  to  predict  from  his  experience  what  any 
given  woman  would  do  next — that  is,  any  real 
woman  whose  individuality  is  uot  crushed  out 
of  her — he  would  tind  that  the  world  had  lost 
all  its  salt  and  relish.  Changeable?  Let  us 
hope  so.  If  the  wind  did  not  blow  and  shift, 
and  give  ns  now  a zephyr  and  now  a hurricane, 
the  atmosphere  would  stagnate,  and  life  on  the 
globe  become  insupportable.  It  is  perfectly 
well  known  that  man,  left  to  himself,  is  likely 
to  fall  into  ruts  and  habits,  and  grow  uninter- 
esting. We  sometimes  say  that  he  is  uncer- 
tain. And  so  he  is  in  a most  disagreeable 
way;  but  ho  is  a plodding,  uniform  subject 
compared  with  the  other  sex,  whose  incalcula- 
ble mood  or  humor  is  iu  human  life  what  the 
weather  is  in  nature — sunshine,  clouds,  rain, 
animation.  To  kuow  the  future  would  be  a 
very  doubtful  boon.  But  to  know  woman,  to 
know  one  woman,  or  for  a woman  to  know  her- 
self, would  take  the  zest  out  of  life.  What  we 
are  pleased  in  our  conceit  to  call  in  her  sex  the 
Fluctuating  Female  is  the  delightful,  saving, 
indispeusable  element  iu  the  higher  economy 
of  life. 


Confusion  necessarily  obscures  expression. 
A gentleman  recently  crossing  tho  St.  George’s 
Channel  from  Holyhead  to  Dublin,  being  some- 
what fatigued,  fell  asleep,  leaving  his  ticket 
with  a friend.  He  had  slept  but  a short  time, 
however,  when  he  was  rudely  awakened  by  a 
clerk  collecting  tickets.  He  indignantly  re- 
proved him,  adding  that  his  friend  had  his 
ticket,  whereupon  the  clerk  replied:  “ All,  sure 
enough,  I have  it.  But  I am  very  sorry,  and 
if  you  had  only  told  me  that,  I wouldn’t  have 
waked  you  up.”  

The  late  Josh  Billings  was  once  on  a pas- 
senger train  bound  for  his  old  home  at  Lanes- 
borough,  Massachusetts.  Oil  the  train  were 
several  commercial  travellers,  who,  to  while 
away  the  time,  proposed  a game  of  whist.  A 
fourth  man  was  wanted,  and  a gentleman  sit- 
ting near  was  requested  to  take  a hand. 

“ No ; I do  not  play.  But  there  is  an  old  fel- 
low who  is  a capital  player;  try  him” — pointing 
to  the  “old  fellow,”  who  sat  demurely  on  the 
seat  in  front. 

“Good  player,  is  he?”  said  tho  commercial 
man.  “Then  we’ll  have  some  fan  with  old 
Hayseed and  accosting  the  quiet,  fanner-like 
passenger,  the  young  man,  whose  cheek  was 
his  fortune,  blandly  said:  “My  venerable  friend, 
we  would  like  to  have  you  take  a hand  in  a 


game  of  cards  with  us,  just  to  while  away  the 
time.  Will  you  oblige  us?” 

Looking  the  young  man  in  the  face  a mo- 
ment, “old  Hayseed”  answered,  “Ya-as,  we’ll 
he  there  in  abaout  three  hours.” 

“ You  don’t  understand,  my  friend ; we  want 
yon  to  take  a hand — ” 

“ Ya-as,  the  stand  o’  corn  is  very  good — on- 
common  handsome.” 

The  commercial  man  was  annoyed.  “ Speak 
a little  louder,”  suggested  the  gentleman  in  the 
seat  behind;  “he  is  somewhat  hard  of  hear- 

inf?” 

“My  friend!”  shouted  the  young  fellow, 
“ wi  1 1 — you — take — a — h and — i n — a — game  ?” 

“Ya-as,  game  is  oncommou  pleuty ; all  you 
want  is — ” 

“Oh,  go  to  the  devil!  You’re  as  deaf  as  a 
post !”  and  the  mau  of  cheek  subsided,  amid 
the  laughter  of  his  companions. 

When  Lanesborongh  was  reached,  “old  Hoy- 
seed”  arose  to  depart,  when  he  quietly  handed 
his  card  to  the  commercial  man,  who  sat  glum 
in  his  scat,  and  in  a particularly  comical  way 
remarked:  “Young  mau,  when  you  travel  on 
your  cheek,  don’t  get  hajr-seed  in  your  eye. 
See  f ” 

The  youug  fellow  glanced  at  the  card.  The 
superscription  was — “Josh  Billings.” 

Josh  got  off  the  train,  and  the  man  of  cheek 
had  to  find  a seat  in  another  car  to  escape  the 
“run”  on  him  by  bis  companions. 


Tbe  trader  in  Greenport,  Long  Island,  had  a 
feeling  for  the  unities  when,  some  time  ago,  he 
hung  a shingle  sign  in  front  of  his  grocery 
which  read,  “ Groceries,  Sweet  Cidci',  and  Undei •- 
taker .” 


HUMORS  OF  THE  BAR. 

There  is  a lawyer  in  Boston  who  is  in  tho 
habit  at  times  of  addressing  individual  jury- 
men wheu  inattentive  or  restless,  and  some- 
times his  argumentum  ad  hominem  is  effective. 
Some  time  ago  lie  was  trying  a case  against  a 
street  railway  company,  and  there  was  an  old 
sailor  on  the  jury  who  seemed  to  give  no  heed 
to  what  either  counsel  said.  The  lawyer  made 
his  most  eloquent  appeals,  but  all  in  vain. 
Finally  lie  stopped  in  front  of  tho  sailor  and 
said:  “Mr.  Juryman,  I will  tell  you  just  how 
this  happened.  Tho  plaiutiff  was  in  commaud 
of  the  outward-hound  open  car,  and  stood  iu 
her  starboard  channels.  Along  came  tbe  iu- 
ward-liound  close  car,  and  just  ns  their  bows 
met  she  jumped  the  track,  sheered  to  port, 
and  knocked  the  plaintiff  oft*  and  ran  over 
him.”  The  sailor  was  all  attention  after  this 
version  of  tho  affair,  and  joined  in  a $5000  ver- 
dict for  the  injured  man. 

Another  time  he  was  trying  a case  against 
the  city  of  Lawrence  for  a stout  woman  of 
rather  unprepossessing  appearance.  Right 
bchiud  the  foreman  sat  a colored  juryman 
who  would  weigh  nearly  three  hundred 
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pounds.  The  defect  in  tlio  street  was  very 
slight,  and  the  colored  man  evidently  took  no 
stock  in  the  claim.  Argument,  persuasion, 
and  pathos  wero  alike  lost  on  liini.  Then  the 
lawyer,  who  is  rather  a small-sized  man,  said: 
“Mr.  Foreman,  the  defect  was  very  slight,  but 
the  streets  of  a city  should  be  safe  for  all 
classes  of  people,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the 
old  and  the  young,  the  slight  aud  the  stout. 
You  are  slender,  aud  if  yon  had  been  there  yon 
would  not  have  fallen,  but  you  see  that  the 
gentleman  behind  you  and  I are  just  about  of  a 
build . Now  we  and  this  poor  woman  have  just 
as  good  a right  in  tbe  street  as  you  have.” 
The  negro’s  face  brightened  up,  and  wheu  the 
jury  retired  he  persistently  voted  for  a mill- 
ion dollars  damages,  until  at  last  he  was  in- 
duced to  agree  with  the  others  on  a moderate 
verdict. 

Many  years  ago  thero  was  a judge  iu  Boston 
who  was  more  noted  for  his  sound  judgment 
and  great  knowledge  of  law  tliau  for  his  court- 
esy to  counsel  or  suitor.  One  day  at  the  open- 
ing of  a term  of  his  court  a large  number  of 
gentlemen  drawn  as  jurors  begged  to  be  ex- 
cused from  serving.  As  one  after  another 
gave  his  reasons,  a frown  began  to  grow  on 
the  judge's  face.  Another  man  asked  to  be  let 
off*. 

“What  for?” 

“ I can  not  hear  readily,  and  am  afraid  I may 
not  get  all  the  evidence.” 

“ How  long  have  you  been  deaf?”  asked  the 
judge,  in  a low  tone. 

“About  ten  years.” 

“ Can  you  hear  ordinary  conversation  ? — can 
you  hear  me  now!”  said  the  judge,  dropping 
his  voice  almost  to  a whisper. 

“Oh  yes,  sir,  I can  hear  you.” 

The  judge  looked  sternly  at  him  a full  min- 
ute. Then  he  said:  “Mr.  Clerk,  excuse  this 
man.  If  ho  is  deaf  we  don’t  want  him,  and  if 
he  is  a liar  we  don’t  want  him.” 

No  more  excuses  were  made  that  day. 

At  another  time  an  eminent  lawyer  was  ar- 
guing a case  before  the  judge,  who  grew  im- 
patient, and  said, 

“Your  point  is  perfectly  understood  by  the 
Court;  please  make  your  argument  as  short  as 
possible.” 

“Iam  making  it  as  short  as  possible,”  said  the 
lawyer  as  he  proceeded. 

After  a few  minutes  the  judge  interrupted 
him  again,  saying,  “ You  are  taking  too  much 
time;  we  have  many  cases  to  hear;  and  I want 
you  to  understand  that  I am  sitting  hero  for 
the  dispatch  of  business.” 

“I  lA*g  your  pardon,”  said  the  old  lawyer, 
bowing  low.  “/  thought  your  honor  was  sitting 
here  to  administer  justice.” 

He  was  suffered  to  proceed. 

It  is  said,  writes  a Han-Kow  correspondent, 
that  when  a certain  reverend  gentleman  was 
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acting  ns  chaplain  to  the  leader  of  the  last 
Chinese  rebellion,  who  was  at  the  time  hold- 
ing his  court  at  Nanking,  lie  was  at  times  the 
recipient  of  articles  of  dress  or  adornment 
which  to  other  than  the  native  eye  were  more 
striking  than  elegant.  On  one  occasion  he 
received  a crown  or  tiara  of  gilt  pasteboard, 
which  tbe  usurping  emperor  desired  him  to 
wear  when  l»e  officiated  before  tbe  army.  This 
gaudy  but  worse  than  worthless  present  was 
accompanied  by  a very  heavy  ami  valuable 
ring,  made,  in  the  manner  of  the  Chinese,  from 
pure  (or  unalloyed)  gold.  The  reverend  gen- 
tleman sat  down  and  wrote  to  tlie  emperor 
that  on  consulting  his  Bible  he  found  the 
apostle  Paul  expressly  forbade  the  acceptance 
of  a corruptible  crown,  and  iu  consequence  lie 
begged  to  return  it,  but  that  as  the  apostle 
was  silent  about  rings,  he  would  be  able  to 
retain  the  one  sent  him  without  doing  violence 
to  his  conscience.  * 

BEYOND  THE  GATE. 

Two  dimpled  hands  the  bars  of  iron  grasped : 

Two  blue  and  wondering  eyes  the  space  looked 
through. 

This  massive  gate  a boundary  had  been  set, 

Nor  was  she  ever  known  to  be  but  true. 

Strange  were  the  sights  she  saw  across  the  way— 

A little  child  had  died  some  days  before— 

And  as  she  watched,  amid  the  silence  hushed. 

Some  carried  flowers,  some  a casket  bore. 

The  little  watcher  at  the  garden  gate 
Grew  tearful,  hers  such  thoughts  and  wonderings 
were. 

Till  said  the  nurse:  “Come  here,  dear  child.  Weep 
not. 

We  all  must  go.  ’Tis  God  has  sent  for  her." 

“If  lie  should  send  for  me“— thus  spoke  the  child— 
“I'll  have  to  tell  the  angel:  ‘Do  not  wait. 

Though  God  has  sent  for  me,  I can  not  come ; 

I never  go  beyond  the  garden  gate.1  ” 

Katharine  McDowell  Rice. 


ANECDOTES  OF  TAYLER  LEWIS. 

There  are  thousands  of  graduates  of  Union 
College  who  remember  with  pleasure  Dr.Tay- 
ler  Lewis,  Professor  of  Greek  in  that  institu- 
tion for  nearly  if  not  quite  half  a century. 

He  was  a great  admirer  of  “ the  good  old  An- 
glo-Saxon,” as  he  was  pleased  to  term  it,  and 
frequently  criticised  the  introduction  of  for- 
eign words  into  our  language.  The  student 
who  could  get  the  most  Anglo-Saxon  words 
into  his  translations  was  a favorite  with  him. 

A waggish  student  in  the  class  of  the  writer 
(1859)  was  translating  in  class  from  one  of  the 
Greek  authors,  and  came  to  a passage  which 
probably  any  other  member  of  the  class  would 
have  rendered,  “They  were  creating  a commo- 
tion among  the  divinities,”  but  which  the  stu- 
dcufc  having  the  lloor  read,  “They  were  kick- 
ing up  a muss  among  the  gods.” 

“ How  is  that  ?”  asked  the  Doctor,  excitedly ; 
“give  us  that  again.”  And  on  its  being  re- 
peated, smacked  his  lips,  as  ho  frequently  did 
when  pleased,  aud  exclaimed:  “Good!  good! 
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Remember  that.  It  is  the  best  translation  I 
ever  heard  of  that  passage.  Good  old  Anglo- 
Saxon.” 

On  another  occasion  the  same  class  were 
translating  from  Medea,  and  came  to  tho  pas- 
sage where  she  cries  out  in  agony,  “Thrice 
would  I rather  bear  the  spear  in  battle  than 
to  bring  forth  one  child.’7  The  Doctor’s  eyes 
snapped  as  he  exclaimed : “True!  true!  You 
cost  more  than  you  are  worth,  every  mother’s 
son  of  you.77  N.  C.  G. 


A MODERN  BAS  BLEU. 

Miss  Alma  McVittie’s  as  graceful  and  witty 
A poetess  d la  mode 

As  e’er  turned  a sonnet  into  a bonnet 
Or  sandaled  her  feet  with  an  ode. 

Her  very  first  poem’s  a high-backed  comb, 
Which  she  wears  with  a fanciful  twist ; 

Her  next  as  a bangle  doth  tunefully  jangle 
With  each  turn  of  her  round  white  wrist. 

She  has  velour s and  sal  in  and  cod  nines  de  matin 
All  woven  of  jingles  and  chimes, 

And  her  jewels  bright  are  just  crystallized  light 
That  once  flashed  in  her  sparkling  rhymes. 

In  these  days  of  scrutation  about  transmutation 
Of  heat  into  force  much  is  writ, 

And  now  here’s  a girl  who  from  shoe-tio  to  curl 
Is  vestured  in  transmuted  wit. 

Ada  Sturues. 


He  bad  been  courting  his  Sarah  Ami  for 
many  a year.  The  blushing  maid  had  become 
a mature  woman,  with  a hint  of  crow’s-feet 
and  faded  hair.  Azariab,  as  he  was  about  to 
leave  her  one  evening,  sympathetically  re- 
marked, “ Sarah  Ann,  1 bought  a lot  in  the 
grave-yard  to-day,  that  we  may  lay  our  bones 
alongside  of  each  other  at  last.” 

Sarah  Ann  insinuatingly  rejoined,  “ Azariah, 
can’t  we  lay  our  bones  alongside  of  each  other 
w hile  we  live  ?” 


TIIAT  SAUSAGE, 


A clergyman  in  a Southern  State  was  on 
his  way  to  preach  a funeral  sermon.  As  he 
was  passing  the  house  of  a widow  lady,  a 
member  of  liis  congregation,  she  ran  out  and 
stopped  him,  saying,  as  they  had  just  slaugh- 
tered their  hogs,  she  had  put  up  a few  pounds 
of  sausage  as  a present,  adding  that,  as  she 
had  put  it  in  double  paper  pockets, she  thought 
it  would  not  soil  his  clothes.  He  thanked  her 
earnestly  for  her  kindness,  and  rode  on,  hav- 
ing put  the  parcel  in  his  pocket. 

All  the  time  ho  was  officiating  at  the  grave  a 
large,  half-starved  hound  kept  snuffing  around 
him,  sometimes  approaching  alarmingly  near, 
attracted  by  tlie  scent  of  the  fresh  meat.  As 
the  deceased  was  a man  of  some  prominence, 
there  was  a considerable  crowd  collected,  and 
great  mourning  and  lamentation  came  from 
the  family  group;  so  no  one  paid  any  atten- 
tion to  tho  movements  of  the  animal,  but  all 
noticed  with  concern — for  he  wfas  beloved  by 
bis  congregation — the  great  pallor  of  the  clcr- 
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gyraan,aml  the  beads  of  perspiration  standing 
upon  his  brow,  and  they  began  to  whisper  to 
each  other  that  Mr.  H must  be  ill. 

After  the  interment  they  all  proceeded  to 
tho  church,  where  the  funeral  sermon  w as  to 

be  preached.  Just  before  entering,  Mr.  H 

turned  around  to  ascertain  the  whereabouts 
of  his  tormentor,  when  lo!  there  lie  w’as,  not 
far  from  him,  but  the  crowd  prevented  him 
from  approaching  too  closely.  Just  at  this 
moment  some  one  gave  the  poor  creature  a 
cruel  kick,  w hich  sent  him  off  howling.  When 
the  minister  reached  his  pulpit — one  of  those 
old-fashioned  affairs  ascended  by  a short,  steep 
Bight  of  steps— he  breathed  more  freely.  He 
wras  just  about  to  commence  bis  duties  when 
the  sexton,  a good  old  man,  came  noiselessly 
up  the  steps  with  a slip  of  paper  in  his  hand, 
which  he  wished  to  give  to  the  minister,  but 
who  was  unnoticed  by  that  gentleman,  though 
seen  by  all  the  congregation.  Ho  gently  twitch- 
ed his  coat  to  attract  his  attention.  A thrill 
of  horror  passed  over  the  unhappy  preacher  at 
tho  dreadful  thought  that  the  dog  had  entered 
unseen  in  the  crowd,  and  was  now  about  to 
take  forcible  possession  of  the  sausage  before 
tho  whole  assembly;  so,  hoping  to  drive  him 
away,  he  kicked  back  cautiously  but  vigorous- 
ly, and  struck  the  old  man  in  the  breast,  who 
rolled  down  the  steps. 

Seeing  the  look  of  surprise  and  alarm  on  the 
faces  of  the  audience,  he  stammered  out,  with 
crimson  face : “ I must  explain  to  you,  my  breth- 
ren, what  must  seem  my  intemperate  conduct. 
A friend  came  out  to  me,  as  I was  passing  her 
house,  with  a small  package  of  sausage  for  me 
to  carry  home  in  my  pocket;  but  ever  since  I 
dismounted  from  my  horse  this  old  dog” — 
pointing  behind  to  the  prostrate  sexton,  but 
without  looking  round — “has-been  following 
me,  and  at  length  came  into  the  pulpit,  and 
lias  been  tugging  at  my  coat,  determined  to 
get  the  sausage  from  my  pocket.” 

At  this  moment  the  sexton,  a little  stunned 
and  a little  hurt,  arose  from  the  floor,  and  the 
minister  at  a glance  took  it  all  in,  stared  wild- 
ly at  him,  took  a drink  of  water,  turned  very 
pale,  and  sat  down,  overwhelmed  with  con- 
sternation. 


When  the th  United  States  Infantry  was 

ordered  to  New  Mexico  the  change  caused  some 
uneasiness  amongst  those  who  had  spent  so 
many  years  of  comfort  in  civilization.  Tho 
general  sentiment  was  one  of  disgust  for  front- 
ier service.  A little  son  of  Lieutenant  D 

seemed  very  much  impressed,  and  evidently 
dreaded  the  change  of  station,  for  on  tho  last 

Sunday  to  be  spent  at  Fort he  was  heard 

to  say,  “Now,  mother,  let  us  go  to  clmrch  for 
the  last  time,  and  say  good-by  to  God.” 


The  mathematical  solution  of  the  “Sirdar’s 
chess-board”  puzzle  w hich  w'e  published  in  our 
November  Drawer  should  have  been  credited 
to  Mr.  S.  Decatur  Smith. 
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THE  BRITISH  NAVY. 

Bt  SIR  EDWARD  REED. 


WHEN  timber  gave  place  to  iron  and 
steel  in  the  construction  of  war 
ships,  the  naval  possibilities  of  Great  Brit- 
ain became  practically  illimitable.  Prior 
to  that  great  change,  the  British  Admiral- 
ty, after  exhausting  its  home  supplies  of 
oak,  had  to  seek  in  the  forests  of  Italy  and 
of  remote  countries  those  hard,  curved, 
twisted,  and  stalwart  trees  which  alone 
sufficed  for  the  massive  frame-work  of  its 
line-of-battle  ships.  How  recently  it  has 
escaped  from  this  necessity  may  be  in- 
ferred from  the  fact  that  the  present 
writer,  on  taking  office  at  the  Admiralty 
in  1863,  found  her  Majesty’s  dock-yards 
largely  stored  with  recent  deliveries  of 
Italian  and  other  oak  timber  of  this  de- 
scription. 

And  here  it  may  not  be  inappropriate 
for  one  whose  earliest  professional  studies 
were  devoted  to  the  construction  of  wood- 
en ship3,  but  whose  personal  labors  have 
been  most  largely  devoted  to  the  iron  era, 
to  pay  a passing  tribute  of  respect  to  the 
constructive  genius  of  those  great  builders 
in  wood  who  designed  the  stanch  and 
towering  battle  shipsof  the  good  old  times. 
Skillful  indeed  was  the  art,  sound  indeed 
was  the  science,  which  enabled  them  to 
shape,  assemble,  and  combine  thousands 
of  timbers  and  planks  into  the  Grace  de 
Dieu  of  Great  Harry’s  day  (1514),  the  Sou - 
raigne  of  the  Seas  of  Charles’s  reign 
(1637),  the  Royal  William  of  half  a cen- 
tury later  (1682-92),  the  Victory , immor- 
talized by  Nelson,  and  in  our  own  early 
day  such  superb  ships  as  the  Queen , the 
Howe , and  scores  of  others.  Only  those 
who  have  made  a study  of  the  history  of 
sea  architecture  can  realize  the  difficulties 
which  the  designers  of  such  structures  had 
to  overcome. 

With  the  introduction  of  iron  and  steel 
for  ship-building  purposes  the  necessity 
for  ransacking  the  forests  of  the  world  for 


timber  suitable  for  the  frames  and  beam- 
knees  of  ships  passed  away,  and  Great 
Britain,  which  early  became,  and  thus  far 
remains,  first  and  greatest  in  the  produc- 
tion of  iron  and  steel,  was  thus  invited  to 
such  a development  of  naval  power  as  the 
world  has  never  seen.  The  mercantile 
marine  of  England  at  the  present  time 
furnishes  a splendid  demonstration  of  the 
readiness  with  which  the  commercial  class- 
es have  appreciated  this  great  opportunity ; 
but  the  Royal  Navy,  by  almost  univer- 
sal assent,  supplies  a melancholy  counter- 
demonstration, and  shows  that  neither 
the  capabilities  of  a race  nor  the  leadings 
of  Providence  suffice  to  keep  a nation  in 
its  true  position  when  it  falls  into  the 
hands  of  feeble  and  visionary  adminis- 
trators. Any  one  who  will  contrast  the 
British  navy  of  to-day  with  the  British 
navy  as  it  might  and  would  have  been 
under  the  administration,  say,  of  such  a 
First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  as  the  pre- 
sent Duke  of  Somerset  proved  himself  in 
every  department  of  the  naval  service  five- 
and-twenty  years  ago,  will  understand  the 
recent  outcry  in  England  for  a safer  and 
more  powerful  fleet. 

It  is  impossible,  as  will  presently  ap- 
pear, to  describe  the  existing  British  navy 
without  making  reference  to  those  admin- 
istrative causes  which  have  so  largely  and 
so  unhappily  influenced  it;  but  the  prima- 
ry object  of  this  article  is,  nevertheless, 
to  describe  agul  explain  it,  and  only  such 
references  will  be  made  to  other  circum- 
stances as  are  indispensable  to  the  fulfill- 
ment of  that  object. 

It  is  fitting,  and  to  the  present  writer  it 
is  agreeable,  iii'these  columns  of  Harper , 
which  circulates  so  widely  on  both  sides  of 
the  Atlantic,  to  take  early  note  of  a matter 
which  has  perhaps  never  before  been  fully 
acknowledged,  viz.,  the  indebtedness  of 
Great  Britain  and  of  Europe  to  the  United 
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of  these  expediences  were  purchased  at  the  turret  and  the  hatchways  over  the  rna- 
cost  of  the  lives  of  gallant  men,  and  that  chmery  and  boilers  were  protected  by  an 
fact  enhanced  their  value,  armored  breastwork  standing  high  above 

It  js  not  possible  to  dwell  at  length  upon  this  low  deck,  whereas  in  the  American 
the  means  by  which  the  Monitor  influence  Monitors  the  turret  rests  upon  the  deck, 
took  effect  in  the  navies  of  Europe,  but  which  is  near  to  the  smooth  seas  surface, 
if.  may  be  doubted  whether  ships  like  \Yc  have  here,,  in  the  features  just  core 
the  Thunderer,  Devastation,  and  Dread * trusted,  the  expression  of  a fundamental 
nought , which  naval  officers  declare  to  be  difference  of  view  between  the  American 


to  day  the  most  formidable  of  all  British 
war  ships,  would  have  found  their  way  so 
readily  into  existence  if  the  Monitors  Of 
America  had  not  encourage!  such  large 
departures  from  old  world  ideas.  In  this 
sense  the  Times  correctly  stated  some 
years  ago  that  the  ‘'American  Monitors 
were,  certainly  the  progenitors  of  our 
Devastation  type/'  The  one  ship  in  the 
British  navy  which  comes  nearest  to  the 
American  Monitor,  in  respect  of  the  near- 
ness of  her  deck  to  the  water,  is  the  Glut 
tonr  a very  exceptional  vessel,  and  design- 
ed under  a very  peculiar  stress  of  circum- 
stances. But  even  in  her  case,  as  in  that 
of  every  other  armored  turret  ship  of  the 
present  waiter's  design,  the  base  of  the 
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system,  as  applied  to  sea  going  turret 
ships,  and  Ole  European  system  of  sea- 
going ships  introduced  by  the  writer.  It 
has  never  been  possible,  in  our  judgment 
on  the  British  side  of  the  Atlantic,  to  re- 
gard even  such  Monitors  m tin?  Puritan 
and  Dictator  were  designed  to  be,  as  suffi- 
ciently proof  to  sea  perils:  At  the  time 
when  these  lines  are  being  penned,  the 
following  paragraph  is  appearing  in  Eng- 
lish newspapers:  “The  Canard  steamer 
Scrvia  arrived  at  New  York  yesterday, 
being  three  days  overdue.  During  a heavy 
sea  the  boats,  the  bridge,  and  the  funnel 
were  carried  avvav,  and  tin*  Saloon  was 
Hooded.  *’  Any  one  who  has  seen  the  Scr- 
via, and  observed  the  great  height  above 
^ \ . grigirarfrcn  : 
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the  smooth  sea’s  surface  at  which  her 
boats,  bridge,  and  funnel  are  carried,  will 
be  at  no  loss  to  infer  why  it  is  that  we  ob- 
ject to  ships  with  upper  decks  within  two 
or  three  feet  only  of  that  surface.  In 
short,  it  can  be  demonstrated  that  ships  of 
the  latter  type  are  liable,  in  certain  possi- 
ble seas,  to  be  completely  engulfed  even 
to  the  very  tops  of  their  funnels.  In  the 
case  of  the  Glatton,  which  had  to  be  pro- 
duced in  conformity  to  ideas  some  of 
which  were  not  those  of  the  designer,  one 
or  two  devices  were  resorted  to  expressly 
in  order  to  secure,  in  an  indirect  manner, 
some  increase  of  the  assigned  buoyancy, 
and  thus  to  raise  the  upper  deck  above 
its  prescribed  height.  The  officers  who 
served  in  her,  however,  judiciously  re- 
garded her,  on  account  of  her  low  deck, 
as  fit  only  for  harbor  service  or  restricted 
coast  defense. 

A very  dangerous  combination,  as  the 
writer  regards  it,  was  once  proposed  for 
his  adoption  by  the  representative  of  a 
colonial  government,  but  was  successfully 
resisted.  This  was  the  association  of  a 
“Coles”  or  English  turret  (which  pene- 
trates and  passes  bodily  through  the  wea- 
ther deck)  with  a low  American  Monitor 
deck.  This  was  opposed  on  the  ground 
that  with  such  an  arrangement  there  must 
of  necessity  be  great  danger  at  sea  of  seri- 
ous leakage  around  the  base  of  the  turret 
as  the  waves  swept  over  the  lower  deck. 
It  would  be  extremely  difficult  to  give  to 
the  long  circular  aperture  around  the 
turret  any  proteotion  which  would  be 
certain,  while  allowing  the  turret  to  re- 
volve freely,  both  to  withstand  the  fire  of 
the  guns  and  to  resist  the  attack  of  the 
sea. 

It  will  now  be  understood  that  while 
the  Monitor  system  was  from  the  first 
highly  appreciated  in  Europe,  and  more 
especially  in  England,  it  never  was  adopt- 
ed in  its  American  form  in  the  British 
navy.  Russia,  Holland,  and  some  other 
powers  did  adopt  it,  and  the  Dutch  gov- 
ernment had  to  pay  the  penalty  in  the 
total  disappearance  of  a ship  and  crew 
during  a short  passage  in  the  North  Sea 
from  one  homo  port  to  another.  In  a 
largely  altered  form,  and  with  many  mod- 
ifications and  additions  due  to  English 
ideas  of  sea  service,  it  was,  however,  sub- 
stantially adopted  in  the  three  powerful 
ships  already  named,  of  which  one,  the 
Dreadnought , now  bears  the  flag  of  the 
British  admiral  who  commands  the  Medi- 
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terranean  fleet.*  If  the  opinion  of  offi- 
cers who  have  served  in  these  ships  may 
be  accepted  as  sufficiently  conclusive,  it 
was  a great  misfortune  for  the  British 
navy  when  the  ruling  features  of  this  type 
of  ship  were  largely  departed  from  in  its 
first-class  ships,  and  made  to  give  place  to 
a whole  series  of  so-called  first-class  iron- 
clads, of  which  only  about  one-third  of 
the  length  has  been  protected  by  armor, 
and  which  are  consequently  quite  unfit 
to  take  a place  in  any  European  line  of 
battle. 

The  characteristic  differences  between 
the  American  type  and  the  English  type  of 
sea-going  Monitors  (if  we  may  apply  that 
designation  to  the  Devastation  type)  have 
already  been  stated,  but  may  be  restated 
herein  a single  sentence,  viz.,  the  elevation 
in  the  English  ship  of  the  turret  breast- 
work deck  to  a height  of  eleven  or  twelve 
feet  above  the  sea’s  surface,  and  the  rais- 
ing of  the  upper  deck  generally,  or  of  a 
considerable  part  of  it,  to  at  least  that 
height,  by  means  of  lightly  built  super- 
structures. Over  these  again,  aud  many 
feet  above  them,  are  built  bridges  and  hur- 
ricane decks,  from  which  the  ships  may  be 
commanded  in  all  weathers.  Lofty  as 
these  ships  are  by  comparison  with  Amer- 
ican Monitors,  it  is  only  gradually  that 
they  have  acquired  the  confidence  of  the 
naval  service,  so  freely  do  the  waves 
sweep  over  their  weather  decks  when  driv- 
en, even  in  moderate  weather,  against 
head  seas. 

The  British  navy,  having  very  diversi- 
fied services  to  perform  during  both  peace 
and  war,  requires  ships  of  various  kinds 
and  sizes.  Its  first  and  greatest  require- 
ment of  all  is  that  of  line-of-battle  ships 
in  sufficient  numbers  to  enable  England 
to  stand  up  successfully  against  any  Euro- 
pean naval  force  or  forces  that  may  threat- 
en her  or  her  empire.  If  any  one  should 
be  disposed  to  ask  why  this  requirement — 
which  is  obviously  an  extreme  one,  and  an 
impossible  one  for  more  than  a single  pow- 
er— is  more  necessary  for  England  than 
for  any  other  country,  the  answer  must 
be,  Circumspice ! To  look  round  over 
England's  empire  is  to  see  why  her  fail- 
ure on  the  sea  would  be  her  failure  alto- 
gether. France.  Germany,  Italy,  and 
even  Holland,  might  each  get  along  fair- 
ly well,  losiug  nothing  that  is  absolutely 

* The  engraving  of  the  Dreadnought  is  from  a 
drawing  presented  to  the  writer  by  the  Chevalier 
De  Martino,  a marine  artist  of  distinction. 
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essential  to  their*  existence,  even  if  every  ly  Strong,  hi  European  waters;  and  it  is 
port  belonging  to  them  were  sealed  by  an  for  this  reason  that.  England’s  liue-of- -bat* 
enemy's  squadron,  But  Wei^e  Great.  Brit-  tie  ships  ought  to  be  always  above  sus  pl- 
ain to  be  cut  olt*  from  her  colonies  and  do-  cion  both  in  number  and  in  quality, 
pendencies, \vere  her  ships  to  lie  swept  from  It  is  not  a pleasant  assertion  for  an 
the  seas  and  her  ports  closed  by  hostile  Englishman  to  make  when  he  has  to  say 
squadrons,  she  would  either  be  deprived  of  that  this  is  very  far  from  being  the  case 
tlio  very  elements  of  life  itself,  or  would  at  present.  A few  months  ago  this  state* 
have  to  seek  from  the  compassion  of  her  incut*  from  whomsoever  it  emanated, 
foes  the  bare  means  of  existence.  It  is  Ibis  would  have  been  received  with  distrust  by 
consideration,  and  the  strong  parental  care  the  general  public,  for  the  truth  was  only 
which  she  feels  for  her  colonics,  that  make  known  to  the  navy  itself  and  to  eompara 
ItCr  sous  indignant  at  any  hazardous  re-  lively  few  outsiders.  But  the  oflicial  com 
duetimi  of  her  naval  strength.  There  arc  m unications  made  to  botli  Houses  of  Pur- 
even  in  England  itself  men  who  can  not  or  1 ‘lament  early  in  December  last  have  pre- 
will  not  see  this  danger,  ami  who  impute  to  pared  the  world  for  the  truth,  the  First 
those  who  strive  to  avert  it  ambitious.  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  in  the  Chamber 
selfish,  and  even  sordid  motives.  But  it  of  Peers  and  Sir  Thomas  Brassey  in  the 
is  to  no  unworthy  cause  that  England's  House  of  Commons  having  then  proposed 
naval  anxieties  are  clue.  We  have  no  dr  to  Parliament  a programme  of  addition- 
sire  for  war;  we  do  not  hunger  for  further  ul  ship  building  which  provided  for  aeon- 
naval  fame;  we  cherish  no  mean  rivalry  sider&ble  increase  in  the  number  of  its 
of  other  powers  who  seek  to  colonize  or  to  first -class  ships  and  cruisers,  ami  which 
otherwise  improve  their  trade:  wo  do  not  also  provided,  on  the  demand  of  the  pro 
waiit  the  inastery  of  the. seas  for  any  com-  sent  writer,  that  the  cruisers  should  be 
mrreial  objects  that  are  exolpsively  OUr  protected  with  belts  of  armor  -;in  element 
own.  Wluit  we  desire  to  do  is  to  keep  of  safely  previously  dented  to  then?.  It 
the  seas  open  thoroughfares  to  our  vast  need  hardly  be  repeated,  after  tins  whole 
possessions  and  dependencies,  and  free  to  Sale  admission  of  weakness  by  the  Admi- 
ihat  commercial  communication  which  rally,  that  Great  Britain  is  ul  present  in 
has  become  indisp€*nsable  to  our  existence  far  from  a satisfactory  condition  as  re- 
us an  empire.  To  accomplish  that,  object  gards  both  the  rmmbrr  nml  the  character 
we  must,  at  any  cost,  be  .strong,  supreme  of  its  ships.  Were  that  not  so,  m>  public 
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agitation  could  have  moved  the  govern- 
ment to  reverse  in  several  respects  a policy 
by  which  it  had  for  so  long  abided. 

It  will  be  interesting  to  broadly  but 
briefly  review  the  causes  of  the  present 
deplorable  condition  of  the  British  navy. 
In  the  first  place,  in  so  far  as  it  is  a finan- 
cial question,  it  has  resulted  mainly  from 
the  sustained  attempt  of  successive  gov- 
ernments to  keep  the  naval  expenditure 
within  or  near  to  a fixed  annual  amount, 
notwithstanding  the  palpable  fact  that 
every  branch  of  the  naval  service,  like 
most  other  services,  is  unavoidably  in- 
creasing in  cost,  while  the  necessities  of 
the  empire  are  likewise  unavoidably  in- 
creasing. The  consequence  is  that,  as  offi- 
cers and  men  of  every  description  must 
be  paid,  and  all  the  charges  connected 
therewith  must  in  any  event  be  fully  met, 
the  ship-building  votes  of  various  kinds 
are  those  upon  which  the  main  stress  of 
financial  pressure  must  fall.  From  this 
follows  a strong  desire,  to  which  all  Boards 
of  Admiralty  too  readily  yield,  to  keep 
down  the  size  and  cost  of  their  first-class 
ships,  to  the  sacrifice  of  their  necessary 
qualities.  This  may  be  strikingly  illus- 
trated by  the  fact  that,  although  the  iron 
Dreadnought , a first-class  ship,  designed 
fifteen  or  sixteen  years  ago.  had  a dis- 
placement of  10,820  tons,  and  was  pow- 
erful in  proportion,  the  Admiralty  have 
launched  but  a single  ship  (the  Inflexible) 
since  that  period  of  which  the  displace- 
ment has  reached  10,000  tons.  In  fact, 
every  large  iron-clad  ship  for  the  British 
navy  since  launched  has  fallen  from  1200 
to  2400  tons  short  of  the  Dreadnought* 8 
displacement,  and  has  been  proportional- 
ly feeble. 

If  this  cutting  down  in  the  size  of  the 
principal  ships  of  Great  Britain  had  been 
attended  by  a corresponding  reduction  in 
the  sizes  of  the  ships  of  other  powers,  or 
even  by  some  advantages  of  design  which 
largely  tended  to  make  up  for  the  defect 
of  size,  there  might  he  something  to  say 
for  it.  But  the  French  ships  have  shown 
no  such  falling  olf  in  size,  and  have  ben- 
efited as  fully  as  the  English  ships  by  the 
use  of  steel  and  by  the  improved  power 
and  economy  of  the  marine  steam-engine. 

Simultaneously  with  the  reduction  in 
the  size  of  the  English  ships  there  has 
been  brought  about — voluntarily, and  not 
as  a consequence  of  reduced  size,  for  it 
was  first  applied  in  the  largest  of  all  Brit- 
ish men-of-war,  the  Inflexible — a system 
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of  stripping  the  so-called  armored  ships 
of  the  English  navy  of  a large  part  of 
their  armor,  and  reducing  its  extent  to  so 
deplorable  a degree  that,  as  has  already 
been  said,  they  are  quite  unfit  to  take 
part,  with  any  reasonable  hope  of  success, 
in  any  general  engagement.  Here,  again, 
there  might  have  been  something  to  say 
for  a large  reduction  in  the  armored  sur- 
face of  ships  if  it  had  been  attended  by 
some  great  compensation,  such  as  that 
which  an  immense  increase  in  the  thick- 
ness of  the  armor  applied  might  have  pro- 
vided, although  no  such  increase  could 
ever  have  compensated  for  such  a reduc- 
tion of  the  armored  part  of  the  ship  as 
would  have  exposed  the  whole  ship  to  de- 
struction by  the  mere  bursting  in  of  the 
unarmored  ends,  which  is  what  has  been 
done.  But  although  in  the  case  of  the 
large  Inflexible  the  citadel  armor  was  of 
excessive  thickness,  that  is  not  true  of  the 
more  recent  ships  of  England,  the  armor 
of  which  sometimes  falls  short  of  that  of 
the  French  ships,  in  two  or  three  in- 
stances by  as  much  as  four  inches,  the 
French  ships  having  22-inch  armor,  and 
the  English  18-inch.  But  by  the  combined 
effect  of  injudicious  economy  and  of  erro- 
neous design,  therefore — both  furthered 
by  a sort  of  frenzied  desire  on  the  part  of 
the  Britisli  Admiralty  to  strip  the  ships  of 
armor,  keep  down  their  speed,  delay  their 
completion,  and  otherwise  paralyze  the 
naval  service,  apparently  without  under- 
standing what  they  were  about — the  Brit- 
ish navy  has  been  brought  into  a condi- 
tion which  none  but  the  possible  enemies 
of  the  country  can  regard  without  more 
or  less  dismay. 

In  order  to  illustrate  the  extent  to  which 
side  armor  has  been  denied  to  the  British 
ships,  as  compared  with  the  French,  we 
refer  the  reader  to  the  diagrams  (see  page 
340)  of  the  Amiral  Duperre  (French) 
and  of  the  Inflexible  and  Collingtvood 
(both  English).  The  black  portions  rep- 
resent the  side  armor  in  each  case.  It  is 
scarcely  possible  for  any  one  friendly  to 
Great  Britain  to  look  at  these  diagrams, 
and  realize  what  they  signify,  without 
profoundly  regretting  that  a sufficient 
force  of  public  opinion  has  not  yet  been 
exerted  to  compel  the  Admiralty  to  a 
much  more  liberal  use  of  armor  in  the 
new  first-class  ships  the  intended  con- 
struction of  which  was  announced  to  Par- 
liament in  December  last.  In  these  new 
sliips.  while  the  length  of  the  partial  belt 
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the  steam  and  steel  fighting  engine,  we 
were  also  introducing  an  era  in  which 
fantastic  and  feeble  people  might  but  too 
easily  convert  what  ought  to  have  been 
the  latest  and  greatest  glory  of  England 
into  her  direct  peril,  and  possibly  even 
her  early  overthrow. 

The  first  British  iron-clad  (neglecting 
the  “floating  batteries”  of  1854)  was  the 
Warrior , a handsome  ship  380  feet  long, 
furnished  with  steam-power,  and  provided 
with  masts,  spars,  and  a large  spread  of 
canvas.  Her  ends  were  unprotected  by 
armor,  and  her  steering  gear  consequent- 
ly much  exposed.  She  was  succeeded  by 
a long  series  of  full-rigged  iron-clads,  all 
of  them  supplied  with  steam-power  like- 
wise, the  series  continuing  down  to  the 
present  time.  The  little  dependence  which 
is  now  placed  in  the  British  navy  upon 
the  use  of  sail -power  in  armored  ships 
will  be  seen,  however,  when  it  is  stated 
that  of  all  the  ships  protected  by  side 
armor  which  are  now  under  construction 
in  the  royal  dock -yards,  but  two  are  to 
be  given  any  sail-power  at  all,  and  these 
are  to  be  rigged  on  two  masts  only,  al- 
though the  ships  are  of  large  size,  and  in- 
tended for  cruising  in  distant  seas. 

It  is  unnecessary  in  a popular  article 
of  this  description  to  dwell  upon,  or  even 
to  state,  the  minor  differences  which  ex- 
ist between  the  different  types  of  rigged 
iron-clads.  There  are,  however,  some 
points  of  interest  in  connection  with  their 
armor  and  armament  to  be  mentioned. 
In  the  design  of  the  first  group  (speaking 
chronologically)  were  commenced  those 
changes  in  the  disposition  of  the  armor 


which  continue  down  to  the  present  time, 
the  British  Admiralty  being  so  mixed  and 
so  virtually  irresponsible  a body  that  it  is 
not  obliged  to  have  a mind  of  its  own  for 
any  great  length  of  time,  even  when  many 
of  the  same  men  continue  in  office. 

The  Warrior , as  we  saw,  and  the  sister 
ship  Black  Prince,  had  a central  armored 
battery  only;  the  same  is  true  of  those 
reduced  Warriors,  the  Defence  and  the 
Resistance . But  the  next  succeeding 
ships  of  the  Warrior's  size,  the  Minotaur 
and  Agincourt , were  fully  armored  from 
end  to  end;  and  the  somewhat  smaller 
ship  the  Achilles  was  furnished  with  a 
complete  belt  at  the  water-line.  The 
Hector  and  Valiant  (improved  Defences) 
had  complete  armor  above  the  water,  but 
oddly  enough  had  part  of  the  water-line 
at  each  end  left  unarmored.  A third  ship 
of  the  Minotaur  class,  the  Northumber- 
land,, was  modified  by  the  present  writer 
at  the  bow  and  stern  on  his  entering  the 
Admiralty,  the  armor  above  water  being 
there  reduced,  and  an  armored  bow  breast- 
work constructed.  Within  this  armor- 
ed breastwork  were  placed  two  heavy 
guns  firing  right  ahead.  With  this  ex- 
ception, all  these  early  ships,  nine  in  num- 
ber, were  without  any  other  protected 
guns  than  those* of  the  broadside. 

These  ships  were  followed  by  a series  of 
rigged  ships  of  the  writer’s  design,  viz.,  the 
Bellerophon , Hercules , Sultan , Penelope , 
Invincible , Iron  Duke , Vanguard , Swift - 
sure , and  Triumph , all  with  hulls  of  iron, 
or  of  iron  and  steel  combined,  together  with 
a series  of  rigged  ships  constructed  of  wood, 
con  verted  from  unarmored  hulls  or  f rames, 
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the  central  battery  ships  >yldteji  pre ceded  Tim  Atf'Winlm  is  a ship  of  iW?n  Urns 
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signer  has  to  make  a choice  of  evils,  but 
where  people  are  as  free  as  is  the  British 
Board  of  Admiralty  to  build  safe  and  effi- 
cient ships,  the  devotion  of  so  much  ar- 
mor as  the  Nelson  and  Northampton  carry 
to  so  limited  a measure  of  protection  is  a 
very  singular  proceeding,  and  illustrates 
once  more  with  how  little  wisdom  the 
world  is  governed. 

Before  passing  from  the  armored  ships 
of  the  navy — or  rather,  as  we  must  now 
say  in  view  of  some  of  the  ships  just  de- 
scribed and  illustrated, before  passing  from 
the  ships  which  have  some  armor — it  is 
desirable  to  take  note  of  a few  exceptional 
vessels  which  can  not  be  classed  either 
with  the  pretentious  and  so-called  line-of- 
battle  ships  or  with  the  rigged  iron-clads 
generally.  Among  these  will  be  found 
two  comparatively  small  ships,  designed 
by  the  writer  many  years  ago,  to  serve 
primarily  as  rams,  but  to  carry  also  some 
guns.  These  were  the  Hotspur  and  Ru- 
pert. The  water-line  of  the  Hotspur  was 
protected  with  very  thick  armor  for  her 
day  (14-inch),  extending  from  stem  to 
stern,  dipping  down  forward  to  greatly 
strengthen  the  projecting  ram.  She  car- 
ried (besides  a few  smaller  guns)  the 
largest  gun  of  the  period,  one  of  twenty- 
five  tons,  mounted  on  a turn-table,  but 
protected  by  a fixed  tower  pierced  with 
four  ports.*  This  fixed  tower  was  years 
afterward  replaced  by  a revolving  turret, 
similar  to  that  which  the  writer  gave  in 
the  first  instance  to  the  Rupert , designed 
soon  after  the  Hotspur.  Both  the  armor 
and  the  armament  of  the  second  vessel 
were  heavier  than  those  of  the  first,  but 
the  ram,  as  before,  was  the  chief  feature 
of  the  ship. 

It  is  needless  here  to  describe  some  of 
the  very  early  turret  ships,  such  as  the 
Prince  Albert , Scorpion , Wyvern,  and 
Royal  Sovereign , all  of  whicli  embodied 
the  early  (though  not  by  any  means  the 
earliest)  views  of  that  able,  energetic,  and 
lamented  officer  the  late  Captain  Cowper 
Coles,  R.N.,  who  was  lost  at  sea  by  the 
capsizing  of  his  own  ship,  the  Captain , 
her  low  sides  failing  to  furnish  the  neces- 

* Some  poisons  regarded  the  existence  of  these 
four  small  port-holes  as  converting  the  tower  into 
a nest  for  projectiles,  although  a single  enemy  could 
not  possibly  have  attacked  more  than  two  of  these 
ports  at  once,  situated  as  they  were.  What  would 
such  persons  think  of  the  butteries  of  the  Xtfson, 
Northampton,  and  Shannon,  each  open  for  more 
than  one  hundred  feet  in  length,  on  each  side  of  the 
ship,  in  so  far  as  armor  is  concerned? 
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sary  stability  for  enabling  her  to  resist 
when  under  her  canvas  the  force  of  a mod- 
erate gale  of  wind.  Had  he  been  able  to 
foresee  the  coming  abandonment  of  sail- 
power  in  rigged  ships,  and  had  he  been 
placed,  as  the  writer  advised,  in  charge  of 
the  revolving  turrets  of  the  navy,  leaving 
ship-designingto  those  who  understood  it, 
he  might  have  been  alive  to  this  day,  to 
witness  the  very  general  adoption  in  the 
British  navy  of  that  turret  system  to  whicli 
he  for  some  years  devoted  and  eventually 
sacrificed  his  life. 

The  first  real  sea  going  and  successful 
ship  designed  and  built  to  carry  the  re- 
volving turret  of  Coles  was,  by  universal 
consent,  the  Monarch , whose  sea -going 
qualities  secured  for  her  the  distinction  of 
transporting  to  the  shores  of  America — as 
a mark  of  England's  good-will  to  the  peo- 
ple of  the  United  States,  and  of  her  ad- 
miration of  a great  and  good  citizen — the 
body  of  the  late  Mr.  George  Peabody. 
“The  performances  of  the  Monarch  at 
sea,”  says  Brassey’s  British  Navy , “were 
in  the  highest  degree  satisfactory;”  and 
nothing  could  exceed  the  frank  and  liberal 
praises  bestowed  upon  her  for  her  perform- 
ances during  the  voyage  to  New  York  by 
the  officers  of  the  United  States  man  of* 
war  which  accompanied  her  as  a compli- 
mentary escort. 

A great  deal  has  been  written  and  said 
at  different  times  about  four  other  turret 
ships  of  the  British  navy,  viz.,  the  Cyclops , 
Gorgon , Hecate , and  Hydra — far  less  ter- 
rible vessels  than  these  formidable  names 
would  seem  to  import.  Whether  these 
four  comparatively  small  turret  ships  pos- 
sess the  necessary  sea  going  qualities  for 
coast  defense  (as  distinguished  from  har- 
bor service)  is  a question  which  has  been 
much  discussed,  and  is  not  yet  settled. 

The  truth  is  that  the  defense  of  the  coasts 
of  England,  Wales,  Scotland,  and  Ireland 
is  a service  in  which  the  sea-going  quali- 
ties of  vessels  may  be  called  into  requisi- 
tion as  largely  as  in  any  service  in  the 
world.  There  are  some  (this  writer  among 
them)  who  much  prefer  the  mid- Atlantic 
in  a heavy  gale  of  wind  to  many  parts  of 
these  coasts,  more  especially  if  there  be 
any  doubt  about  the  perfect  obedience  of 
the  ship  to  her  steam-power  and  her  helm. 

The  worst  weather  the  writer  has  ever 
experienced  at  sea  was  met  with  in  the 
English  Channel,  and  the  only  merchant 
ship  whicli  he  ever  even  in  part  possessed 
was  mastered  by  a Channel  storm,  had  to 
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cast  anchor  outside  of  Plymouth  Break- 
water, was  blown  clean  over  it,  and  sank 
inside  of  it,  with  her  cables  stretched 
across  that  line  engineering1  work.  It  is 
therefore  difficult,  and  has  always  been 
difficult,  not  to  say  impossible,  for  him 
to  regard  a “coast-defense  ship,”  which 
certainly  ought  to  be  able  to  defend  the 
coast,  and  to  proceed  from  one  part  of  it 
to  another,  as  a vessel  which  may  be  made 
less  seaworthy  than  other  vessels.  Only 
in  one  respect,  viz.,  that  of  coal  supply, 
may  such  a ship  be  safely  made  inferior 
to  sea- going  ships. 

But  whether  the  four  vessels  under  no- 
tice be  lit  for  coast  defense  or  not,  it  ought 
to  be  known  that  they  were  not  designed 
for  it.  They  were  hastily  ordered  in  1870, 
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when  the  Franco-German  war  was  break- 
ing out,  under  the  impression  that  Great 
Britain  might  get  involved  in  that  war. 

The  British  Admiralty  knew  then  (as  it 
knows  now,  and  as  it  has  known  for  years 
past)  that  the  navy  had  not  been  main- 
tained in  sufficient  strength,  and  they 
consequently  seized  the  first  design  for  a 
small  and  cheap  ship  that  they  could  lay 
hands  on,  and  ordered  the  construction, 
with  all  dispatch,  of  four  such  vessels. 
The  design  which  they  happened  to  take, 
or  which  seemed  to  them  most  suitable, 
was  that  of  the  Cerberus — a breastwork 
Monitor  designed  by  the  writer  for  special 
service  in  inland  colonial  waters,  and 
made  as  powerful  as  was  then  possible  on 
3300  tons  of  displacement,  both  offen- 
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sively  and  defensively,  but  with  no  ne- 
cessity for,  and  no  pretensions  whatever 
to,  sea- going  qualities.  It  is  scarcely  to 
be  supposed  that  four  vessels  having  such 
an  origin  could  be  expected  to  take  their 
place  as  sea  going  ships  of  the  British 
navy;  nor  could  they,  either,  for  reasons 
already  suggested,  be  expected  to  possess 
any  high  qualities  as  vessels  for  the  de- 
fense of 

41  That  land  round  whose  resounding  coasts 
The  rough  sea  circles.” 


The  Admiralty  which  ordered  their  con- 
struction may  possibly  be  able  to  state 
why  they  built  them,  but  even  that  is  not 
at  all  certain.  One  of  the  evil  results  of 
mean  economies  in  national  enterprises  in 
ordinary  times  is  extravagant  and  aimless 
expenditure  in  times  of  necessity. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A later  example  of  this  kind  of  expendi- 
ture under  very  similar  circumstances  was 
furnished  during  Lord  Beaconsfield’s  ad- 
ministration, when  war  with  Russia  seem- 
ed likely  to  occur.  Again  the  insuffi- 
ciency of  the  navy  was  strongly  felt,  and 
again  public  money,  to  the  extent  of  two 
millions  sterling  or  more,  was  expended 
upon  the  acquisition  of  such  ships  as 
could  be  most  readily  acquired,  regardless 
of  cost.  At  this  time  the  Neptune  (of 
9170  tons  displacement),  the  Superb  (of 
9100  tons),  and  the  Belleisle  and  Orion 
(each  of  4830  tons)  were  purchased  into 
the  service,  and  having  been  built  for  other 
navies,  and  under  very  peculiar  circum- 
stances in  some  cases,  required  large  dock- 
yard expenditure  to  convert  them  to  their 
new  uses  in  the  British  navy. 

It  only  remains,  in  so  far  as  existing 
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armored,  or  rather  u partly  armored,'* 
ships  are  concerned,  to  advert  to  the  Im- 
j&rieuse  and  War  spite,  two  cruisers  build- 
ing for  distant  service.  These  ships  are 
315  feet  long;  and  to  them  has  been  allow- 
ed, by  the  extraordinary  generosity  of  the 
Admiralty,  as  much  as  140  feet  of  length 
of  armored  belt.  If  this  had  been  extend- 
ed by  only  20  feet,  these  British  cruisers, 
which  Sir  Thomas  Brassey — whether  gran- 
diloquently or  satirically  it  is  hard  to  say 
— calls  '‘armored  cruisers/’  would  have 
actually  had  one-half  of  their  length  pro- 
tected by  armor-plating  at  the  water-line. 
In  what  spirit  and  with  what  object  is  not 

his  outline 


known,  but  Sir  Thomas, 
sketch  of  these  ships,  writes  the  word 
‘‘  coals'4  in  conspicuous  letters  before  and 
abaft  the  belt.  Can  it  be  possible  that  heT 
undoubtedly  a sensible  man  of  business, 
and  one  who  laboriously  endeavors  to 
bring  up  the  knowledge  and  sense  of  his 
fellow  -country men  to  a level  with  his 
own,  and  who  is  now  Secretary  to  the 
British  Admiralty — can  it  be  possible  that 
he  considers  coal  a trustworthy  substitute 
for  armor,  either  before  or  after  it  has 
been  consumed  as  fiifclf 

It  is  very  distressing  to  have  to  write  in 
these  terms  and  put  these  questions  about 
Admiralty  represimtatives  and  Admiralty 
sli i ps.  But  what  is  to  be  done  ? Here  arc 
two  slops  which  are  together  to  cost  near- 
ly half  a million  of  money,  which  are  ex- 
pressly built  to  chase  and  capt  ure  our  ene- 
mies in  distant  seas,  which  are  vaunt  ing- 
ly  desert  bed  as  ‘ * armored  cruisers/’  which 
can  not  be  expected  always  by  their  mere 


appearance  to  frighten  the  enemy  into 
submission,  like  painted  Chinese  forts, 
which  must  be  presumed  sometimes  to  en- 
counter a fighting  foe,  or  at  least  to  be 
iired  at  a few  times  by  the  stern  guns  of  a 
vessel  that  is  running  away,  and  yet  some 
eighty  or  ninety  feet  of  the  bows  of  these 
ships  and  as  much  of  their  .sterns  are  de- 
liberately deprived  of  the  protection  of  ar- 
mor, so  that  any  shell  from  any  gun  may 
pierce  them,  let  in  the  sea,  and  reduce  their 
speed  indefinitely;  and  in  apparent  justi- 
fication of  this  perfectly  ridiculous  ar- 
rangement— perfectly  ridiculous  in  a ship 
which  is  primarily  bound  to  sustain  her 
speed  when  chasing — the  Secretary  to  the 
Admiralty  tells  us  that  she  is  to  carry  in 
the  unprotected  bow  some  coals ! May  the 
pages  of  so  responsible  it  magazine  as  Har- 
per's be  made  available  for  giving  to  the 
British  Admiralty  a piece  of  information 
oF  which  only  they  can  be  possibly  igno- 
rant. viz.,  that  even  while  coal  is  uueun- 
stuned  it  differs  largely  from  steel  armor 
plates  in  the  measure  of  resistance  winch  it 
offers  to  shot  and  shell:  and  further,  that 
coal  is  put  on  board  warships  that  it  may 
be  consumed  in  the  generation  of  steam  t 
It  is  very  desirable  that  this  information 
should  somehow  be  conveyed  to  White- 
hall in  an  impressive  maimer,  and  possi- 
bly, if  the  combined  intelligence  of  the 
two  great  nations  to  whom  Harper  s chief- 
ly appeals  be  invoked  in  its  favor,  it  may  at 
length  come  to  be  umlerstoodnnd  attended 
to  even  by  the  Admiralty,  and  one  may 
hear  no  more  of  the  protection  of  her  Maj- 
esty's ships  by  means  of  their  “ coal/’ 
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Passing  now  from  the  so-called  iron-  that  be  properly  cal  led  an  “armored  ship” 
clads  of  the  British  navy,  we  come  to  a which  can  be  utterly  destroyed  by  guns 
class  of  vessels  which  have  their  boilers,  without  any  shot  or  shell  ever  touching 
etc. , protected  from  above  by  iron  decks  such  armor  as  it  possesses?  The  British 
sweeping  over  them  from  side  to  side.  Admiralty,  in  the  "Navy  Estimates*”  for 
The  section  of  the  Mersey  (see  page  360) — 1883-4,  under  some  unknown  influence, 
one  of  the  most  important  British  ships  of  put  forw  ard  two  ships  of  th  is  description 
this  type — will  illustrate  the  system  of  as  armored  vessels,  and  were  afterward 
construction.  V arious  attempts  have  been  forced  to  remove  them  from  that  category, 
made  to  impose  numerous  ships  of  this  but  only  removed  them  to  place  them  in 
bind  upon  a sometimes  too  credu lotus  pub-  another  not  less  false,  not  less  misleading, 


he  as  armored  vessels,  and  Sir  Thomas 
Brassey,  while  publishing  descriptions  and 
drawings  which  demonstrated  beyond  all 
question  that,  the  buoyancy  and  stability 
of  these  ships  are  not  at  all  protected  by 
armor,  nevertheless  delilx'rately  includes 
sonic  of  them  in  Ids  list  of  “ armored 
ships. Now  l he. thick  iron  deck  certain- 
ly protects  (in  some  degree,  according  to 
its  thickness)  all  that  is  below  it  against 
the  fire  of  guns,  and  armor  itself  is  some- 
time* employed  to  protect  the  gun  ma- 
chinery; but  the  existence  of  a thick isli 
deck  under  the  water,  or  mainly  under 
the  water,  occasionally  associated  with 
patches  of  armor  alvove  water  here  and 
there'  to  protect  individual  parts,  does  not 
constitute  the  ship  itself  ail  armored  ship 
in  any  such  sense  Of  the  term  as  is  ordina- 
rily accepted  and  understood.  How  can 
* The  Kalla  and  Jsjwnin,  (hr  example. 
vol. 


hot  less  deceptive  and  dangerous,  viz., 
that  of  “protected  ships."  And  this  most 
improper  description  is  still  applied  to  va- 
rious ships  of  which  the  special  character- 
istic is  that  they  themselves  are  not  pro- 
tected. If  the  ship's  own  coal  and  stores 
may  be  regarded  as  her  protection,  or  if 
the  existence  of  a certain  number  of  ex- 
posed and  extremely  thin  internal  plates 
can  be  m regarded,  then  may  these  ves- 
sels be  deemed  partly,  hut  only  partly, 
" protected”  ; but  if  “ protected  ship” 
means,  as  every  honest- minded  person 
must  take  it  to  mean,  that  the  ship  her- 
self is  protected  by  armor  against  shot, 
and  shell,  then  the  designation  " protect- 
ed ship.”  as  employed  by  the  British  Ad- 
miralty, is  nothing  less  than  an  imposition. 
These  ships  are  not  protected.  Neither 
their  power  to  float,  nor  their  power  to 
keep  upright,  nor  their  power  to  #stM  at 
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all,  after  a few  sucli  injuries  as  even  the 
smallest  guns  afloat  can  inflict,  is  “pro- 
tected,” as  any  war  whatever  is  likely  to 
demonstrate. 

Those  who  employ  such  language  ignore 
the  essential  characteristic  of  a ship  of  war, 
and  some  of  the  gravest  dangers  which 
menace  her.  It  is  conceivable  that  in  the 
old  days,  when  men  wore  armor,  the  pro- 
tection of  the  head  with  an  “armet,”  and 
of  the  breast  by  a breastplate,  might  have 
justified  the  description  of  the  man  so  de- 
fended as  an  “armored  man,”  although  it 
is  difficult  to  see  why,  since  he  might  have 
been  put  hors  de  combat  by  a single  stroke. 
But  protect  the  boilers  and  magazines  of 
a ship  how  you  will,  if  you  do  not  protect 
the  ship  itself  sufficiently  in  the  region  of 
the  water-line  to  prevent  such  an  invasion 
of  the  sea  as  will  sink  or  capsize  her,  she 
remains  herself  essentially  unprotected, 
liable  to  speedy  and  complete  destruction, 
and  can  not  truly  be  called  a “protected 
ship.” 

It  must  not  for  a moment  be  supposed 
that  this  is  a mere  question  of  words  or  des- 
ignations. On  the  contrary,  it  is  one  of 
the  most  vital  importance  to  all  navies, 
and  most  of  all  to  the  navy  of  Great  Brit- 
ain. What  the  Admiralty  say,  the  rest  of 
the  government,  and  beyond  them  the 
country,  are  likely  to  believe  and  to  rely 
upon,  and  when  the  stress  of  naval  war- 
fare comes,  the  nation  which  has  con- 
fidingly understood  the  Admiralty  to 
mean  “armored  ships”  and  “protect- 
ed ships”  when  they  have  employed 
these  phrases,  and  suddenly  finds  out, 
by  defeat  following  defeat  and  catas- 
trophe catastrophe,  that  they  meant 
nothing  of  the  kind,  may  have  to  pay 
for  its  credulity,  allowable  and  par- 
donable as  it  may  be,  the  penalty  of 
betrayal,  and  of  something  worse  even 
than  national  humility. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  not  to  be  in- 
ferred from  the  objections  thus  offered 
to  the  employment  of  deceptive  desig- 
nations that  objection  is  also  offered  to 
the  construction  of  some  ships  with  lim- 
ited or  partial  protection,  falling  short 
of  the  protection  of  the  buoyancy  and 
the  stability,  and  therefore  of  the  life, 
of  the  ship  itself.  It  is  quite  impossible 
that  all  the  ships  of  a navy  like  that  of 
Great  Britain,  or  of  the  navies  of  many 
other  powers,  can  be  made  invulnera- 
ble, even  in  the  region  of  the  water-line, 
to  all  shot  or  shell.  Indeed,  there  are 
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services  upon  which  it  is  necessary  to  em- 
ploy armed  ships  but  which  do  not  demand 
the  use  of  armored  or  protected  vessels. 
Unarmored  vessels,  with  some  of  their  more 
vital  contents  protected,  suffice  for  such 
services.  Moreover,  even  where  it  would 
be  very  desirable  indeed  to  have  the  hull 
protected  by  armor  to  a sufficient  extent 
to  preserve  the  ship’s  buoyancy  and  stabil- 
ity from  ready  destruction  by  gun  fire,  it 
is  often  impracticable  to  give  the  ship  that 
protection.  This  is  true,  for  example,  of 
all  small  corvettes, sloops, and  gun  vessels, 
which  are  too  small  to  float  the  necessary 
armor  plates,  in  addition  to  all  the  indis- 
pensable weights  of  hull,  steam  machinery, 
fuel,  armament,  ammunition,  crew,  and 
stores.  It  would  be  both  idle  and  unrea- 
sonable, therefore,  to  complain  of  the  con- 
struction of  some  ships  with  the  protect- 
ing armor  limited, or  even,  in  certain  cases, 
with  no  protecting  armor  at  all.  Such 
ships  must  be  built,  and  in  considerable 
number,  for  the  British  navy.  But  this 
necessity  should  neither  blind  us  to  the 
exposure  and  destructibility  of  all  such 
vessels,  nor  induce  us  to  endeavor  to  keep 
that  exposure  and  destructibility  out  of 
our  own  sight.  Still  less  should  it  en- 
courage us  to  sanction, even  for  a moment, 
such  an  abuse  of  terms  as  to  hold  up  as 
“armored”  and  “protected”  ships  those 
which,  whether  unavoidably  or  avoida- 
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bl\%  have  been  deprived  of  the  necessary  are  the  Active , Bacchante,  Roadicea, 
amount  of  armor  to  keep  them  afloat  mi  Earyalus , Rover,  mid  Volage.  ail  exceed 

der  the  (ire  of  small  or  even  of  moderate*  irig  fourteen  knots  in  speed,  and  all  more 
ly  powerful  ^tms.  than  3000  tons  displacement.  Then  fol- 

WV  are  now  in  a position  to  review  the  low  thirty-six  smaller  and  less  sw  ift  ror- 
British  navy,  and  to  see*  of  what  ships  it  vettes.  nearly  one-half  the  number  being 
really  consists.  In  tins  review  it  will  not  built  wholly  of  worn!,  most  of  which  ex* 
be  necessary  to  pass  before  the  eyes  of  the  c»;ed,  however,  thirteen  knots  in  speed; 
reader  that  large  number  of  vessels  of  and  Indow  these  about  an  equal  number 
which  even  the  boilers  and  magazines  are  of  sloops  of  less  speed  and  tonnage.  The 
without  any  armor  or  thick  plate  pro-  smaller  gun  vessels  and  gun-boats  need 
tection  whatever.  It  will  help,  neverthe  not  be  summarized, 

less,  to  make  the  nature  and  extent  of  the  Passing  on  to  vessels  which,  although 
navy  understood,  if  these  are  grouped  ami  themselves  uuarmomf  have  thick' -plate 
summarized  in  a few  sentences.  Neg  decks  to  give  some  protection  to  the  ma 
lecting  altogether  all  large  vessels  with  chin erv,  we  observe  first  that  then*  are 
timber  frames  (Which  may  he  regarded  as  eight  ships  of  3500  to  3700  tons,  built  and 
out  of  date,  seeing  that  all  the  war  vessels  under  construction,  viz,,  the  Amphion, 
of  considerable  size  now  built  for  the  A rrthn&a,  Lenndcr,  Phaeton.  Mersey, 
navy  have  iron  or  steel  firmest,  it  may  be  Secern.  Fort h.  and  Thames.  Sir  Thomas 
first  said  that  there  fire'  hut  three  ships  of  Braxsey  very  properly  classes  such  of 
the  large  or  frigate  class  in  the  British  these  vessek  as  he  mentions  in  his  lists  as 
navy  which  carry  no  thick  probating  " uuarhiored  &hip*C’  although,  before 
plate  at  all,  viz. . the  Inconstant,  the  Shah,  mentioned,  when  t wo  of  them  the  Mvr 
ami  the  Raleigh.  Of  npich  less  size  than  «ey  and  Severn — were  designed,  with  a 
these,  ami  equally  devoid  of  protection,  are  deck  two  inches  thick,  the  Admiralty  ui 
the  two  very  fust  vessels,  the  tv  in.  and  first  ventured  to  put  them  forward  as 
Mercury,  built  as  special  dispatch  vessels,  "armored  ships/' 

steaming  at  their  best  at  about  eighteen  Ascending  in  the  scale  of  protection, 
knots.  Ajpumg  the  unarnrored  corvettes  and  dealing  for  Lire  present  with  sea  going 
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vessels  only,  we  come  to  a long  series  of 
ships  which  are  undeserving  of  the  desig- 
nation of  armored  ships,  because  they  are 
liable  to  destruction  by  guns  without  the 
limited  amount  of  armor  which  they  carry 
being  attacked  at  all.  These  ships  are  the 
Imptrieuse  and  Warspite,  previously  dis- 
cussed, and  also  the  Ajax , Agamemnon , 
Colossus , Edinburgh , and  the  six  large 
ships  of  the  “Admiral1’  class.  Any  one  who 
has  intelligently  perused  the  report  of  the 
committee  on  the  Inflexible  would  justify 
the  inclusion  of  that  ship  in  this  category ; 
but  she  is  omitted  here  out  of  deference  to 
the  strenuous  exertions  which  were  made 
to  invent  or  devise  some  little  stability  for 
her,  even  when  her  bow  and  stern  are 
supposed  to  be  badly  injured,  and  out  of 
compassion  upon  those  officers  of  the  Ad- 
miralty who  have  long  ago  repented  those 
trying  compromises  with  conscience  by  aid 
of  which  they  expressed  some  slight  con- 
fidence in  her  ability  to  float  upright  with 
her  unarmored  ends  badly  damaged.  She 
is  omitted  also  out  of  gratitude  to  Sir 
Thomas  Brassey  for  a sentence  in  which, 
while  saving  her  from  being  placed  in  so 
dreadful  a category,  he  honestly  places 
some  of  the  other  ships  in  it  without  qual- 
i fication  or  circumlocution.  He  says : “ In 
one  important  particular  the  Ajax  and 
Agamemnon  are  inferior  to  the  Inflexible . 
The  central  armored  citadel  is  not,  as  it  is 
in  the  case  of  the  Inflexible , of  sufficient 
displacement  to  secure  the  stability  of  the 
ship  should  the  unarmored  ends  be  de- 
stroyed. ”*  In  another  place  the  present 
Secretary  to  the  Admiralty,  referring  to 
the  report  of  the  Inflexible  committee 
(which  was  nominated  by  the  Admiralty, 
and  under  heavy  obligations  to  support 
them),  says:  44  It  is  doubtless  very  desira- 
ble that  our  armored  ships  should  possess 
a more  ample  margin  of  stability  than  is 
provided  in  the  armored  citadel  of  the  In- 
flexible.  The  ideas  of  the  committee  and 
of  Sir  Edward  Reed  on  this  point  were  in 
entire  accord.  ”t 

It  has  recently  been  acknowledged  that, 
as  Sir  Thomas  Brassey  states,  the  Ajax 
and  Agamemnon  are  so  constructed  that 
they  are  dependent  for  their  ability  to 
float,  the  right  side  uppermost,  upon  their 


* Th*  British  X<u')fy  Yol.  I.,  p.  4:48. 
f 76 1>/.,  p.  4*27.  The  writer  trusts  lie  may  be  ex- 
cused from  u pi  in  quoting  these  very  important 
sentences  from  the  work  of  the  Secretary  to  the 
Admiralty,  notwithstanding  that  he  recently  had 
occasion  to  quote  them  elsewhere. 
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unarmored  ends.  To  call  such  ships  “ar- 
mored ships”  is,  as  we  have  seen,  to  mis- 
lead the  public.  But  some  pains  have  been 
taken  of  late  to  show  that  the  “Admiral” 
class  is  better  off  in  this  respect,  and  cer- 
tainly the  known  opinions  of  the  present 
writer  have  been  so  far  respected  in  these 
ships  that  their  armored  citadels, so  called, 
have  been  made  somewhat  longer  and  of 
greater  proportionate  area.  The  follow’- 
ing  figures  have  been  given: 

Percentage  of  water- 
line area  covered 
by  armor. 


Inflexible 42. 

Agamemnon 45.4 

Collingwood 54.16 

Camperdown 66.35 


But  any  one  who  understands  this 
question  knows  perfectly  well  that  “per- 
centage of  water-line  area  covered  by 
armor”  in  no  way  represents  the  relative 
stabilities  of  these  ships.  Indeed,  that  is 
obvious  upon  the  face  of  the  matter,  be- 
cause we  have  seen  the  Ajax  and  Aga- 
memnon pronounced  devoid  of  the  neces- 
sary stability  when  injured,  while  the  In- 
flexible is  said  to  possess  it,  although  the 
former  vessel  has  45^  per  cent,  of  the  wa- 
ter-line area  covered,  while  the  latter  has 
but  42  per  cent.  But  this  is  not  the  con- 
sideration which  has  led  to  the  condemna- 
tion of  the  whole  “Admiral”  class  of  so- 
called  iron-clads  as  not  possessing  the  es- 
sential characteristic  of  an  armored  ship, 
viz.,  the  power  to  float,  and  to  float  with 
needful  buoyancy  and  stability,  all  the 
time  the  armor  is  unpierced.  The  ground 
of  that  condemnation  is  to  be  found  in 
the  introduction  into  the  “Admirals”  of 
a dangerous  combination  from  which  the 
Inflexible  and  Agamemnon  and  other 
like  ships  are  exempt — the  combination 
of  long  unarmored  ends  comprising  about 
45  per  cent,  of  the  water-line  area  with  so 
shallow  a belt  of  armor  that,  when  the 
unarmored  ends  are  injured  and  filled  by 
the  sea  (as  they  would  be  in  action),  there 
would  remain  so  little  armor  left  above 
water  that  a very  slight  inclination  of  the 
ship  would  put  it  all  below  water.  In  the 
Agamemnon  class,  small  as  the  initial  sta- 
bility may  be  (and  with  the  unarmored 
ends  torn  open  it  would  be  nothing),  the 
armor  is  carried  up  to  a reasonable  height 
above  water.  But  in  the  “Admiral"  class 
all  the  advantage  arising  from  a slightly 
lengthened  citadel  is  more  than  destroyed 
by  this  lowering  of  the  armor.  So  great  is 
the  consequent  danger  of  these  ships'  Cap- 
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sizing,  if  ever  called  upon  to  engage  in  a 
serious  battle  at  close  quarters,  that  the 
writer  can  not  conscientiously  regard 
them  as  “armored  ships,”  but  must  in 
common  fairness  to  the  officers  and  men 
who  are  to  serve  in  them,  and  to  the  nation 
which  might  otherwise  put  its  trust  in 
them,  relegate  them  to  the  category  of 
ships  with  only  parts  protected. 

It  will  be  observed  that  nothing  has  yet 
been  said  about  thickness  of  armor,  al- 
though that  is,  of  course,  a very  important 
element  of  a ship’s  safety  or  danger.  But 
important  as  it  is,  it  has  to  be  kept  scrupu- 
lously separated  from  the  question  just 
discussed — the  limitation  of  the  armor’s 
extent — because  no  misrepresentation  and 
no  misconception  can  well  arise  concern- 
ing the  relative  power  or  trustworthiness 
of  ships  armored  variously  as  to  thickness, 
while  much  misrepresentation  has  actual- 
ly taken  place  and  much  consequent  mis- 
conception has  actually  arisen  on  the  oth- 
er matter,  more  than  one  European  gov- 
ernment having  deliberately  placed  in  the 
category  of  “armored  ships”  ships  which  in 
no  true  sense  of  the  word  can  be  so  classed. 

The  following  classifications  will  con- 
form to  the  foregoing  views,  describing  as 
“armored  ships”  only  those  which  have 
sufficient  side  armor  to  protect  them  from 
being  sunk  or  capsized  by  the  fire  of  guns 
all  the  time  the  armor  remains  unpierced. 


Armored  Ships  with  Thin  Armor.* 


sj?  H 

Indi- 

cated 

Hors<*- 

power. 

Speed, 

in 

Knot*. 

Maximum 
Thick  neu 
of  Armor, 
in  India*. 

j Largest 
Gun*, 
in  Iona. 

Achilles 

9,820 

5720 

14* 

4* 

12  : 

Agincourt 

10,(590 

(5870 

15 

5* 

12 

Audacious 

(5,910 

4020 

13 

8 

12  I 

Bellerophon 

7,550 

6520 

143*' 

6 

12 

Black  Prince  — 

9,210 

5770 

13* 

4* 

9 

Uorgont 

3.480 

1650 

11 

9 

18  1 

Hecatet 

8,480 

1750 

11 

9 

18  ) 

Hector  t 

6,710 

3260 

12* 

4* 

9 

Hydrat 

8,480 

1470 

11* 

8 

18 

Invincible 

6,010 

4880 

14 

8 

12 

Iron  Duke 

6,010 

4270 

IS* 

8 

12 

Minotaur 

10.690 

6700 

14* 

5* 

12 

Monarch i. . . 

8.820 

7840 

15 

7 

25  1 

Northumberland 

10.580 

6560 

14 

5* 

12 

Penelope 

4,470 

47  00 

12* 

6 

9 1 

Prince  Albert . . . 

8.880 

2180 

11* 

4* 

12 

Swiftsure 

(5,(540 

4910 

15* 

8 

12 

Triumph 

6.640 

4890 

14 

8 

12 

Valiant 

6.710 

3560 

12* 

4* 

9 

Warrior 

9.210 

547*0 

9* 

4* 

9 

Ships  Armored  in  Places. 

The  ships  in  this  list,  although  having  some  armor 
upon  their  sides,  being  liable  to  capsize  at  sea  from 
injuries  inflicted  upon  their  unarraored  parts,  can 
not  be  classed  with  the  armored  ships. 


Ton.  1 

llorj- 

power. 

Spead, 

in 

KnoU. 

Maximum 
Thirknew 
of  Armor, 
in  Inches. 

Largest 
Guns, 
in  Ton*. 

Ajax 

8,490  0000 

13 

18 

38 

Agamemnon .. .. 

8.490  6000 

13 

IH 

38 

Anson 

10, 000  : 7500 

14 

18 

(53 

Benbow 

10,000  ; 7500 

14 

18 

110 

Camperdown  . . . 

10,000  7500 

14 

18 

(53 

Collingwood 

9,150  70(H) 

14 

18 

43 

Colossus 

9,150  6000 

14 

1 18 

43 

Edinburgh 

9,150  6000 

14 

18 

43 

Howe 

9.6(H)  ; 75(H) 

' 16 

1 18 

63 

Rodney  

9.6(H)  75(H) 

! 14 

18 

63 

Impth*ieusc$. . .. 

7.8(H)  i KKHH) 

1 16 

i 1° 

18 

Warspitet 

7,390  j 80(H) 

! 16 

1 10 

i 18 

BRITISH  SHIPS  OF  WAR,  BUILT  AND 
BUILDING. 

Armored  Ships  with  Thick  Armor. 


Toii» 
Displace- 
ment . 

Indi- 

cated 

power. 

SjHvd, 

in 

Knots. 

Mnxitnum 
Thickness 
of  Armor, 
in  Inches. 

I freest 
Guns, 
in  Tons. 

Alexandra 

9,490 

8010 

15 

12 

25 

Belle  isle 

4,830 

3200 

12* 

12 

25 

Conqueror 

5.200 

45(H) 

15 

12 

43 

Devastation 

9.330 

(5(550 

13* 

12 

85 

Dreadnought  . . . 

10,820 

82(H) 

14* 

14 

38 

Hero 

0.200 

4500 

15 

12 

43 

Inflexible* 

11,400 

8000 

14 

24 

80 

Neptune 

9,170 

9000 

14* 

12 

38 

Orion . — 

4.880 

3900 

13 

12 

25 

Rupert 

5.440 

4(530 

13* 

12 

18 

Superb 

9.1(H) 

7430 

14 

12 

18 

Thunderer 

9,330 

6270 

13* 

12 

38 

Glattont 

4.9)0 

2870 

12 

12 

25 

Armored  Ships  with  Medium  Armor. 


Tons 
Displare- 
i merit. 

Indi- 
ra ted 
Home- 
]«owrr. 

c.  . | Maximum 
8|*rd,  !Xhil,h||WW 

Kt!"  <'f  Armor. 

in  Indie*. 

(.arrest 
Guns, 
in  Tons. 

Hercules  .... 

. . . 8680 

8530 

14* 

9 

18 

Hotspur 

...  4010 

3500 

12* 

11 

25 

sultan 

. . . 9290 

8630 

14 

9 

18 

Terneraire . . . 

. . . 8540 

77(H) 

14*  ' 

11 

25 

* The  reasons  for  placing  this  ship  in  the  list  of 
armored  ships,  against  the  writer’s  own  judgment, 
have  been  stated  previously, 
f Ilarbor-defense  vessel. 
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To  this  list  may  now  be  added  two  ships  of  10,400 
tons  displacement,  with  18-inch  armor,  and  five  cruis- 
ers of  5000  tons  displacement,  with  10-inch  armor, 
recently  ordered  by  the  Admiralty  to  be  built  by 
contract. 


Unarmored  Ships  with  Under  water  Steel  Dkcks.§ 


j Tons 

1 Displace- 
ment. 

Indi- 

cated 

iiume- 

power. 

Speed, 

in 

Knots. 

Thickness 
of  Deck, 
in  Inches. 

Largest 
Guns, in 
Inches. 

A m ph  ion  — 

. . . 3750 

5000 

16* 

1* 

6 

Arethusa. . . . 

. . 3750 

5000 

16* 

1* 

6 

Leander 

...  1 3750 

5000 

16* 

1* 

6 

Phaeton 

. . . 3750 

5000 

16* 

1* 

6 

Mersey 

. ..  8550 

6000 

17 

2 

6 

Severn 

. . . 3550 

6000 

17 

2 

6 

Thames 

. . . , 8550 

6000 

17 

2 

6 

Forth 

...  i 8550 

0000 

17 

2 

6 

* Three  turret  vessels,  nearly  resembling  the  Gor - 
<7 on,  which  belong  to  the  Indian  and  colonial  govern- 
ments, are  not  included  in  this  list,  nor  are  several 
unimportant  small  vessels,  viz.,  *S rorpion,  Hywrn, 
Viper,  Wafencifch,  and  Vixen.  The  very  few  re- 
maining thinly  armored  wood-built  ships  arc  also 
excluded. 

\ Ships  for  local  defense  of  ports. 

j Grubers  for  distant  service. 

£ The  thicknesses  of  decks  given  are  those  of  the 
horizontal,  or  nearly  horizontal,  parts  of  the  deck. 
Where  the  decks  slope  down  at  the  sides  the  thick- 
ness is  sometimes  increased  a little,  as  will  have 
been  seen  in  the  section  of  the  Mt  rsep. 
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Armored  ships  with  12-inch  armor  and 
upward  are  called  ships  with  thick  ar- 
mor; those  with  armor  less  than  twelve 
inches  but  more  than  eight  inches  thick 
are  designated  as  ships  with  medium  ar- 
mor; and  those  with  8-inch  armor  or  less 
as  ships  with  thin  armor. 

A few  vessels  known  as  the  ‘‘Scout1’ 
class  are  now  under  construction  for  the 
Admiralty  upon  the  Clyde.  There  is  a 
disposition  in  certain  quarters  to  include 
these  among  the  ships  of  the  class  recorded 
in  the  last  table.  We  give  a transverse 
section  of  the  newest  “Scout,”  from  which 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  so-called  protective 
deck  is  but  three-eighths  of  an  inch  in  thick- 
ness, and  can  therefore  be  pierced  by  any 
gun  afloat,  from  the  largest  down  to  the 
very  smallest.  It  would  be  quite  ab- 
surd to  speak  of  this  class  of  vessels  as 
being  in  any  way  “protected”  against 
gun  fire. 

The  first-class  ships  so  called  and  the 
armored  cruisers  referred  to  in  the  for- 
mer part  of  this  article  as  having  been 
promised  to  Parliament  by  the  Admiral- 
ty representatives  have  now  been  or- 
dered, and  work  upon  them  has  been 
commenced  in  the  yards  of  those  firms 
to  whom  their  building  has  been  intrust- 
ed. The  former  are  two  in  number, 
and  their  principal  dimensions  and  par- 
ticulars are  as  follows : length,  340  feet ; 
breadth,  70  feet;  draught  of  water,  26 
feet;  displacement,  10,400  tons;  indi- 
cated horse -power,  10,000;  estimated 
speed,  16  knots;  thickness  of  armor,  18 
inches ; largest  guns,  110  tons.  The  ar- 
mor belt  in  these  ships  is  a little  more 
than  160  feet  long,  or  about  half  their 
length,  but  rises  to  a height  of  only  two 
feet  six  inches  above  the  water.  Before 
and  abaft  the  belt  under- water  armored 
decks  extend  to  the  stem  and  stern  re- 
spectively, as  in  the  “Admiral”  class. 
Besides  the  two  110-ton  guns,  which,  as 
has  been  said,  are  placed  in  a turret  for- 
ward and  fire  over  the  upper  deck,  there 
are  twelve  6-inch  guns  ranged  round  the 
after-part  of  the  ship  on  the  upper  deck. 
A certain  amount  of  protection  has  been 
given  to  these  guns  by  means  of  armor 
plating,  but  as  this  is  only  three  inches 
thick,  it  can  be  said  to  do  little  more  than 
protect  the  gun  crews  from  the  fire  of 
rifles  and  of  the  smallest  machine-guns. 

Of  the  armored  cruisers,  five  have  been 
contracted  for.  Their  principal  dimen- 
sions and  particulars  are:  length,  300  feet; 
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breadth,  56  feet;  draught  of  water,  21  feet; 
displacement,  5000  tons;  indicated  horse- 
power, 8500;  estimated  speed,  18  knots; 
thickness  of  armor,  10  inches ; largest  guns, 
18  tons.  These  vessels  are  protected  by  an 
armor  belt  nearly  200  feet  long,  which  ex- 
tends to  a height  of  one  foot  six  inches 
above  the  water  and  to  a depth  of  four  feet 
below  it,  and  they  also  have  under-water 
decks  before  and  abaft  the  belt.  They 
carry  two  18-ton  guns,  one  well  forward, 
ranging  right  round  the  bow,  and  the  other 
well  aft,  ranging  right  round  the  stern,  as 
well  as  five  6-inch  guns  on  each  broadside, 
the  foremost  and  aftermost  of  which  are 
placed  on  projecting  sponsons,  by  which 
they  are  enabled  to  fire  right  ahead  and 
right  astern  respectively.  None  of  these 


TRANSVERSE  SECTION  OF  ONK  OF  THE  NEW  “SCOUTS.” 


guns  are  protected  except  by  the  thin 
shields  usually  fitted  to  keep  off  rifle  fire 
from  those  actually  working  the  guns. 

No  mention  has  yet  been  made  of  the 
troop  or  transport  ships  of  the  British  navy. 
There  are  in  all  about  a dozen  of  these,  but 
by  far  the  most  conspicuous  and  important 
of  them  are  the  five  Indian  transports  which 
were  built  about  twenty  years  ago,  con- 
jointly by  the  Admiralty  and  the  govern- 
ment of  India,  and  ever  since  worked  by 
those  departments  of  the  state  with  geu- 
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eral  satisfaction.  One  of  these,  the  Jumna, 
is  illustrated  in  the  annexed  figure.  So 
satisfied  was  the  kite  Director  of  Trans- 
ports,  Sir  William  R.  Mends,  K.C.B.,  with 
the  services  of  these  ships  that,  before  re- 
tiring from  liLs  office,  he  in for  iped  the 
writer  that  if  he  had  to  assist  in  the  con- 
struction of  a .new  Meet  of  such  transports 
he  would  desire  hut  a single  improvement 
in  them,  as  working  ships,  and  that  was 
the  raising  of  the  lower  deck  one  foot,  in 
order  to  increase  to  that  extent  the  stow- 
age of  the  holds. 

In  the  early  part  of  tins  article  the  writer 
made  reference  to  the  influence  exerted 
upon  European  .ship-building  by  the  inci- 
dents of  the  American  civil  war.  He  will 
conclude  bv  a reference  to  ait  influence 


to  accompany  them  on  their  annual  official 
visit  of  inspection  to  her  Majesty's  dock- 
yards. On  the  wav  from  Chatham  to 
Hheemess  in  the.  Admiralty  yacht,  the 
writer  had  a most  instructive  conversation 
with  the  Admiral  as  to  the  results  of  his 
practical  experience  of  naval  warfare  at 
the  brilliant  capture  of  New  Orleans,  and 
elsewhere,  and  one  of  those  results  was 
this:  “Never  allow  your  men  to  be  de- 
ceived as  to  the  ships  in  which  you  ex- 
pect them  to  fight.  They  will  light  in 
anything,  and  light  to  the  death,  if  they 
know  beforehand  what  they  are  going 
about,  and  what  is  expected  of  them.  Rut 
if  you  deceive  them,  and  expose  them  to 
dangers  of  which  they  know  nothing,  and 
they  find  this  out  in  battle,  they  are  very 
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exerted  upon  his  own  mind  and  judgment 
by  the  most  distinguished  naval  hero  of 
that  war,  the  late  Admiral  F arr&gut.  On 
the  occasion  of  that  gal  1 ai 1 1 office r :s  visit 
to  E u gta  n d t h e B<  >ard  o f A d m mil  t y I \ » v ited 
him.  as  a wholly  exceptional  compliment. 


apt  to  become  bewildered,  to  lose  heart  all 
at  once*  ami  to  fail  you  just  when  you 
most  require  their  utmost  exertions.1'  The 
writer  has  not  forgotten  this,  ami  will  not 
forget  it.  The  British  Admiralty  is,  un- 
happily, altogether  unmindful  of  it. 
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YOUR  COMING. 

BY  DORA  READ  GOODALE. 

I KNOW  not,  love,  how  first  you  found  me, 
What  instinct  led  you  here; 

I know  the  world  has  changed  around  me 
Since  once  you  came  so  near. 

I yield  a thousand  claims  to  nourish  this, 

At  last  the  dearest  hope,  the  nearest  tie; 

And  looking  but  to  you  for  happiness, 

Happy  am  I. 

How  lightly  passed  the  maiden  leisure 
That  youth  and  freedom  chose, 

The  careless  days  of  peace  and  pleasure, 

The  nights  of  pure  repose! 

So  swift  a touch  could  set  the  tune  amiss! 

So  brief  a shadow  blot  the  morning  sky! 

Yet  if  the  heart  be  made  for  happiness, 

Happy  am  I. 

O love,  your  coming  taught  me  trouble; 

Your  parting  taught  me  pain. 

My  breath  grew  quick;  my  blood  ran  double— 
It  leaped  in  every  vein. 

Yet,  ah!  has  Time  outdone  the  lover’s  kiss, 

The  look — the  burning  look — the  low  reply? 
If  these  be  all  he  holds  of  happiness, 

Happy  am  I. 

You  lend  to  earth  a vague  emotion; 

My  self  a stranger  seems; 

Your  glance  is  mixed  with  sky  and  ocean; 

Your  voice  is  heard  in  dreams. 

The  good  I choose  is  weighed  with  that  I miss, 
My  idlest  laughter  mated  w ith  a sigh. 

And  moving  only  in  your  happiness. 

Happy  am  I. 


SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER; 

OR,  THE  MISTAKES  OF  A NIGHT.— A COMEDY. 
BY  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 


ACT  THIRD. — {Continued.) 
Enter  Miss  Hardcastle  and  Maid. 


Miss  Hard.  What  an  unaccountable  creature  is  that  brother  of  mine,  to 
send  them  to  the  house  as  an  inn,  ha!  ha!  I don't  wonder  at  his  impudence. 

Maid.  But  what  is  more,  madam,  the  young  gentleman,  as  you  passed  bv 
in  your  present  dress,  asked  me  if  you  were  the  bar-maid . He  mistook  you 
for  the  bar-maid,  madam. 

Miss  Hard.  Did  he?  Then  as  I live  I am  resolv’d  to  keep  up  the  delu- 
sion. Tell  me,  Pimple,  how  do  you  like  my  present  dress  ? Don’t  you  think 
I look  something  like  Cherry  in  the  Beaux'  Stratagem  ? 

Maid.  It’s  the  dress,  madam,  that  every  lady  wears  in  the  country,  but 
when  she  visits  or  receives  company. 
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Mi**  1 1 aiid.  In  the  first  place,  1 shall  be  seen,  and  that  is  no  small  advan- 
tage to  a girl  who  brings  her  face  to  market.  Then  I shall  perhaip*  make  an 
acquaintance,  and  that’s  no  small  victory  gained  over  one.  who  never  addresses 
any  but  the  wildest  of  her  sex.  Hut  my  chief  aim  is  to  take  my  gentleman  off 
his  guard,  and,  like  an  invisible  champion  of  romance,  examine  the  giant’s 
fu)‘<-e  before  1 offer  to  combat. 

Man.  Hut  you  are  sure  yon  can  act  your  part,  and  disguise  vour  voice  so 
that  lie  may  mistake  that,  as  he  has  already  mistaken  your  person  f 

Miss  II  ard.  Never  fear  me.  1 think  I have  got  the  true  bar  cant — Did 
your  honor  calif — Attend  the  tfibii  there.  -Pipes  and  tobacco  for  tbe  Angel. 
The  Limb  has  been  outrageous  ibis  half-hour. 

M ato.  It  will  do,  madam.  Hut  lie’s  here.  [E'jclt  Maid. 


Maim.,  What  a bawling  in  every  part  of  the  house  ! I have  scarce  a mo- 
ment's repose.  If  1 go  to  the  best  room,  there  1 find  my  host  and  bis  story; 
if  I fly  to  the  gallery,  there  we  have  my  hostess  with  her  courtesy  down  to  the 
ground.  I have  at  last  got  a moment  to  myself,  and  now  for  recollection. 
( Walks  and  m iw*.  ) 


riginal  fro 


Miss  Maud.  And  are  you  sure  he  does  not  remember  my  face  or  person  ? 
Maui.  Certain  of  it. 

Miss  Hard.  I vow  I thought  so;  for  though  we  spoke  for  some  time  to- 
gether, yet  bis  fears  were  such  that  he  never  once  looked  up  during  the  inter- 
view. Indeed,  if  he  had,  my  bonnet  would  have  kept  him  from  seeing  me. 
Maid.  But  what  do  you  hope  from  keeping  him  in  his  mistake? 


HSf  f 

* V , 4} ra&v  • M * 

Miss  Hard.  Did  you  call,  sir  ( Did  your  honor  call  ( 

Maul,  (jjlutsiny.)  As  for  Miss  Mardcastie,  she’s  too  grave  and  sentimental 
for  me. 

Miss  1 1 aril  Did  your  honor  call  ; (She  etUl /Uacm  kernel/-,  before,  hitn , he 
tnrniny  </ iru.i/.  j 

Maul.  No,  child  (iuuninij).  Besides,  from  tlie  glimpse  1 had  of  her,  1 think 
she  squints. 

Miss  Haro.  I'm  sure,  sir,  l heard  the  bell  ring. 

Maul.  No,  no  i/iiyrinfA.  I have  pleased  my  lather,  however,  by  coming 
down,  and  I'll  to-morrow  please  thyself  by  returning.  {Tubing  mil  his  tablets 
anil  penmikg.) 

M iss  IIaro.  Perhaps  the  other  gentleman  called,  sir  ? 

Marl.  I tell  you,  no. 

Miss  IIaro.  \ should  he  glad  to  know.  <ir.  We  have  sueh  a parcel  of 
servants ! 

Marl.  No,  no,  l tell  you  ihiolx  fiifl  itt  her f dee).  Yes,  child,  I think  I did 
call.  I wanted — I wanted — 1 vow,  child,  you  are  vastly  handsome. 

Miss  H aro.  Oh  la,  sir,  you'll  make  pue  ashamed. 

Marl.  Never  saw  a more,  sprightly,  malicious  eye.  Yes,  yes,  my  dear.  I 
did  call.— JHave  you  got.  anv  of  your — a— what  d've  call  it  in  the  house  ? 
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Mis6  Hard.  No,  sir ; we  have  been  out  of  that  these  ten  days. 

Marl.  One  may  call  in  this  house,  I find,  to  very  little  purpose.  Suppose 
I should  call  for  a taste,  just  by  way  of  trial,  of  the  nectar  of  your  lips ; per- 
haps I might  be  disappointed  in  that  too. 

Miss  Hard.  Nectar ! nectar ! That’s  a liquor  there’s  no  call  for  in  these 
parts.  French,  I suppose.  We  keep  no  French  wines  here,  sir. 

Marl.  Of  true  English  growth,  I assure  you. 

Miss  Hard.  Then  it’s  odd  I should  not  know  it.  We  brew  all  sorts  of 
wines  in  this  house,  and  I have  lived  here  these  eighteen  years. 

Marl.  Eighteen  years ! Why,  one  would  think,  child,  you  kept  the  bar 
before  you  were  bom.  How  old  are  you  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Oh ! sir,  I must  not  tell  my  age.  They  say  women  and  music 
should  never  be  dated. 

Marl.  To  guess  at  this  distance,  you  can’t  be  much  above  forty  ( approach- 
ing).  Yet  nearer  I don’t  think  so  much  ( approaching ).  By  coming  close  to 
some  women,  they  look  younger  still ; but  when  we  come  very  close  indeed — 
( attempting  to  kiss  her.) 

Miss  Hard.  Pray,  sir,  keep  your  distance.  One  would  think  you  wanted 
to  know  one’s  age  as  they  do  horses’,  by  mark  of  mouth. 

Marl.  I protest,  child,  you  use  me  extremely  ill.  If  you  keep  me  at  this 
distance,  how  is  it  possible  you  and  I can  be  ever  acquainted  ? 

Miss  Hard.  And  who  wants  to  be  acquainted  with  you ? I want  no  such 
acquaintance,  not  I.  I’m  sure  vou  did  not  treat  Miss  Hardcastle,  that  was 
here  awhile  ago,  in  this  obstropalous  manner.  I’ll  warrant  me,  before  her  you 
looked  dashed,  and  kept  bowing  to  the  ground,  and  talked,  for  all  the  world, 
as  if  you  was  before  a justice  of  peace. 

Marl.  (Aside.)  Egad,  she  has  hit  it,  sure  enough!  (To  her.)  In  awe  of 
her,  child?  Ha!  ha!  ha!  A mere  awkward  squinting  thing;  no,  no.  I find 
you  don’t  know  me.  I laughed  and  rallied  her  a little ; but  I was  unwilling 
to  be  too  severe.  No,  I could  not  be  too  severe,  curse  me ! 

Miss  Hard.  Oh,  then,  sir,  you  are  a favorite,  I find,  among  the  ladies  ? 

Marl.  Yes,  my  dear,  a great  favorite.  And  yet,  hang  me,  I don’t  see 
what  they  find  in  me  to  follow.  At  the  Ladies’  Club  in  town  I’m  called  their 
agreeable  Rattle.  Rattle,  child,  is  not  iny  real  name,  but  one  I’m  known  by. 
My  name  is  Solomons ; Mr.  Solomons,  my  dear,  at  your  service.  ( Offering  to 
salute  her.) 

Miss  Hard.  Hold,  sir,  you  are  introducing  me  to  your  club,  not  to  your- 
self. And  you’re  so  great  a favorite  there,  you  say  ? 

Marl.  les,  my  (Tear.  There’s  Mrs.  Mantrap,  Lady  Betty  Blackleg,  the 
Countess  of  Sligo,  Mis.  Langhorns,  old  Miss  Biddy  Buckskin,  and  your  hum- 
ble servant,  keep  up  the  spirit  of  the  place. 

Miss  Hard.  Then  it  is  a very  merry  place,  I suppose  ? 

Marl.  Yes,  as  merry  as  cards,  supper,  wine,  ana  old  women  can  make  us. 

Miss  Hard.  And  their  agreeable  Rattle,  ha ! ha!  ha! 

Marl.  (Aside.)  Egad ! I don’t  quite  like  this  chit.  She  looks  knowing, 
methinks.  (To  her.)  A ou  laugh,  child  ? 

Miss  Hard.  I can’t  but  laugh,  to  think  what  time  they  all  have  for  mind- 
ing their  work  or  their  family. 

Marl.  (Aside.)  All's  well ; she  don’t  laugh  at  me.  (To  her.)  Do  you  ever 
work,  child  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Ay,  sure.  There’s  not  a screen  or  a quilt  in  the  whole  house 
but  what  can  bear  witness  to  that. 

Marl.  Odso ! then  you  must  show  me  your  embroidery.  I embroider  and 
draw  patterns  myself  a little.  If  you  want  a judge  of  your  work,  you  must 
•apply  to  me.  (Seizing  her  hand.) 
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Miss  Hard.  Ay,  but  the  colors  do  not  look  well  by  candle-light.  You 
shall  see  all  in  the  morning.  ( Struggling .) 

Marl.  And  why  not  now,  my  angel  ? Such  beauty  fires  beyond  the  power 
of  resistance. — Pshaw ! the  father  here ! My  old  luck : I never  nicked  seven 
that  I did  not  throw  ames-ace  three  times  following.  [Exit  Marlow. 

Enter  Hardcastle,  who  stands  in  surprise. 

Hard.  So,  madam.  So  I find  this  is  your  modest  lover.  This  is  your 
humble  admirer,  that  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  and  only  adored  at 
humble  distance.  Kate,  Kate,  art  thou  not  ashamed  to  deceive  your  father  so  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Never  trust  me,  dear  papa,  but  lie’s  still  the  modest  man  I 
first  took  him  for ; you’ll  be  convinced  of  it  as  well  as  I. 

Hard.  By  the  hand  of  my  body,  I believe  his  impudence  is  infectious ! 
Didn’t  I see  him  seize  your  hand  ? Didn’t  I see  him  haul  you  about  like  a 
milkmaid '(  And  now  you  talk  of  his  respect  and  his  modesty,  forsooth ! 

Miss  Hard.  But  if  I shortly  convince  you  of  his  modesty,  that  he  has  only 
the  faults  that  will  pass  off  with  time,  ana  the  virtues  that  will  improve  with 
age,  I hope  you’ll  forgive  him. 

Hard.  The  girl  would  actually  make  one  run  mad ! I tell  you  I’ll  not  be 
convinced.  I am  convinced.  He  has  scarcely  been  three  horn’s  in  the  house, 
and  he  has  already  encroached  on  all  my  prerogatives.  You  may  like  his  im- 
pudence, and  call  it  modesty ; but  my  son-in-law,  madam,  must  have  very  dif- 
ferent qualifications. 

Miss  Hard.  Sir,  I ask  but  this  night  to  convince  you. 

Hard.  You  shall  not  have  half  the  time,  for  I have  thoughts  of  turning 
him  out  this  very  hour. 

Miss  Hard.  Give  me  that  hour,  then,  and  I hope  to  satisfy  you. 

Hard.  Well,  an  hour  let  it  be,  then.  But  I’ll  have  no  trilling  with  your 
father.  All  fair  and  open.  Do  you  mind  me  ? 

Miss  Hard.  I hope,  sir,  you  have  ever  found  that  I considered  your  com- 
mands as  my  pride ; for  your  kindness  is  such  that  my  duty  as  yet  has  been 
inclination.  [Exeunt. 


SONG.* 

VH  me!  when  shall  I marry  me? 

Level’s  are  plenty,  but  fail  to  relieve  me. 

He,  fond  youth,  that  could  carry  me. 

Offers  to  love,  but  means  to  deceive  me. 

But  I will  rally,  and  combat  the  ruiner: 

Not  a look  nor  a smile  shall  my  passion  discover. 
She  that  gives  all  to  the  false  one  pursuing  her 
Makes  but  a penitent,  and  loses  a lover. 


* “To  the  Editor  of  the  London  Magazine ; 

“Sir, — I send  you  a small  production  of  the  late  Dr.  Goldsmith  which  has  never  been  published,  and 
which  might,  perhaps,  have  been  totally  lost  had  I not  secured  it.  lie  intended  it  as  a song  in  the 
character  of  Miss  Hardcastle  in  his  admirable  comedy  of  She  Stoops  to  Conquer;  but  it  was  left  out,  as 
Mrs.  Bulklev,  who  played  the  part,  did  not  sing.  He  sang  it  himself  in  private  companies,  very  agreeably. 
The  tune  is  a pretty  Irish  air  called  ‘The  Humors  of  Baliamagairy,’  to  which,  lie  told  me,  he  found  it  very 
difficult  to  adapt  words ; but  lie  lias  succeeded  very  happily  in  these  few  lines.  As  I could  sing  the  tune, 
and  was  fond  of  them,  he  was  so  good  as  to  give  me  them,  about  a year  ago,  just  as  I was  leaving 
London,  and  bidding  him  adieu  for  that  season,  little  apprehending  that  it  was  a last  farewell.  I pre- 
serve this  little  relic,  in  his  own  handwriting,  with  an  affectionate  care. 

“ I am,  sir,  your  humble  servant,  James  Boswell.” 
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does  this  take  place,  that  a late  hoar- 
frost will  now  and  then  mow  all  these 
bristling  spear  points  down.  Sometimes 

...  a slow-falling  sleet  will  incase  each  em- 
erald blade  in  glittering  silver;  but  the 
sun  by-and-by  dissolves  it  away,  leaving 
the  temper  of  the  blade  unhurt.  Or  a light 
snow-fall  will  cover  tufts  of  it  over,  mak- 
ing pavilions  and  colonnades  with  white 
roofs  resting  on  green  pillars.  The  roofs 
vanish  anon,  and  the  columns  go  on  si- 
lently rising.  But  usually  the  final  rig- 
ors of  the  season  prove  harmless  to  the 
blue -grass.  One  sees  it  most  beautiful 
in  the  spring,  just  before  the  seed  stalks 
have  shot  upward  from  the  flowing  tufts, 
and  while  the  thin,  smooth, polished  blades, 
having  risen  to  their  greatest  height,  are 
beginning  to  bend  over,  or  break  and  fall 
over,  on  themselves  and  their  nether  fel- 
lows, from  sheer  luxuriance.  The  least 
observant  eye  is  now  constrained  to  note 
that  blue-grass  is  the  great  characteristic 
element  of  the  Kentucky  turf — the  first 
element  of  beauty  in  the  Kentucky  land- 
scape. Over  all  the  stretches  of  woodland 
pastures,  over  the  meadows  and  the  lawns, 
by  the  road-side  edges  of  turnpike  and 
lane,  in  the  fence  corners — wherever  its 
seed  has  been  allowed  to  flourish — it 
spreads  a verdure  so  soft  in  fold  and  fine 
in  texture,  so  entrancing  by  its  freshness 
and  fertility,  that  it  looks  like  a deep-lying, 
thick-matted  emerald  moss.  One  thinks 
of  it,  not  as  some  heavy  green  velvet-like 
carpet  spread  over  the  earth,  but  as  some 
great,  light,  seamless  veil  that  has  fallen 
delicately  around  it,  and  that  might  be 
rolled  off  and  blown  away  by  a passing 
breeze. 

After  this  you  will  not  see  the  blue- 
grass  so  beautiful.  The  seed  ripens  in 
June.  Already  the  slender  seed  stalks 
have  sprung  up  above  the  uniform  green 
level,  bearing  on  their  summits  the  fuzzy, 
plumy,  purplish  seed-vessels,  and  save 
the  soft,  feathery  undulations  of  these  as 
the  wind  sweeps  over  and  sways  them, 
the  beauty  of  the  blue -grass  is  gone. 
Moreover,  certain  robust  and  persistent 
weeds  and  grasses  have  been  growing 
apace,  roughening  and  diversifying  the 
sward,  so  that  the  vista  is  less  charming. 
During  July  and  August  the  blue-grass 
lies  comparatively  inactive,  resting  from 
the  effort  of  fructification,  and  missing,  as 
well,  frequent  showers  to  temper  the  sum- 
mer sunshine.  In  seasons  of  severe 
drought  it  even  dies  quite  away,  leaving 
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the  surface  of  the  earth  as  bare  and  brown 
as  a winter  landscape  or  an  arid  plain. 
Where  it  has  been  closely  grazed,  one  may, 
in  walking  over  it  at  such  times,  stir  such’ 
a dust  as  one  would  raise  on  a highway; 
and  the  upturned,  half-exposed  rootlets 
seem  entirely  dead.  But  the  moderated 
heats  and  the  gentle  rains  that  usually 
come  with  the  passing  of  summer  bring 
on  a second  vigorous  growth,  and  in  the 
course  of  several  weeks  the  landscape  is 
covered  with  a verdure  rivalling  the  lux- 
uriance of  spring. 

There  is  something  seemingly  incon- 
gruous in  this  marvellous  autumnal  reju- 
venescence of  the  blue-grass.  All  nature 
appears  content  and  resting.  The  grapes 
on  the  sunward  vineyard  slopes  have  re- 
ceived their  final  colorings  of  purple  and 
gold;  the  heavy  mast  is  beginning  to 
drop  in  the  forest,  followed  by  the  silent 
lapse  of  the  russet  and  crimson  leaves; 
the  knee -deep  aftermath  has  paled  its 
green  in  the  waiting  autumn  fields;  the 
plump  children  are  stretching  out  their 
nut-stained  hands  toward  the  first  happy 
fire-glow  on  chill  dark  evenings;  and  the 
cricket  has  left  the  sere  dead  garden  for  a 
winter  home  at  the  cheery  hearth.  Then, 
lol  as  if  by  some  freakish  return  of  the 
vanished  spring  to  the  very  edge  of  win- 
ter, the  pastures  are  suddenly  as  fresh  and 
green  as  those  of  May.  The  effect  on  one 
who  has  the  true  landscape  passion  is 
transporting  and  bewildering.  Such  con- 
trasts of  color  it  is  given  one  to  study  no- 
where but  in  blue-grass  lands.  It  is  as  if 
the  seasons  were  met  to  do  some  great 
piece  of  brocading.  One  sees  a new  mean- 
ing in  Poe's  melancholy  thought  — the 
leaves  of  the  many-colored  grass. 

All  winter  the  blue -grass  continues 
green — it  is  always  green , of  course,  never 
blue — and  it  even  grows  a little  then,  ex- 
cept when  the  ground  is  frozen.  Thus, 
year  after  year,  drawing  all  needful  nour- 
ishment from  the  constantly  disintegra- 
ting limestone  below,  flourishes  here  as 
nowhere  else  in  the  world  this  wonderful 
grass. 

But  what  of  all  this,  in  view  of  its  eco- 
nomic value?  Even  while  shivering  in 
the  bleak  winds  of  March,  the  young 
lambs  frolicked  away  from  the  distent 
teats  of  the  ewes,  with  growing  relish  for 
its  hardy  succulence,  and  by-and-by  they 
were  taken  into  market  the  sooner  and 
the  fatter  for  its  superior  developing  quali- 
ties. During  the  long  summer,  foaming 
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this  reputation  be  not  a mere  local  preju- 
dice-one of  those  local  illusions  of  land- 
scape which  involve  the  transference  of 
the  beholder’s  own  tender  feelings  to  the 
objects  of  the  natural  world.  The  an- 
swer will  best  be  given  by  beginning  to 
describe  this  country  without  reference  to 
human  presence  or  interference. 

One  might  well  say,  first  of  all,  that 
the  landscape  possesses  what  is  so  very 
rare  even  in  beautiful  landscapes — the 
quality  of  gracefulness.  Nowhere  does 
one  encounter  vertical  lines  or  violent 
slopes,  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  are  there 
perfectly  level  stretches  like  those  that 
make  the  green  fields  monotonous  in  the 
Dutch  lowlands.  The  dark,  finely  sifted 
soil  lies  deep  over  all  the  limestone  hills, 
filling  out  their  chasms  to  evenness, 
and  rounding  their  jagged  or  precipitous 
edges,  very  much  as  a heavy  snow  at 
night  will  leave  the  morning  landscape 
with  mitigated  ruggedness  and  softer 
curves.  The  long  slow  action  of  water 
has  further  moulded  everything  into  sym- 
metry, so  that  the  low  ancient  hills  de- 
scend to  the  valleys  in  exquisite  folds  and 
uninterrupted  slopes.  The  whole  great 
plain  undulates  away  league  after  league 
toward  the  distant  horizon  in  an  endless 
succession  of  gentle  convex  surfaces — like 
the  easy  swing  of  the  sea — presenting  a 
panorama  of  subdued  swells  and  retiring 
surges.  Everything  in  the  blue -grass 
country  is  billowy  and  afloat.  The  spirit 
of  it  is  intermediate  between  that  of  vio- 
lent energy  and  complete  repose;  and  the 
effect  of  this  mild  activity  is  kept  from 
becoming  monotonous  by  the  accidental 
perspective  of  position,  creating  fresh 
vistas  with  an  infinite  variety  of  charm- 
ing details. 

One  traces  this  quality  of  gracefulness 
elsewhere — in  the  labyrinthine  courses  of 
the  restful  streams,  in  the  disposition  of 
forest  mosses,  in  the  free,  unstudied  suc- 
cession of  meadow,  field,  and  lawn.  Sure- 
ly it  is  just  this  order  of  low  hill  scen- 
ery, just  these  buoyant  undulations,  that 
should  be  covered  with  the  blue -grass. 
Had  Hawthorne  ever  looked  on  this  land- 
scape when  most  beautiful,  he  could  nev- 
er have  said  of  England  that  4 4 no  other 
country  will  ever  have  this  charm  of  love- 
ly verdure.” 

The  most  characteristically  beautiful 
spots  on  the  blue-grass  landscape  are  the 
woodland  pastures.  A Kentucky  wheat 
field,  a Kentucky  meadow,  a Kentucky 
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lawn,  may  be  found  elsewhere ; but  a Ken- 
tucky sylvan  slope  has  a loveliness  unique 
and  local.  Rightly  do  all  poets  make 
pre-eminently  beautiful  countries  abound 
in  trees.  John  Burroughs,  writing  with 
enthusiasm  of  English  woods,  has  said  that 
“ in  midsummer  the  hair  of  our  trees  seems 
to  stand  on  end;  the  woods  have  a fright- 
ened look,  or  as  if  they  were  just  recover- 
ing from  a debauch.”  This  is  not  true  of 
the  Kentucky  woods,  unless  it  be  in  some 
season  of  protracted  drought.  The  foli- 
age of  the  Kentucky  trees  is  not  thin  nor 
dishevelled,  the  leaves  crowd  thick  to  the 
very  ends  of  the  boughs,  and  spread  them- 
selves full  to  the  sky,  making,  where  they 
are  close  together,  under-spaces  of  green- 
lighted  gloom  scarcely  shot  through  by 
some  shafted  sunbeam.  Indeed,  one  oft- 
en finds  here  the  perfection  of  tree  forms. 

I mean  that  exceedingly  rare  develop- 
ment which  enables  the  extremities  of  the 
boughs  to  be  carried  out  to  the  very  limit 
of  the  curve  that  nature  intends  the  tree 
to  define  as  the  peculiar  shape  of  its  spe- 
cies. Any  but  the  most  favorable  condi- 
tions, of  course,  leaves  the  outline  jagged, 
faulty,  and  untrue.  Here  and  there  over 
the  blue-grass  landscape  one’s  eye  rests  on 
a cone-shaped,  or  dome-shaped,  or  invert- 
ed pear-shaped,  or  fan-shaped  tree.  Nor 
are  fullness  of  leafage  and  perfection  of 
form  alone  to  be  noted ; pendency  of 
boughs  is  another  distinguishing  feature. 
One  who  loves  and  closely  studies  trees 
will  note  here  the  comparative  absence  of 
woody  stiffness.  It  is  expected  that  the 
willow  and  the  elm  should  droop  their 
branches.  Here  the  same  characteristic 
strikes  you  in  the  wild  cherry,  the  maple, 
and  the  sycamore — even  in  great  walnuts 
and  ashes  and  oaks;  and  I have  occasion- 
ally discovered  exceeding  grace  of  form  in 
hackberries  (which  usually  look  paralytic 
and  as  if  waiting  to  hobble  away  on 
crutches),  in  locusts,  and  in  the  harsh 
hickories — loved  by  Thoreau. 

But  to  return  from  these  details  to  the 
woodland  pastures  as  wholes.  They  are 
the  last  vestiges  of  that  unbroken  prime- 
val forest  that,  together  with  cane-brakes 
and  pea  vines,  covered  the  face  of  the 
country  when  it  was  first  beheld  by  the 
pioneers.  No  blue-grass  then.  In  these 
woods  the  timber  has  been  so  largely  cut 
out  that  the  remaining  trees  often  stand  out 
clearly  revealed  in  their  entire  form  on  the 
landscape,  their  far-reaching  boughs  per- 
haps not  even  touching  those  of  their 
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bountiful  and  transfiguring  as  it  is  chas- 
tened and  benign. 

But  why  make  a description  of  the  blue- 
grass  region  of  Kentucky  ? What  one 
sees  may  be  only  what  he  feels — may  be 
only  intricate  affinities  between  nature 
and  self  that  were  developed  long  ago,  and 
have  become  too  deep  to  be  viewed  as  re- 
lations or  illusions.  What  two  human 
beings  find  the  same  things  in  the  face  of 
a third,  or  in  nature’s  ? Descriptions  of 
scenery  are  notoriously  disappointing  to 
those  whose  taste  in  landscape  is  differ- 
ent, or  who  have  little  or  no  sentiment  for 
pure  landscape  beauty  at  all.  So  one  com- 
ing hither  might  be  sorely  disappointed. 
No  mountains;  no  strips  of  distant  blue 
gleaming  water  nor  lawny  cascades;  no 
grandeur;  no  majesty;  no  wild  pictur- 
esqueness. The  chords  of  landscape  har- 
mony are  very  simple;  nothing  but  soft- 
ness and  amenity,  grace  and  repose,  deli- 
cacy and  elegance.  One  might  fail  at  sea- 
sons to  find  even  these.  This  is  a beautiful 
country,  but  no  paradise ; there  come  days 
when  the  climate  shows  as  ugly  a temper 
as  is  possible  in  even  a perfectly  civilized 
human  being.  No  little  of  the  finest  tim- 
ber has  been  lost  to  it  by  storms.  The  sky 
is  sometimes  for  days  one  great  blank  face 
of  grevvsome  gray.  In  winter  you  laugh 
with  chattering  teeth  at  those  who  call 
this  4 ‘the South,”  the  thermometer  in  your 
hand  perhaps  registering  from  twelve  to 
fifteen  degrees  below  zero.  In  summer  it 
occurs  to  you  that  the  name  was  no  mis- 
take, but  only  a half-truth.  It  is  only  by 
visiting  this  region  during  some  lovely 
season,  or  by  dwelling  here  from  year  to 
year,  and  seeing  it  in  all  the  humors  of 
storm  and  sunshine,  that  one  can  fall  in 
love  with  it. 


III.- BLUE  GRASS  FERTILITY. 


But  the  ideal  landscape  of  daily  life 
must  not  be  merely  beautiful,  it  should 
be  also  useful.  With  what  may  not  the 
fertility  of  this  region  be  truthfully  com- 
pared ? With  the  valleys  of  the  Schuyl- 
kill, the  Shenandoah,  and  the  Genesee; 
with  the  richest  lands  of  Lombardy  and 
Belgium;  with  the  most  fertile  districts 
of  England.  The  evidences  of  this  fer- 
tility are  everywhere  apparent.  Nature, 
even  in  those  places  where  she  has  been 
forced  for  nearly  a hundred  years  to  bear 
so  much  at  the  hands  of  a not  always  ju- 
dicious agriculture,  unceasingly  struggles 
to  cover  herself  with  bushes  of  all  sorts 
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and  nameless  annual  weeds  and  grasses. 
Even  the  blue-grass  contends  in  vain  for 
complete  possession  of  its  freehold.  One 
is  forced,  living  here  year  after  year,  to 
note,  even  though  without  the  least  senti- 
ment, the  rich  pageant  of  transitory  wild 
bloom  that  will  force  a passage  for  itself 
over  the  landscape:  firmaments  of  golden 
dandelions  in  the  lawns;  vast  beds  of  vio- 
lets, gray  and  blue,  in  dimmer  bosky 
glades;  patches  of  flaunting  sunflowers 
along  the  road-sides;  purple  thistles,  and, 
of  deeper  purple  still,  and  far  denser 
growth,  beautiful  iron- weed  in  the  woods; 
with  many  clumps  of  alder  bloom,  and 
fast-extending  patches  of  perennial  black- 
berry, and  groups  of  delicate  May-apples, 
and  whole  fields  of  dog-fennel  and  golden- 
rod.  And  why  mention  coarser  things — 
indomitable  dock  and  gigantic  poke,  burrs 
and  plenteous  nightshade,  and  mullein 
and  plantain,  with  dusty  gray-green  rag- 
weed and  thrifty  fox-tail  ? — an  innumera- 
ble throng! 

Maize  and  pumpkins  and  beans  grow 
together  in  a field — a triple  crop.  Nature 
perfects  them  all,  yet  must  do  more. 
Scarcely  have  the  ploughs  left  the  long 
furrows  before  there  springs  up  a varied 
wild  growth,  and  a fourth  crop,  morning- 
glories,  festoon  the  tall  tassels  of  the  In- 
dian corn  ere  the  knife  can  be  laid  against 
the  stalk.  Harvest  fields  usually  have 
their  stubble  well  hidden  by  a rich,  deep 
aftermath.  Garden  patches,  for  all  that 
persistent  hoe  and  rake  can  do,  commonly 
look  at  last  like  spots  given  over  to  weeds 
and  grasses.  Sidewalks  quickly  lose  their 
borders.  Pavements  would  soon  disap- 
pear from  sight;  the  winding  of  a distant 
stream  through  the  fields  can  be  readily 
followed  by  the  line  of  communistic  vege- 
tation that  rushes  there  to  fight  for  life, 
from  the  minutest  creeping  vines  to  forest 
trees.  Every  neglected  fence  corner  be- 
comes an  area  for  a fresh  colony.  Leave 
one  of  these  sweet,  humanized  woodland 
pastures  alone  for  a short  period  of  years, 
it  runs  wild  with  a dense  young  natural 
forest;  vines  shoot  up  to  the  tops  of  the 
tallest  trees,  and  then  tumble  over  in 
green  sprays  on  the  heads  of  others. 

A kind,  true,  patient,  self-helpful  soil 
if  ever  there  was  one!  Some  of  these 
lands  after  being  cultivated,  not  always 
scientifically,  but  always  without  artificial 
fertilizers,  for  more  than  three-quarters  of 
a century,  are  now,  if  properly  treated, 
equal  in  productiveness  to  the  best  farm- 
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ing  lands  of  England.  The  farmer  from 
one  of  these  old  fields  will  take  two  dif- 
ferent crops  in  a season.  He  gets  two 
cuttings  of  clover  from  a meadow,  and 
has  rich  grazing  left.  A few  of  these 
counties  have  at  a time  produced  three- 
fourths  of  the  entire  hemp  product  of  the 
United  States.  The  State  itself  has  at 
different  times  stood  first  in  wheat  and 
hemp  and  Indian  corn  and  wool  and  to- 
bacco and  flax,  and  this  although  half  its 
territory  is  covered  with  virgin  forests. 
When  lands  under  improper  treatment 
have  become  impoverished,  their  product- 
iveness has  been  restored,  not  by  artificial 
fertilizers,  but  by  simple  rotation  of  crops, 
with  nature’s  own  help.  The  soil  rests 
on  decomposable  limestone,  which  annu- 
ally gives  up  to  it  in  solution  ail  the  es- 
sential mineral  plant  food  that  a judicious 
system  of  agriculture  should  ever  remove. 

The  transition  from  material  conditions 
to  the  forms  of  life  that  they  insure  is 
here  natural.  Soil  and  air  and  climate, 
the  entire  aggregate  of  influences  happily 
co-operative,  make  this  region  beyond 
question  the  finest  grazing  district  in  the 
world.  The  Kentucky  horse  has  carried 
the  reputation  of  the  country  into  regions 
where  even  the  people  could,  perhaps, 
have  never  made  it  so  well  known.  Your 
expert  in  the  breeding  of  thorough  breds 
will  tell  you  that  the  muscular  fibre  of 
the  blue-grass  animal  is  to  that  of  the 
Pennsylvania-bred  horses  as  silk  to  cot- 
ton, and  the  texture  of  his  bone,  when 
compared  with  the  latter’s,  much  as  ivory 
beside  pumice-stone.  If  taken  to  the 
Eastern  States,  in  twelve  generations  he 
is  no  louger  the  same  breed  of  horse.  His 
blood  fertilizes  American  stock  the  con- 
tinent over.  Jersey  cattle  brought  here 
increase  in  size.  Sires  come  to  Kentucky 
to  make  themselves  and  their  offspring 
famous.  The  people  themselves  are  a 
fecund  race.  Out  of  this  State  have  gone 
more  to  enrich  the  citizenship  of  the  na- 
tion than  all  the  other  States  together 
have  been  able  to  send  into  it.  So  at 
least  your  loyal-hearted  Kentuckian  looks 
at  the  rather  delicate  subject  of  inter-State 
migration.  Let  all  the  forces  of  nature 
receive  their  due  share  of  credit,  likewise. 
By  actual  measurement  the  Kentucky  vol- 
unteers during  the  civil  war  were  found  to 
surpass  all  others  (except  Tennesseeans) 
in  height  and  weight,  whether  coming 
from  the  United  States  or  various  coun- 
tries of  Europe.  But  for  the  great-headed 
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Scandinavians,  they  would  have  been  first, 
also,  in  circumference  around  the  fore- 
head and  occiput.  Still  it  is  conceded  that 
Kentucky  has  little  or  no  literature. 

One  element  that  should  be  conspicu- 
ous in  all  very  fertile  countries  does  not 
strike  the  observer  here — much  beautiful 
water;  no  other  State  has  a frontage  on 
navigable  rivers  equal  to  that  of  Ken- 
tucky. But  in  the  blue-grass  region  there 
are  few  limpid,  lovely,  smaller  streams. 
Wonderful  springs  there  are  in  places, 
and  vast  stores  of  water  there  must  be  in 
the  cavernous  earth  below ; but  the  land- 
scape lacks  the  charm  of  this  element — 
clear,  rushing,  musical,  abundant.  The 
water-courses,  ever  winding  and  graceful, 
are  apt  to  be  either  swollen  and  turbid  or 
insignificant;  of  late  years  the  beds  seem 
less  full  also — a change  consequent,  per- 
haps, upon  the  denudation  of  forest  lands. 

In  a dry  season  the  historic  Elkhorn  seems 
little  more  than  a ganglion  of  precarious 
pools. 

IV. — AGRICULTURAL  AND  DOMESTIC 
ASPECTS  OF  RURAL  LIFE. 

The  best  artists  who  have  painted  cul- 
tivated ground  have  always  been  very 
careful  to  limit  the  area  of  the  crops. 
Undoubtedly  the  substitution  of  a more 
scientific  agriculture  for  the  loose  and 
easy  ways  of  primitive  husbandry  has 
changed  the  key-note  of  rural  existence 
from  a tender  Virgilian  sentiment  to  a 
coarser  strain,  and  as  life  becomes  more 
unsophisticated  it  grows  less  picturesque. 
When  the  old  work  of  the  reaper  is  done 
by  a fat  man  with  a flaming  face,  sitting 
on  a cast-iron  machine,  and  smoking  a 
cob  pipe,  your  artist  will  leave  the  fields 
as  soon  as  possible.  Figures  have  a ter- 
rible power  to  destroy  sentiment  in  pure 
landscape;  so  have  houses.  When  one 
leaves  nature,  pure  and  simple,  in  the 
blue-grass  country,  he  must  accordingly 
pick  his  way  circumspectly  or  go  amiss 
in  his  search  for  the  beautiful.  If  his 
taste  lead  him  to  desire  in  landscapes  the 
finest  evidences  of  human  labor,  the  high 
artificial  finish  of  a minutely  careful  civ- 
ilization, he  will  here  find  great  disap- 
pointment awaiting  him.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  he  delight  in  those  exquisite  ru- 
ral spots  of  the  Old  World  with  pictur- 
esque bits  of  homestead  architecture  and 
the  perfection  of  horticultural  and  unob- 
trusive botanical  details,  he  will  be  no 
less  aggrieved.  What  he  sees  here  is 
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He  knows  that  unless  the  foundations 
are  laid  like  those  of  a house,  the  thawing 
earth  will  unsettle  them,  that  water,  free/* 
ing  as  it  trickles  through  the  crevices, 
will  force  the  stones  out  of  their  places, 
and  that  breaches  will  be  made  in  them 
by  boys  p?i  a hunt-  whenever  and  wherever 
it  shall  he  necessary  in  order  to  get  at  a 
lurking  or  a sorely  pressed  rabbit  that  has 
crept  within.  It  is  ludicrously  true  that 
the  most  terrible  destroyer  of  stone  walls 
in  this  country  is  the  small  bov  hunting  a 
hart?,  with  an  appetite  for  game  that  knows 
no  geological  impediment.  Therefore  one 
hears  of  fewer  limestone  fences  being  built 
of  kite  years,  even  of  some  being  torn 
down  and  mi  n«- reeded  by  plank  fences  or 
post  and-rail  fences,  or  by  the  newer  barb 
ed  wire  fence —an  economic  device  that 
will  probably  become  as  popular  in  re- 
gions where  stone  and  timber  were  never 
to  be  bad  as  in  others,  like  this,  where 
timber  has  been  ignorantly,  wantonly  sac- 
rificed. It  is  u genuine  pleatpire  (6  know 
that  one  of  the  most  expensive,  and  coy 
taiuly  tlm  most  hideous,  fences  ever  in 
vogue,  Imre  is  falling  into  disuse.  I mean 
the  worm-fence — called  worm  because  it 


neither  the  most  scientific*  farming,  sim- 
ply economic  and  utilitarian— raw  and 
rude — nor  that  cultivated  desire  for  the 
elements  in  nature  to  l>e  so  moulded  by 
the  hand  of  man  that  they  will  fuse  har- 
moniously and  inextricably  with  his  hah 
itations  and  his  work. 

The  whole  face  of  the  country  is  taken 
up  by  a succession  of  farms.  Each  of 
these,  except,  of  course,  the  very  small 
ones,  presents  to  the  eye  the  variation  of 
meadow,  field,  and  woodland  pasture,  to- 
gether with  the  homestead  and  the  sur- 
rounding grounds  of  orchard , garden,  ami 
lawn.  The  entire  landscape  is  thus  caught 
in  a vast,  network  of  fences.  The  Ken 
luckian  retains  his  English  ancestors*  love 
of  inciosures;  but  the  uncertain  tenure  of 
estates  beyond  a single  generation  does 
not  encourage  him  to  make  them  the 
most  durable.  One  does,  indeed,  notice 
here  and  there  thmughout  the  country 
stone  walls  of  bine  limestone;  that  give 
an  aspect  of  substantial  repose  and  com 
fortable  firmness  to  the  scenery  by  their 
solid  masonry.  But  the  fanner  dreads 
their  costliness,  even  though  his  own  hill- 
sides furnish  him  au  abundant  quarry. 
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wriggled  over  the  landscape  like  a long 
brown  caterpillar,  the  stakes  being  the 
bristles  along  its  back,  and  because  it  now 
and  then  ate  up  a noble  walnut-tree  close 
by,  or  a kingly  oak,  or  frightened,  trem- 
bling ash — a worm  that  decided  the  des- 
tiny of  forests.  A pleasure  it  is,  too,  to 
come  occasionally  upon  an  Osage  orange 
hedge-row,  which  is  a green  eternal  fence. 
But  you  will  not  find  many  of  these.  It 
is  generally  too  much  to  ask  of  an  Amer- 
ican, even  though  he  be  a Kentuckian,  to 
wait  for  a hedge  to  grow  and  make  him 
a fence.  When  he  takes  a notion  to  have 
a fence,  he  wants  it  put  up  before  Satur- 
day night. 

If  the  Kentuckian,  like  the  English- 
man, is  fond  of  walling  himself  around, 
though  with  but  a worm-fence,  like  the 
Frenchman,  he  loves  long,  straight  roads. 
You  will  not  find  elsewhere  in  America 
such  highways  as  the  Kentuckian  has 
constructed  all  over  his  country — broad, 
smooth,  level,  white,  glistening  turnpikes 
of  the  macadamized  limestone.  It  is  a 
luxury  to  drive  upon  them,  and  also  an 
expense,  as  one  will  discover  before  he 
has  passed  through  many  toll-gates.  He 
could  travel  more  cheaply  on  the  finest 
railway  on  the  continent,  though  of 
course  it  will  not  be  himself,  but  his 
horses  and  vehicle,  that  are  paid  for. 
What  Richard  Grant  White  thought  it 
worth  while  to  record  as  a rare  and  in- 
teresting sight — a man  on  an  English 
highway  breaking  stones — is  no  uncom- 
mon occurrence  here.  All  limestone  for 
all  these  hundreds  of  miles  of  roads,  hav- 
ing been  quarried  here  and  there,  almost 
anywhere,  near  each  of  them,  and  then 
having  been  carted  and  strewn  along  the 
road  side,  is  broken  by  a hammer  in  the 
hand  of  a man.  By  the  highway  he  sits 
— usually  an  Irishman — pecking  away  at 
a long  rugged  pile  as  though  he  were 
good  to  live  for  a thousand  years.  Some- 
how, in  patience,  he  always  gets  to  the 
other  end  of  his  hard  row.  But  if,  some 
bright  Easter  morn,  you  sit  for  a moment 
beside  him,  and  speak  to  him  sympathet- 
ically of  labor  and  of  life,  his  tears  will 
sprinkle  his  dusty  hands,  showing  his 
heart  is  elsewhere. 

One  can  not  sojourn  long  here  without 
coming  toconcei  ve  an  interest  in  this  lime- 
stone, and  loving  to  meet  its  rich  warm 
hues  on  the  landscape.  It  has  made  a 
deal  of  history : limestone  blue-grass, lime- 
stone water,  limestone  roads,  limestone 
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fences,  limestone  bridges  and  arches, lime- 
stone engineering  architecture,  limestone 
water-mills,  limestone  spring-houses  and 
homesteads — limestone  Kentuckians ! Out- 
side of  Scripture  no  people  was  ever  so 
like  to  be  founded  on  a rock.  It  might  be 
well  to  note,  likewise,  that  the  soil  of  this 
region  is  what  scientists  call  sedentary — 
called  so  because  it  sits  quietly  on  the  rocks, 
not  because  the  people  sit  quietly  on  it. 

Undoubtedly  the  most  picturesque  bite 
in  the  blue-grass  country,  architecturally, 
are  those  old  stone  water-mills  and  old 
stone  homesteads  — landmarks  each  for 
separate  trains  of  ideas  that  run  to  poetry 
and  to  history.  The  latter,  built  some  of 
them  by  descendants  of  pioneers  near- 
ly a hundred  years  ago,  stand  gray  with 
years,  but  good  for  nameless  years  to  come : 
great  low  chimneys,  deep  little  windows, 
thick  walls,  mighty  fire-places;  situated 
usually  with  keen  discretion  on  an  eleva- 
tion near  a spring,  just  as  a Saxon  fore- 
father would  have  placed  them  centuries 
ago.  Happily  one  will  see  the  water  of 
this  spring  issuing  still  from  a recess  in 
a hill-side,  with  an  overhanging  ledge  of 
rock — the  entrance  to  this  cavern  being 
walled  across  and  closed  with  a gate,  thus 
making,  according  to  ancient  fashion,  a 
simple  natural  spring-house  and  dairy. 

Something  like  a feeling  of  exasperation 
is  apt  to  come  over  one  when  he  turns 
from  these  to  the  typical  modern  houses. 
Nowhere,  certainly,  in  rural  America,  are 
there,  within  the  same  area,  more  substan- 
tial, comfortable  homesteads  than  here. 
They  are  nothing  if  not  spacious  and 
healthful,  frame  or  brick,  two  stories, 
shingle  roofs.  But  they  lack  characteris- 
tic physiognomy;  they  have  no  harmony 
with  the  landscape,  nor  with  each  other, 
nor  often  with  themselves.  They  are  not 
beautiful  when  new,  and  can  never  be 
beautiful  when  old,  for  the  beauty  of  new- 
ness and  the  beauty  of  oldness  alike  de- 
pend on  beauty  of  form  and  color,  which 
here  is  lacking.  One  longs  for  the  sight 
of  a rural  Gothic  cottage,  which  would 
harmonize  so  well  with  the  order  of  the 
scenery,  or  for  a light,  elegant  villa  that 
should  overlook  these  light  and  elegant 
undulations  of  a beautiful  and  varied 
landscape.  It  must  be  understood  that 
there  are  notable  exceptions  to  these  state- 
ments even  in  the  outlying  districts  of 
the  blue-grass  country,  and  that  they  do 
not  at  all  apply  to  the  environs  of  the 

towns,  nor  to  the  towns  themselves. 
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Nowhere  does  one  see  masses  of  merely  does  not  seem  to  have  any  compelling 
beautiful  thiamin  the  country.  Theslum-  controlling  sense  of  the  beautiful.  She 
beringart  of  interior  decoration  is  usually  invariably  concedes  something  to  beauty, 
spent  upon  the  parlor,  which  constitutes  but  not  enough.  You  will  Slid  a show 


out  farm  mn;sK 


the  usual  ceremonial  dessert  of  American  of  flowers  at  the  poorest  houses,  though 
entertainment.  The  grounds  around  the  but  geranium  slips  in  miscellaneous  tins 
houses  are  not  kept  in  the  best  order,  and  pottery.  Button  the  other  hand,  you 
The  typical,  rural  Kentucky  housewife  do  not  generally  see  around  more  prosper 
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ous  homes  any  such  parterres  or  beds  as 
there  is  money  enough  to  spend  on,  and 
time  enough  to  tend,  and  grounds  to  jus- 
tify. 

A like  spirit  is  shown  by  the  ordinary 
blue  - grass  farmer.  His  management 
strikes  you  as  not  the  pink  of  tidiness, not 
the  model  of  systematic  thrift.  Excep- 
tions exist — many  exceptions — but  they 
care  for  themselves ; the  rule  holds  good. 
One  can  not  travel  here  in  summer  or 
autumn  without  observing  that  weeds 
flourish  where  they  can  possibly  do  no- 
thing but  harm  and  create  ugliness; 
fences  often  go  long  unrepaired;  gates 
may  be  found  swinging  on  one  hinge. 
He  misuses  his  long-cultivated  fields;  he 
cuts  down  his  scant,  precious  trees.  His 
energy  is  not  tireless,  his  watchfulness 
not  sleepless.  Why  should  they  be  ? Hu- 
man life  here  is  not  massed  and  swarming. 
The  occupation  of  the  soil  is  not  close  and 
niggard.  The  landscape  is  not  even  com- 
pact, much  less  crowded.  There  is  room 
for  more,  plenty  for  more  to  eat.  No 
man  here,  like  the  ancient  Roman  praetor, 
ever  decided  how  often  one  might,  without 
trespass,  gather  the  acorns  that  fall  from 
his  neighbors’  trees.  No  woman  ever 
went  through  a blue-grass  harvest  field 
gleaning.  Ruth’s  vocation  is  gone.  By 
nature  the  Kentuckian  is  no  rigid  econo- 
mist. By  birth,  education,  tradition,  and 
inherited  tendencies  he  is  not  a country 
clout,  but  a rural  gentleman.  His  ideal 
of  life  is  neither  vast  wealth  nor  personal 
distinction,  but  solid  comfort  in  material 
conditions,  and  the  material  conditions 
are  easy : fertility  of  soil,  annual  excess  of 
production  over  consumption,  compara- 
tive thinness  of  population.  So  he  does 
not  brace  himself  for  the  tense  struggle  of 
life  as  it  goes  on  in  centres  of  fierce  terri- 
torial shoulder-pushing.  He  can  afford 
to  indulge  his  slackness  of  endeavor.  He 
is  neither  an  alert  aggressive  agricultur- 
ist, nor  a landscape  gardener,  nor  a pur- 
veyor of  commodities  to  the  green -grocer. 
If  the  world  wanks  vegetables,  let  it  raise 
them.  He’ll  not  work  himself  to  death 
for  other  people,  though  they  pay  him  for 
it.  His  wife  is  a lady,  not  a domestic  la- 
borer; and  it  is  her  privilege,  in  household 
affairs,  placidly  to  surround  herself  with 
an  abundance  which  the  straining  life- 
long female  economists  of  other  regions 
not  necessary  to  name  would  regard  with 
conscientious  and  furious  indignation. 

In  truth, there  is  much  evidence  to  show 
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that  this  park-like  country,  intersected  by 
many  beautiful  railroads,  turnpikes,  and 
shaded  picturesque  lanes,  will  become  less 
and  less  an  agricultural  district,  more 
and  more  a region  of  unequalled  pastur- 
age, and  hence  a thousand  times  more 
park-like  still.  One  great  interest  abides 
here,  of  course — the  manufacture  of  old 
Bourbon  whiskey.  Another  interest  has 
only  within  the  last  few  years  been  devel- 
oped—the  cultivation  of  tobacco, for  which 
it  was  formerly  thought  that  the  blue- 
grass  soils  were  not  adapted.  But  as  years 
go  by,  the  stock  interests  invite  more  cap- 
ital, demand  more  attention,  give  more 
pleasure — in  a word,  strike  the  full  chord 
of  modern  interest  by  furnishing  an  un- 
paralleled means  of  speculative  profit. 

Forty  years  ago  the  most  distinguished 
citizens  of  the  State  were  engaged  in  writ- 
ing essays  and  prize  papers  on  scientific 
agriculture.  A regular  trotting  track  was 
not  to  be  found  in  the  whole  country. 
Nothing  was  thought  of  the  breeding  and 
training  of  horses  with  reference  to  devel- 
opment of  greater  speed.  Pacing  horses 
were  fashionable;  aud  two  great  rivals  in 
this  seductive  gait  having  been  brought 
together  for  a trial  of  speed,  in  lieu  of  a 
track,  paced  a mighty  race  over  a river- 
bottom  flat!  We  have  changed  all  that. 
The  gentlemen  no  longer  write  their  es- 
says. The  trotting  horse  will  soon,  un- 
doubtedly, be  admitted  to  manhood  suf- 
frage here,  much  as  beef  once  won  the 
spurs  of  knighthood.  He  has  already, 
even  without  the  right  of  voting,  been 
styled  the  first  citizen.  The  great  agri- 
cultural fairs  of  the  State  have  modified 
their  exhibits  with  reference  to  him  alone, 
and  fifteen  or  twenty  thousand  people 
give  afternoon  after  afternoon  to  the  con- 
templation of  his  beauty  and  his  speed. 
His  one  rival  is  the  thorough-bred,  who 
goes  on  running  faster  and  faster.  By- 
and-by  time  will  be  no  more.  One  of  the 
brief  code  of  nine  laws  for  the  govern- 
ment of  the  young  Kentucky  common- 
wealth that  were  passed  in  the  first  legis- 
lative assembly  ever  held  west  of  the  Al- 
leghanies  dealt  with  the  preservation  of 
the  breed  of  horses.  Nothing  was  said  of 
education.  The  Kentuckian  loves  the 
memory  of  Thomas  Jefferson,  not  forget- 
ting that  he  once  ran  race-horses.  These 
great  interests,  not  overlooking  the  cattle 
interest,  the  manufacture  of  whiskey,  and 
the  raising  of  tobacco,  will  no  doubt  con- 
stitute the  future  determining  factors  in 
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ian«  Hawtludme  conversed  with  ar( t>i4  *4tts  ^tuldgams out  r>f  ^«if#Joymeut,  and  de- 
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Kentuckians  flayed  T^eurnhnh  v.v(iw  ho  Prior  to- ittxt t .irmnigratittn  was  disvmimged 
felt,  and  converted  hi*  akin  into  raxov  because  it  would  make  the  already  high 
strops.  Collins,  the  Ebhtxwky  ^ [/rjees  of  neraTssciry  arLudcs  to  eSrirtuiarit 
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home-staying, home-defending  disposition. 
This  is  not  the  lunching,  tourist  race  that, 
to  Mr.  Ruskin's  horror,  leaves  its  crumbs 
and  chicken  bones  on  the  glaciers.  The 
simple  rural  key-note  of  life  is  still  the 
sweetest.  Now,  after  the  lapse  of  more 
than  a century,  the  most  populous  town 
they  have  built  contains  less  than  twenty 
thousand  white  souls.  Along  with  the 
love  of  land  has  gone  comparative  content 
with  the  fair  annual  increase  of  flock  and 
field.  No  man  among  them  has  ever  got 
immense  wealth.  Here  is  the  old  sense  of 
personal  privacy  and  reserve  which  lias 
for  centuries  intrenched  the  Englishman 
in  the  heart  of  his  estate,  and  forced  him 
to  regard  with  inexpugnable  discomfort 
his  nearest  neighbors  boundaries.  This 
would  have  been  a densely  peopled  region, 
the  farms  would  have  been  minutely  sub- 
divided, had  sons  asked  and  received  per- 
mission to  settle  on  parts  of  the  ancestral 
estate.  This  filling  in  and  too  close  per- 
sonal contact  would  have  satisfied  neither 
father  nor  child,  so  that  the  one  has  gen- 
erally kept  his  acres  intact,  and  the  other, 
impelled  by  the  same  land  hunger  that 
brought  his  pioneer  forefather  thither, has 
gone  hence  into  the  younger  West,  where 
lie  broader  tracts  and  vaster  spaces.  Here 
is  the  old  idea,  somewhat  current  still  in 
England,  that  the  highest  mark  of  the 
civilized  gentleman  is  not  cultivation  of 
the  mind,  not  intellect,  not  knowledge,  but 
elegant  living.  Here  is  the  old  hereditary 
devotion  to  the  idea  of  the  State.  Write 
the  biographies  of  the  men  who  have  been 
engaged  in  national  or  in  local  politics, 
and  you  have  largely  the  history  of  the 
State  of  Kentucky.  Write  the  lives  of 
all  its  scientists,  artists,  musicians,  actors, 
poets,  novelists,  and  you  find  many  weary 
mile  stones  between  the  chapters. 

Enter  the  blue-grass  region  from  what 
point  you  choose — and  you  may  do  this, 
so  well  traversed  is  it  by  railways — and 
you  become  sensitive  to  its  influence.  If 
you  come  from  the  North  or  the  East,  you 
say:  “This  is  not  in  a broad  sense  typical 
modern  America.  Here  is  something  local 
and  unique.  For  one  item,  nothing  goes 
fast  here.  ” By-and-by  you  see  a blue-grass 
race-horse,  and  note  an  exception.  But 
you  do  not  also  except  the  rider  or  the 
driver.  The  speed  is  not  his,  remember. 
He  is  a mere  bunch  of  mistletoe  to  the 
horse.  Detach  him,  and  he  is  not  worth 
timing.  Indeed, with  all  the  tracks  in  this 
country,  there  is  not  a general  race-course 
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for  the  human  race.  Speed  for  the  most 
part  lies  fallow.  Every  man  starts  for  the 
goal  at  his  own  natural  gait,  and  if  he  sees 
that  it  is  too  far  off  for  him  to  reach  it  in 
a lifetime,  he  does  not  run  the  faster,  but 
has  the  goal  moved  nearer  him.  I do  not 
mean  that  the  Kentuckians  are  provincial. 

As  Thoreau  said,  no  people  can  long  re- 
main provincial  in  character  who  have  a 
propensity  for  politics,  whittling, and  rapid 
travelling.  I do  not  mean  that  they  are 
inaccessible  to  modern  ideas,  for  they  are 
not.  I mean  that  the  shock  of  modern 
ideas  has  not  electrified  them.  They  have 
walled  themselves  around  with  old  race 
instincts  and  habitudes,  and  when  the 
stream  of  tendency  rushes  against  this 
wall, it  recoils  upon  itself  instead  of  sweep- 
ing away  the  barrier.  Undoubtedly  great 
breaches  are  here  and  there  effected,  and 
much  constantly  percolates  through.  I 
do  not  mean  that  civilization  has  ever  suf- 
fered an  arrest  here,  but  that  the  old  race 
momentum  has  carried  its  development 
along  peculiar  lines,  and  to  the  working 
out  of  characteristic  effects. 

One  will  not  suppose,  however,  that 
there  is  here  that  modern  American 
plague — Anglomania.  The  typical  Ken- 
tuckian regards  himself  an  American  of 
the  Americans,  and  thinks  as  little  of 
being  like  the  English  as  he  would  of  im- 
itating the  Jutes.  In  nothing  is  he  more 
like  his  transatlantic  ancestry  than  in 
strong  self-content.  He  sits  on  his  farm 
as  though  it  were  the  pole  of  the  heav- 
ens— a manly  man  with  a heart  in  him. 
Usually  of  the  blonde  type,  robust,  well 
formed,  with  clear,  fair  complexion,  that 
grows  ruddied  with  age  and  stomachic 
development,  full  neck,  and  an  open,  kind, 
untroubled  countenance.  He  is  frank, 
but  not  familiar;  talkative,  but  not  garru- 
lous; full  of  the  genial  humor  of  local 
hits  and  allusions,  but  without  a subtle 
nimbleness  of  wit;  indulgent  toward  all 
purely  masculine  vices,  but  intolerant  of 
petty  crimes;  no  reader  of  books  nor  mas- 
ter in  religious  debate,  faith  coming  to 
him  as  naturally  as  his  appetite,  and  grow- 
ing with  what  it  is  fed  upon;  loving  roast 
pig,  but  not  caring  particularly  for  Lamb’s 
eulogy;  loving  his  grass  like  a Greek,  not 
because  it  is  beautiful,  but  because  it  is 
fresh  and  green;  a peaceful  man  with 
strong  passions,  and  so  to  be  heartily  loved 
and  respected  or  heartily  hated  and  re- 
spected, but  never  despised  or  trifled  with. 

An  occasional  barbecue  in  the  woods, 
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where  the  saddles  of  South-Down  mutton 
are  roasted  on  spits  over  the  coals  of  the 
mighty  trench,  and  the  steaming  kettles 
of  burgoo  lend  their  savor  to  the  nose  of 
the  hungry  political  orator,  so  that  he  be- 
comes all  the  more  impetuous  in  his  in- 
vectives; the  great  agricultural  fairs;  the 
race-courses;  the  monthly  county  court 
day,  when  he  meets  his  neighbors  on  the 
public  square  of  the  nearest  town;  the 
quiet  Sunday  mornings,  when  he  meets 
them  again  for  rather  more  clandestine 
talks  at  the  front  door  of  the  neighborhood 
church — these  and  his  own  fireside  are 
his  characteristic  and  ample  pleasures. 
You  will  never  be  under  his  roof  without 
being  deeply  touched  by  the  mellowest 


of  all  the  virtues  of  his  race — simple,  un- 
sparing human  kindness  and  hospitality. 

The  women  of  Kentucky  have  long  had 
a reputation  for  beauty.  An  average  type 
is  a refinement  on  the  English  blonde — 
greater  delicacy  of  form,  feature,  and  color. 
A beautiful  Kentucky  woman  is  apt  to  be 
exceedingly  beautiful.  Her  voice  is  al- 
most uniformly  low  and  soft;  her  hands 
and  feet  delicately  formed;  her  skin  quite 
pure  and  beautiful  in  tint  and  shading; 
her  eyes  blue  or  brown,  and  hair  nut 
brown  or  golden  brown;  to  all  which  is 
added  a certain  unapproachable  refine- 
ment. It  must  not  for  a moment  be  sup- 
posed, however,  that  there  are  not  many 
genuinely  ugly  women  here,  as  elsewhere. 


EAST  ANGELS. 

BY  CONSTANCE  FBNIMORE  WOOLSON. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THEY  had  been  in  the  Monnlungs  half 
an  hour.  Margaret  acted  as  pilot. 
Half  kneeling,  half  sitting  at  the  bow,  one 
hand  on  the  canoe’s  edge,  her  face  turned 
forward,  she  gave  her  directions  slowly, 
all  her  powers  concentrated — so  it  appear- 
ed—upon  recalling  correctly  and  keeping 
unmixed  from  present  impressions  her 
memory  of  the  channel. 

The  present  impressions  were  indeed 
so  vivid  that  a strong  exertion  of  will  was 
necessary  to  prevent  the  mind  from  be- 
coming fascinated  by  them,  from  forget- 
ting in  this  series  of  magic  pictures  un- 
rolled before  it  the  different  aspect  of  these 
same  vistas  by  day.  Even  by  day  the  vis- 
tas were  alluring.  By  night,  lighted  up 
by  the  flare  of  the  approaching  torches,  at 
first  vaguely,  then  brilliantly,  then  van- 
ishing into  darkness  again  behind,  they 
became  unearthly,  exceeding  in  contrasts 
of  color — dusky  reds,  yellows,  white,  and 
rose,  all  of  them  edged  sharply  with  the 
profoundest  gloom — the  most  striking  ef- 
fects of  the  painters  who  have  devoted 
their  lives  to  reproducing  light  and  shade, 
excelling  in  strange  forms  the  dreams  of 
those  two  or  three  great  artists  in  design 
who  have  been  called  mad. 

Lanse  had  explored  a part  of  the  Monn- 
lungs. He  had  not  explored  it  all;  no 
human  eye  had  as  yet  beheld  some  of  its 
mazes;  but  the  part  he  had  explored  he 
knew  well,  he  had  even  made  a map  of 


it.  Margaret  had  not  studied  this  mapr 
but  she  thought  she  should  know  the 
veritable  creeks  which  Lanse  called  “the 
Lanes”  from  those,  often  in  appearance 
equally  genuine,  which  he  called  “the 
Cheats.”  Her  idea  on  entering  had  been 
to  follow  the  main  stream  to  the  first  of 
these  lanes,  there  turn  off,  and  explore  the 
lane  to  its  end.  Then,  returning  to  the 
main  channel,  to  go  on  to  the  second  lane, 
and  so  through  the  swamp.  They  had 
now  explored  two  of  the  lanes,  and  were 
entering  the  third. 

She  had  taken  off  her  hat  and  thrown 
it  down  upon  the  cloak  beside  her.  “ It’s, 
so  oppressively  warm  ’way  in  here,”  she 
said,  in  explanation.  And  they  did,  in- 
deed, seem  “’way  in,”  as  if  they  had  en- 
tered some  unknown  country  in  the  bow- 
els of  the  earth. 

It  was  not  oppressively  warm  — not 
warmer  than  a June  night  at  the  North. 
But  the  air  was  perfectly  still;  if  sweet, 
it  was  renovating.  “To  me  it's  delicious,” 
Winthrop  had  answered. 

“ To  me  it's  hateful.  I thought  you  dis- 
liked perfumes  ?”  She  spoke  with  some 
vehemence. 

“The  spell  of  the  swamp  is  upon  me. 
You  shouldn’t  have  brought  me  in  here!” 

She  had  not  turned  toward  him — she 
was  still  scanning  the  channel;  she  took 
off  her  gloves  with  the  same  impatient 
movement,  as  if  even  that  small  additional 
freedom  would  give  her  some  relief. 

The  forest  grew  denser  along  this  third 
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lane  as  they  advanced.  The  trees  stood 
nearer  together,  and  silver  moss  now  be- 
gan to  hang  down  in  long,  filmy  veils, 
thicker  and  thicker,  from  all  the  branches. 
Mixed  with  the  moss,  vines  showed  them- 
selves in  strange  convolutions;  they  went 
up  out  of  sight,  coiling  and  taking  long 
springs;  then  they  came  down  in  a hurry, 
straight  as  a rope  with  a weight  at  its  end, 
and  coiling  again,  took  another  lofty  leap. 
In  girth  they  were  as  large  as  small  trees. 
They  appeared  to  have  not  a leaf,  but  to 
be  dry,  strong,  naked,  chocolate -brown 
growths,  twisting  themselves  about  hither 
and  thither  for  their  own  senseless  enter- 
tainment. 

This  was  the  appearance  below.  But 
above,  there  was  another  story  to.tell ; for 
here  were  interminable  flat  beds  of  broad 
green  leaves,  spread  out  over  the  outside 
of  the  roof  of  foliage — leaves  that  belong- 
ed to  these  same  naked  coiling  growths 
below.  The  vines  had  found  themselves 
obliged  to  climb  to  the  very  tops  of  the 
trees  in  order  to  get  a ray  of  sunshine  for 
their  greenery. 

For  there  was  no  sky  for  anybody  in 
the  Monnlungs;  the  roof  of  deep  inter- 
locked branches,  many  feet  thick,  stretch- 
ed miles  long,  miles  wide,  like  a close  tight 
cover,  over  the  entire  place.  The  general 
light  of  day  came  filtering  through,  dyed 
with  much  green,  quenched  into  black- 
ness at  the  ends  of  the  vistas ; but  actual 
sunbeams  never  came,  never  gleamed,  year 
in,  year  out,  across  the  clear  darkness  of 
the  broad  water-floor. 

The  water  on  this  floor  was  always  pel- 
lucid; whether  it  was  the  deep  current  of 
the  main  channel,  or  the  shallower  tide 
that  stood  motionless  over  all  the  rest  of 
the  expanse,  nowhere  was  there  the  least 
appearance  of  mud ; the  lake  and  the 
streams,  red-brown  or  amber  in  hue,  were 
as  clear  as  so  much  fine  wine.  The  tree 
trunks  rose  cleanly  from  this  transparent 
tide;  their  huge  roots  could  be  seen  coil- 
ing on  the  bottom  much  as  the  great  vines 
coiled  in  the  air  above.  The  gray-white 
bald-cypresses  had  a monumental  aspect, 
like  the  columns  of  a Gothic  cathedral,  as 
they  rose,  erect  and  branchless,  disappear- 
ing above  in  the  mist  of  the  moss,  which 
presently  began  to  take  on  an  additional 
witchery  by  becoming  decked  with  flowers. 
Up  to  a certain  height  these  flowers  had 
their  roots  in  the  earth.  But  above  these 
were  other  blossoms— air-plants,  some  viv- 
idly tinted,  flaring,  and  gaping,  others  so 
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small,  so  flat  on  the  moss,  and  delicate 
that  they  were  like  the  embroidered  flow- 
ers on  lace,  only  they  were  done  in  colors. 

It  was  not  necessary  now  for  Margaret 
to  give  directions — there  was  but  the  one 
channel  visible ; the  moss  concealed  all  the 
rest.  “I  detest  this  moss,”  she  said  at 
last;  “I  feel  suffocated  in  it  — strangled 
like  a fly  in  a spider's  web.” 

“But  it’s  beautiful;  don't  you  see  the 
colors  it  takes  on  ? White,  then  silver, 
then  almost  pink  as  we  pass;  then  silver 
and  ghostly  again ; it's  like — I don’t  know 
what  it’s  like!  Like  the  misty  garments 
of  the  great  water  spirits  in  Undine,  if  you 
please.” 

“I  don’t  please  anything;  I think  it’s 
all  horrible.  I had  no  idea  you  could 
rhapsodize!  The  misty  garments  of  your 
spirits  would  have  to  be  made  of  hot  wa- 
ter, here.”  And  then  she  called  her  hus- 
band's name  again.  She  had  called  it  in 
this  way  at  intervals— the  note  was  a sweet 
one — ever  since  they  entered  the  swamp. 

“The  light  we  carry  penetrates  much 
further  than  your  voice,”  Winthrop  re- 
marked. 

“I  want  him  to  know  who  it  is.” 

“Oh,  he’ll  know — such  a devoted  wife! 
Who  else  could  it  be  ?” 

After  a while  the  lane  made  a bend,  and 
led  them  away  from  the  moss ; the  canoe, 
turning  to  the  right,  left  behind  it  the 
veiled  forest,  white  and  motionless.  Mar- 
garet drew  a long  breath,  she  shook  her- 
self slightly,  like  a person  who  has  es- 
caped, emerged. 

“You  have  on  your  jewels  again,  I see,” 
he  said,  as  the  movement  caused  the  torch- 
light to  draw  a gleam  from  something  in 
her  hair. 

She  put  up  her  hand  as  if  she  had  for- 
gotten what  was  there.  4 4 Jewels  ? Only 
a gold  arrow.”  She  adjusted  it  mechan- 
ically. 

“Jewels  enough  on  your  hands,  then. 

You  didn’t  honor  us  with  a sight  of  them 
—while  you  were  at  East  Angels,  I mean.” 

“ I don’t  care  for  them ; I put  them  on 
this  morning  before  I started,  because 
Lanse  likes  them.” 

“So  do  I;  unwillingly,  you  also  please 
me.  Of  course  I never  dreamed  that  I 
should  have  so  much  time  to  admire 
them — parading  by  torch-light  in  this  way 
through  a great  swamp  ” 

She  did  not  answer. 

“They  bring  you  out,  you  know,  in 
spite  of  yourself — drag  you  out,  if  you  like 
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better.  They  show  what  you  might  be,  if 
you  would  ever — let  yourself  go.” 

“Let  myself  go  ? You  use  absurd  ex- 
pressions.” 

“A  man  isn’t  responsible  for  what  he 
says  in  here.” 

“You  say  that  a second  time.  You 
know  there  was  no  other  way;  the  only 
hope  of  getting  Lanse  home  before  the 
storm  was  to  start  at  once.” 

“The  storm — to  be  sure.  I don’t  be- 
lieve it  ever  storms  in  here.” 

She  turned  toward  him.  “You  know 
I had  to  come.” 

“ I know  you  thought  so;  you  thought 
we  should  find  Lanse  sitting  encamped 
on  two  cypress  knees,  with  the  wreck  of 
his  canoe  for  a seat.  We  should  dawn 
upon  him  like  comets.  And  he  would 
say,  ‘How  long  you've  been!  It's  pre- 
cious damp  in  here.’  ” 

She  turned  impatiently  toward  the  chan- 
nel again. 

“Don’t  demand  too  much,”  he  went 
on.  “Jesting’s  safe,  at  any  rate.  Sym- 
pathy I haven’t  got— sympathy  for  this 
expedition  of  yours  into  this  jungle  at  this 
time  of  night.” 

She  had  now  recovered  her  composure. 
“So  long  as  you  paddle  the  boat,  sympa- 
thy isn’t  necessary.” 

“Oh,  I’ll  paddle!  But  I shall  have  to 
paddle  forever.  We  shall  never  get  out. 
We’ve  come  to  an  antediluvian  forest — 
don’t  you  see?  a survival  from  the  Past. 
But  ice  sha’n’t  survive;  we  shall  enter  the 
Past.  And  then  they’ll  write  our  biogra- 
phies! I was  wondering  the  other  day  if 
there  was  any  other  kind  of  literature  so 
completely  composed  of  falsehoods,  owing 
to  half  being  kept  back,  as  biographies; 
I decided  that  there  was  only  one  other 
ki  n d — au  tobi  ograph  i es.  ” 

On  both  sides  of  them  now  the  trees 
were  in  girth  enormous.  The  trunks  rose 
to  a great  height  before  they  put  out 
branches.  There  was  no  underbrush,  only 
the  great  trunks  and  the  water,  and  they 
could  look  down  broad  aisles  where  the 
red  light,  gleaming  out  fitfully,  did  not 
seem  to  belong  to  them  or  to  their  torches, 
but.  to  be  an  independent  glow,  coming 
from  no  one  knew  where. 

“If  we  had  the  grace  to  have  any  im- 
agination left  in  this  bicycle  century  of 
ours,”  remarked  Winthrop,  “we  should 
certainly  be  expecting  to  see  some  mam- 
moth water  creature,  a hundred  feet  long, 
lifting  a flabby  head  here.  For  my  own 
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part,  I’m  afraid  my  imagination  is  de- 
stroyed, the  bicycles  have  crushed  it;  the 
most  I can  do  is  to  think  of  the  innumer- 
able snakes  there  must  be,  squirming  about 
under  all  this  water — not  prehistoric  at 
all,  nor  mammoths,  but  just  nice  natural 
little  moccasins  about  seven  feet  long.” 

Margaret  shivered ; her  face  contracted 
in  spite  of  herself. 

“ Do  let  me  take  you  home,”  he  urged, 
in  another  voice.  “You  are  tired  out, 
overwrought;  give  this  up.” 

“I  am  not  tired.” 

“You  have  been  tired  to  the  verge  of 
death  for  months!” 

“You  know  nothing  about  that,”  she 
said,  coldly. 

4 4 Yes,  I do.  I have  seen  your  face,  and 
I know  its  expressions  now;  I didn’t  at 
first,  but  now  I do.  There’s  no  use  in 
your  trying  to  deceive  me;  remember, 
Lanse  told  me  everything.” 

“That  was  long  ago.” 

4 4 What  do  you  mean  ?”  He  leaned  for- 
ward and  grasped  her  arm  as  though  he 
would  make  her  turn  round. 

For  a moment  she  did  not  reply.  Then, 

“ A great  deal  may  have  happened  since,” 
she  said. 

“ I don’t  believe  you !”  He  dropped  her 
arm.  “ You  say  that  to  stop  me,  keep  me 
back ; you  are  afraid  of  me.”  He  took  up 
his  paddle  again. 

“Yes,  I am  afraid!”  Then,  putting  a 
little  note  of  contempt  into  her  voice: 
“And  wasn’t  I right  to  be  afraid  ?”  she 
added.  She  drew  the  arm  he  had  touched 
forward,  and  held  it  close  to  her  waist  with 
the  other  hand. 

“No!”  answered  Winthrop,  loudly  and 
angrily.  “ You  were  completely  wrong.” 

He  sent  the  canoe  forward  with  rapid 
strokes. 

Neither  of  them  spoke  again. 

They  went  to  the  end  of  the  lane;  then 
returned  to  the  main  channel,  still  in  si- 
lence. But  here  it  became  necessary  again 
for  Margaret  to  give  directions. 

“Go  forward  as  far  as  that  pool  of 
knees,”  she  began;  “then  turn  to  the 
right.” 

“ You  are  determined  to  keep  on  ?” 

“I  must.  That  is,  I must  if  you  will 
take  me.” 

He  still  sat  without  moving. 

“If  anything  should  happen  to  Lanse 
that  I might  have  prevented  by  keeping 
on  now,  how  could  I ever — ” 

4 4 Oh,  keep  on,  keep  on ; bring  him  safe- 
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ly  out  and  take  every  care  of  him— he  has 
done  so  much  to  deserve  these  efforts  on 
your  part!” 

They  went  on. 

And  now  the  stream  was  bringing  them 
toward  the  place  Margaret  had  thought 
of  upon  entering— a bower  in  the  heart  of 
the  Monnlungs,  or  rather  a long  defile 
like  a chink  between  two  high  cliffs,  the 
cliffs  being  a dense  mass  of  flowering 
shrubs. 

Winthrop  made  no  comment  as  they 
entered  this  blossoming  pass;  he  appeared 
to  have  got  beyond  making  comments. 
Margaret  did  not  speak.  The  air  was 
loaded  with  sweetness,  she  put  her  hands 
on  the  edge  of  the  canoe  as  if  to  steady 
herself.  After  a while  she  looked  up,  as 
if  she  were  seeking  for  fresher  air,  or  try- 
ing to  see  how  high  the  flowers  ascended. 
But  there  was  no  fresher  air.  And  the 
flowers  went  up  out  of  sight. 

The  defile  grew  narrower,  and  the  at- 
mosphere became  so  heavy  with  perfume 
that  they  could  taste  it  in  their  mouths 
as  they  breathed.  Margaret  drew  a long 
breath — she  had  apparently  been  trying 
to  breathe  as  little  as  possible.  “ I don’t 
think  I can — I am  afraid  I — ” Her  voice 
died,  she  swayed,  then  sank  softly  back- 
ward: she  had  fainted. 

He  caught  her  in  his  arms,  and  laid  her 
down  on  the  canoe's  bottom,  her  head  on 
the  cloak,  which  he  dragged  forward.  He 
looked  at  the  water,  but  the  thought  of 
the  dark  tide’s  touching  that  fair  face  was 
repugnant  to  him.  He  bent  down  and 
spoke  to  her,  and  smoothed  her  hair.  But 
that  was  advancing  nothing, and  he  began 
to  chafe  her  hands. 

Then  suddenly  he  rose,  and,  taking  the 
paddle,  sent  the  canoe  flying  along  be- 
tween the  high  bushes.  The  air  was  visi- 
bly thick  in  the  red  light  of  the  torches,  a 
miasma  of  scent;  it  was  delicious;  but  it 
was  almost  paralyzing  to  effort.  A branch 
of  small  blossoms  with  the  perfume  of 
heliotrope  softly  brushed  against  his 
cheek.  He  struck  it  aside  with  unneces- 
sary violence.  Exerting  all  his  strength, 
he  at  last  got  the  canoe  free  from  the  beau- 
tiful baleful  place. 

When  Margaret  opened  her  eyes  she 
was  lying  peacefully  on  the  cloak,  and  he 
was  still  paddling  vehemently. 

4 4 1 am  ashamed,”  she  said,  as  she  raised 
herself  with  his  aid  from  her  impromptu 
couch;  “I  suppose  I must  have  fainted  ? 
Perfumes  cdways  have  a great  effect  upon 
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me.  I know  that  place  well ; I thought  of 
it  before  we  entered  the  swamp;  I thought 
it  would  make  me  dizzy,  but  I had  no  idea 
that  it  would  make  me  faint  away;  it  has 
never  done  so  before.  The  scents  must 
be  stronger  at  night.” 

She  still  seemed  a little  weak ; she  put 
her  hand  to  her  head  and  closed  her  eyes. 
Then  a thought  seemed  to  come  to  her,  she 
sat  up  and  looked  about,  scanning  the 
trees  anxiously.  “I  hope  you  haven’t 
gone  wrong  ? How  far  are  we  from  the 
narrow  place — the  place  where  I fainted?'’ 

44 1 don’t  know  how  far.  But  I should 
say  we  hadn’t  been  out  of  it  more  than 
five  or  six  minutes,  and  this  is  certainly 
the  channel.” 

“Nothing  is  ‘certainly’  in  the  Monn- 
lungs!  And  five  minutes  is  quite  enough 
time  to  get  lost  in.  I don’t  recognize  any- 
thing here — we  ought  to  be  in  sight  of  a 
tree  that  has  a profile  like  a face.” 

“Perhaps  you  wouldn’t  know  it  at 
night.” 

44  It’s  unmistakable.  No;  I am  sure  we 
are  wrong.  Please  go  back  - go  back  at 
once  to  the  narrow  place.” 

“Where  is  ‘back’?”  murmured  Win- 
throp to  himself,  after  he  had  surveyed 
the  water  behind  him. 

And  the  question  was  a necessary  one. 
What  he  had  thought  was  “certainly  the 
channel”  seemed  to  exist  only  in  front; 
there  was  no  channel  behind;  there  were 
only  broad  tree-filled  water  spaces,  vague 
and  dark.  They  could  see  nothing  of  the 
thicker  foliage  of  the  “narrow  place.” 

Margaret  clasped  her  hands.  “We’re 
lost!  and  all  through  my  obstinacy.” 

“I  suppose  you  fainted  from  obstina- 
cy ? No,  we're  not  lost;  at  least  we  were 
not  seven  minutes  ago.  It  won’t  take 
long  to  go  over  all  the  water  that  is  seven 
minutes  from  here.”  He  took  out  one  of 
the  torches  and  inserted  it  among  the 
roots  of  a cypress,  so  that  it  could  hold 
itself  upright.  “That’s  our  guide;  we 
can  always  come  back  to  that,  and  start 
again.” 

Margaret  no  longer  tried  to  direct;  she 
sat  with  her  face  turned  toward  him,  leav- 
ing the  guidance  to  him. 

He  started  back  in  what  he  thought  was 
the  course  they  had  just  traversed.  But 
they  did  not  come  to  the  defile  of  flowers; 
and  suddenly  they  lost  sight  of  their  bea- 
con. 

“We  shall  see  it  again  in  a moment,” 
he  said. 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


386 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


But  they  did  not  see  it.  They  floated 
in  and  out  among  the  great  cypresses ; he 
plunged  his  paddle  down  over  the  side, 
and  struck  bottom ; they  were  out  of  the 
channel  and  in  the  shallows — the  great 
Monnlungs  Lake. 

44  We  don’t  see  it  yet,”  she  said.  Then 
she  gave  a cry,  and  shrank  toward  him. 
They  had  floated  close  to  one  of  the  trees, 
and  there  on  its  trunk,  not  three  feet  from 
her,  was  a creature  of  the  lizard  family, 
large,  gray- white  in  hue  like  the  bark, 
flat,  and  yet  fat.  It  moved  its  short  legs 
slowly  in  the  light  of  their  torches.  No 
doubt  it  was  experiencing  a sensation  of 
astonishment;  there  had  never  been  in  its 
memory  a bright  light  in  the  Monnlungs 
before. 

Winthrop  laughed.  It  did  him  good  to 
see  Margaret  Harold  cowering  and  shud- 
dering over  such  a slight  cause  as  that. 
The  boat  had  floated  where  it  listed  for  a 
moment  or  two  while  he  laughed.  And 
now  he  caught  sight  of  their  beacon  again. 

44  That  laugh  was  lucky,”  he  said  as  he 
paddled  rapidly  back  toward  the  small 
light  house.  4 4 Now  I shall  go  in  exactly 
the  wrong  direction — I mean  what  seems 
such  to  me.” 

44  Oh,  must  we  go  again  ?” 

44 1 don’t  suppose  you  wish  to  remain 
permanently  floating  at  the  foot  of  this 
tree?”  He  looked  at  her.  “You  think 
we’re  lost  ? You’re  frightened.  We’re 
not  lost  at  all,  and  I know  exactly  what 
to  do.  Trust  yourself  to  me;  I will  bring 
you  safely  out.” 

44  You  don’t  know  this  swamp;  it’s  not 
so  easy.  I’m  thinking  of  myself.” 

“I  know  you  are  not.  But  I think  of 
nothing  else.”  He  said  this  impetuously 
enough.  Then  immediately  he  began  to 
jest  again.  44 This  time  I shall  bring  you 
to  a giant  snail,  who  will  waggle  his  head 
at  you,  instead  of  his  paws.” 

They  started  on  their  second  search. 
And  at  the  end  of  five  minutes  they  had 
again  lost  sight  of  their  beacon.  He  pad- 
died  to  the  right  and  back  again ; then  off 
to  the  left  and  back;  he  went  forward  a 
little  way,  then  in  the  opposite  direction. 
But  they  did  not  see  the  gleam  of  their 
guide,  nor  did  they  find  the  defile  of 
flowers. 

Suddenly  there  rose,  close  to  them,  a 
cry.  It  was  not  loud,  but  it  was  thrilling; 
it  conveyed  an  impression  of  agonized 
fear. 

4 k What  was  that  ?”  said  Margaret.  She 
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did  not  speak  the  words  aloud,  but  sylla- 
bled them  with  her  lips.  Involuntarily 
she  drew  nearer  to  him. 

“I  don’t  know  what  it  wras  myself,  ex- 
actly,” he  answered ; 44  some  bird  or  other 
small  creature,  probably,  caught  by  a snake 
or  alligator.  It  only  sounded  strange  be- 
cause it  is  so  still  here;  our  nerves  are 
affected,  I presume.” 

“You  mean  that  mine  are.  I know 
they  are;  I will  try  to  be  more  sensible.” 

He  pursued  his  tentative  course.  But 
the  watery  vistas  seemed  only  to  grow 
wilder.  With  all  their  luxuriant  vegeta- 
tion they  never  had  a desolate  appear- 
ance, but  the  contrary.  Yet  there  was 
something  indescribably  remote  from  the 
busy  American  life  of  to-day  as  these  two 
persons  knew  it,  in  this  hidden,  still  lake, 
with  its  great  trees,  its  heavily  scented  air, 
its  ghostly  white  moss,  and  riotous  vines 
and  blossoms.  At  length  something  dark 
that  was  not  a tree  trunk,  nor  a group  of 
tree  trunks,  loomed  up  on  their  right. 
Their  torches  outlined  it  more  plainly:  it 
was  square  and  low. 

“It’s  a house”  Margaret  said,  in  the 
same  repressed  whisper.  44  Oh,  don’t  go 
any  nearer!” 

“Why,  it’s  deserted— can’t  you  see  that  ? 
There’s  no  living  thing  there,  unless  you 
count  ghosts— there  may  be  the  ghost  of 
a fugitive  slave.  The  door,  I suppose,  is 
on  the  other  side.”  And  he  paddled  to- 
ward it. 

The  cabin — it  was  no  more  than  a cabin 
— had  been  built  upon  the  great  roots  of 
four  cypresses,  which  had  happened  to 
stand  in  a convenient  position  for  such  a 
purpose ; the  planks  of  the  floor  had  been 
nailed  down  across  these,  and  the  sides 
formed  of  rough  boards  fitted  together, 
and  braced  by  small  beams,  which  stretch- 
ed back  to  the  tree  trunks.  The  roof  was 
a net- work  of  the  large  vines  of  the  swamp, 
thickly  thatched  with  the  gray  moss,  now 
black  with  age  and  decay.  The  door  was 
gone.  Winthrop  brought  the  boat  up 
sidewise  toward  the  dark  entrance;  the 
sill  was  but  an  inch  or  two  above  the 
water. 

They  looked  within;  the  light  from 
their  torches  illuminated  the  central  por- 
tion, and  at  the  same  instant  Winthrop’s 
paddle  made  a slight  sound  on  the  cabin’s 
side,  as  he  put  it  there  to  keep  the  canoe 
in  place. 

And  then  as  they  gazed  they  saw  a 

movement,  a slight  waving  motion  on  the 
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floor.  Were  the  planks  oscillating  a lit- 
tle, or  was  it  dark  water  flowing  over  the 
place  ? 

At  first  they  could  not  distinguish; 
then  in  another  instant  they  could.  It 
was  not  water  that  was  moving;  it  was  a 
mass  of  snakes. 

Winthrop  had  given  the  canoe  a quick 
swerve.  But  before  they  could  have  count- 
ed two,  the  creatures,  soundlessly,  had  all 
disappeared. 

“Men  are  queer  animals,  of  course,” 
said  Winthrop.  “I  should  have  liked 
one  more  good  peep ; but  I won’t  go  back.” 

“Yes-go.” 

“You  mean  that  you  are  prepared  to 
humor  me  in  everything,  as  one  humors 
a man  who  is  a little  out  of  his  head. 
Well,  it  won't  take  an  instant.”  They 
were  but  ten  feet  away ; he  gave  a stroke 
with  his  paddle  and  brought  the  canoe  up 
to  the  entrance  again. 

Within  there  was  now  nothing;  their 
torch-light  shone  on  the  bare  glistening 
boards  of  the  floor.  But  stay — yes,  there 
was ; something  white  in  one  corner.  He 
took  one  of  the  torches,  and  held  it  within 
for  a moment.  Margaret  gave  a cry ; the 
light  was  shining  on  bones  — a white 
breast-bone  with  the  ribs  attached,  and 
larger  bones  near. 

He  threw  the  torch  into  the  water,  where 
it  went  out  with  a hiss,  and  sent  the  canoe 
rapidly  away.  This  time  he  did  not  stop. 

Margaret  had  hidden  her  face  in  her 
hands.  “Well,”  he  said,  after  a while, 
still  urging  the  light  boat  along,  “who 
would  have  supposed  you  such  a vegeta- 
rian ? The  last  hunter  or  runaway  slave 
who  occupied  that  cabin  was  not  as  tidy 
in  his  habits  as  he  might  have  been ; he 
left  the  remains  of  the  last  bear  he  had 
had  for  dinner  behind  him.” 

“Are  you  sure?”  she  asked,  without 
looking  up,  still  shuddering. 

“ Perfectly.” 

Winthrop  held  that  in  some  cases  a lie 
was  right. 

He  paddled  on  for  a few  minutes  more. 

“Here's  your  reward  for  humoring  me. 
Isn’t  this  the  A narrow  place’  ?” 

And  it  was. 

“Now  that  we've  found  it,  hadn't  we 
better  try  to  go  back  ?” 

“I  will  do  as  you  think  best.”  Her 
hand  was  still  over  her  eyes. 

“You're  thoroughly  cowed,  aren't  you? 
By  a white  lizard  and  the  skeleton  of  a 
hear.” 
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“I  think  I am  tired,”  she  answered, 
simply. 

“Think?  You  mean  you  know  you 
are.”  The  mask  of  jesting  had  dropped 
again.  “How  much  more  of  this  horri- 
ble place  is  there — I mean  beyond  here?” 

“We  are  a good  deal  more  than  half- 
way through;  three-quarters,  I think.” 

“Can  we  get  out  at  the  other  end?  Is 
there  an  outlet?” 

“Yes — a creek.  It  takes  you,  I believe 
— I have  never  been  so  far  as  that— to 
Eustis  Landing,  a pier  on  the  3t.  John's 
beyond  ours.” 

“If  We  try  to  go  back  we  shall  have  to 
run  the  gauntlet  of  this  damnable  aisle  of 
miasma  again.” 

“Perhaps I should  not  faint  this  time,” 
she  said,  humbly. 

“You  don't  know  whether  you  would 
or  not.  I can't  take  any  risks.” 

He  spoke  with  a good  deal  of  bluntness. 
She  sat  looking  at  him.  Her  eyes  had  a 
pathetic  expression;  her  womanish  fears 
and  her  fatigue  had  relaxed  her  usual 
guard. 

“You  think  I am  rough.  Let  me  be 
rough  while  I can,  Margaret.” 

A startled  look  came  into  her  eyes.  She 
turned  quickly  away,  and  began  to  scan 
the  trees. 

He  sent  the  boat  forward  toward  the 
outlet,  not  back  through  the  aisle  of 
flowers. 

“There's  the  profile  tree,”  she  said. 
Then,  after  a moment:  “I  am  very  glad 
to  go  on.  There  is  still  this  last  part  of 
the  channel  to  explore.  We  may  find 
Lanse  there.” 

“Not  he.” 

“You  do  not  think  he  has  been  here  at 
all.  But  where,  then,  can  he  be  ?” 

“How  should  I know  ? Where  he  was 
for  seven  years,  perhaps,”  he  answered,  ill- 
tempered  1 y . He  had  never  pretended  to 
have  much  amiability  (amiable  men  were 
half  women),  and  such  as  he  had  was  not 
likely  to  be  improved  by  constant  refer- 
ences to  Lansing  Harold. 

They  passed  under  the  profile  tree.  He 
had  a long  arm  which  seemed  to  menace 
them.  He  was  a solemn  old  fellow.  They 
could  go  on  now  more  rapidly.  There 
was  something  of  a bank  on  each  side, 
and  the  channel  was  distinct. 

“There's  only  one  more  thick  place,” 
she  said. 

Presently  they  came  to  it.  It  was  a 

species  of  cane-brake,  very  dense  and 
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high.  There  was  no  green,  only  the  yel- 
low canes.  The  channel  wound  tortu- 
ously through  the  rattling  mass,  for  the 
slight  motion  of  the  water  made  by  the 
canoe  caused  the  canes  to  rattle. 

“Keep  watch,  please,” said  Winthrop; 
“it’s  not  so  wet  here.  It  wouldn’t  be 
amusing  to  set  such  a straw-stack  on  fire.” 

While  they  were  making  their  way 
through  this  yellow  labyrinth  there  came 
a crash  of  thunder. 

“The  storm  at  last,”  he  said,  “and  we 
haven't  heard  the  least  sound  of  the  tor- 
nado that  came  before  it.  That  shows 
what  a place  this  is.  We  might  as  well 
be  in  the  heart  of  a mountain.  Well, 
even  if  we  do  suffocate,  at  least  we’re 
safe  from  falling  trees.  If  the  lightning 
has  struck  one,  it  can’t  come  down, 
wedged  in  as  it  is  in  that  great  choked 
roof  overhead.” 

There  came  another  crash  of  thunder. 
“I  believe  it  grows  hotter  and  hotter,”  he 
said,  throwing  down  his  hat.  Then  he 
added:  “I  am  beginning  to  feel  a little 
queer  myself.  I have  to  tell  you,  you 
know,  in  order  that  you  may  be  able  to 
act  with — with  discrimination,  as  Dr.  Kir- 
by would  say.” 

She  had  turned  quickly.  “Do  you  feel 
faint  ?” 

“Faint,”  he  answered,  scofEngly. 
“Never  in  the  world.  I leave  that  to 
you.  I feel  perfectly  well,  and  strong  as 
an  ox,  only  I see  double.” 

“ Yes,  that  is  the  air  of  the  swamps.  It 
doesn't  affect  me  in  that  way;  only  per- 
fumes affect  me.  But  I know  that  it 
sometimes  attacks  others  so.” 

She  took  off  the  black  lace  scarf  she 
was  wearing,  dipped  it  into  the  stream, 
and  told  him  to  bind  it  round  his  forehead 
above  the  eyes. 

“Nonsense!”  he  said,  impatiently. 

But  she  moved  toward  him,  and  kneel- 
ing on  the  canoe’s  bottom,  bound  the  lace 
tightly  round  his  forehead  herself,  fasten- 
ing it  with  her  little  gold  pin. 

“I  must  look  like  a Turk,”  he  exclaim- 
ed when  she  released  him. 

But  the  wet  bandage  cleared  his  vision; 
he  could  see  plainly  again. 

After  another  five  minutes,  however, 
back  came  the  blur.  “Shall  we  ever  get 
out  of  this  accursed  hole  ?”  he  cried,  press- 
ing his  hands  on  his  eyes  for  a moment. 

“I  can  paddle  a little.  Do  let  me  take 
the  oar.” 

But  he  dashed  more  water  on  his  head, 
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and  pushed  her  hands  away.  “Women 
never  know.  It's  much  better  for  me  to 
keep  on.  But  you  must  direct  me.  Say 
‘one  stroke  on  the  right,’  ‘two  on  the 
left,’  and  so  on.” 

“Oh,  why  did  I ever  bring  you  in 
here?”  she  moaned,  giving  no  directions 
at  all,  but  looking  at  his  contracted  eyes 
with  the  tears  welling  in  her  own. 

“See  here,  Margaret,  have  you  never 
heard  of  people’s  lying  down  in  the  snow 
to  sleep,  haunted  by  beautiful  dreams,  be- 
fore they  are  frozen  to  death  ? That  is 
what  will  happen  to  me,  or  something 
quite  as  bad,  if  I stop  work  now  and  let 
you  pity  me.” 

Her  tears  were  arrested  as  though  a 
harsh  wind  had  suddenly  dried  them. 

She  looked  frightened,  but  he  could  not 
see  that. 

“Three  strokes  on  the  left,” she  said, 
quickly. 

Thus  they  went  on  their  course  again, 
he  putting  his  oar  into  the  water  with  a 
peculiar  deliberation,  as  though  he  were 
taking  great  care  not  to  disturb  its  smooth- 
ness; but  this  was  because  he  was  guid- 
ing himself  by  sense  of  touch.  It  was 
not  that  all  was  dark  before  him,  that  he 
saw  nothing,  it  would  have  been  much 
easier  if  there  had  been  nothing  to  see. 

But  whether  his  eyes  were  open  or  closed 
he  looked  constantly  and  in  spite  of  him- 
self into  a broad  circular  space  of  vivid 
scarlet,  in  the  centre  of  which  a smaller 
and  revolving  disk  of  colors  like  those  of 
peacocks’  feathers.continually  dilatingand 
contracting,  wearied  and  bewildered  him. 

In  spite  of  this  visual  confusion  he  kept 
on.  Margaret  constantly  directed  him, 
and  as  constantly  watched  him  also;  she 
knew  he  could  not  see  her;  her  face  was 
drawn  with  anxiety. 

Their  progress  was  very  slow.  “I 
think  I'll  stop  for  a moment,”  he  said, 
after  a quarter  of  an  hour  had  passed. 
They  were  still  among  the  rattling  canes. 

His  voice  had  a drowsy  tone. 

“Oh,  don’t  stop  now;  we’re  nearly 
out.'’ 

But  he  had  already  stopped. 

“I  had  no  idea  you  would  tire  so  soon. 

Of  course  if  I must  take  the  oar — and 
blister  my  hands — ” 

“Keep  back  in  your  place,”  he  said, 
sullenly,  as  she  made  a movement  as 
though  she  were  coming  to  take  the  pad- 
dle from  him. 

She  went  on  with  the  giving  of  her  di- 
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rections  rapidly ; she  could  scarcely  keep 
the  tremor  from  her  voice,  but  she  did 
keep  it.  When  she  looked  at  his  closed 
eyes,  and  saw  the  effort  he  was  making 
— every  time  he  lifted  his  arms  it  was  like 
lifting  a gigantic  weight,  his  fancy  made 
it  so — she  longed  to  take  the  oar  from  him 
and  let  him  rest.  But  she  did  not  dare 
to:  he  must  not  sleep.  She  put  out  her 
hand  and  touched  an  edge  of  his  coat  fur- 
tively, where  he  would  not  perceive  it. 
The  gentle  little  touch  seemed  to  give  her 
courage  to  say,  in  a tone  of  sarcastic  com- 
passion, “If,  after  all,  you  are  going  to 
faint,  though  you  assured  me — ” 

“Faint!”  said  Winthrop  ; “what  are 
you  talking  about  ? I never  fainted  in 
my  life,  and  I’in  not  going  to  begin  now.” 
He  threw  back  his  head  and  straightened 
himself.  “Rainbows  have  gone  mad  in 
my  eyes — that’s  all.” 

“ I don’t  call  that  much.” 

“Oh!  don’t  you?  Try  it.” 

Her  taunt  had  answered  its  purpose,  it 
made  him  angry,  and  in  the  anger  the  be- 
wildering dilating  disks  wTere  partly  for- 
gotten. 

Another  anxious  ten  minutes,  and  then, 
“We're  out,”  she  said,  as  she  saw  wide 
water  in  front.  “Now  it  will  be  cooler.” 
The  channel  broadened,  they  left  the  yel- 
low rattling  canes  behind. 

At  first  it  was  not  much  cooler.  Wa- 
ter was  coming  slowly  down  the  trees  as 
they  passed,  not  in  drops  but  in  dark 
streaks;  this  was  rain  that  bad  made  its 
way  through  the  roof  of  foliage,  a scanty 
fringe  of  the  immense  torrent  now  fall- 
ing from  low  clouds  upon  the  drenched 
ground  outside. 

“I  shall  go  through  to  that  place  you 
spoke  of — Eustis  Landing,  wasn’t  it  ?” 
said  Winthrop. 

“ Oh,  you  are  better!” 

Her  relief  showed  itself  in  these  words. 
But  much  more  in  her  face;  its  strained 
tension  gave  way;  her  tears  fell.  She 
dried  them  in  silence. 

“Because  I can  speak  of  something 
outside  of  this  infernal  bog  ? Yes,  I shall 
get  you  safely  through  now.  And  my- 
self also.  But — it  hasn’t  been  easy.” 

“Oh,  I know  that.” 

“I  beg  your  pardon;  no,  you  don’t; 
not  the  half.” 

In  a moment  or  two  more  he  announced 
that  he  was  beginning  to  see  “something 
besides  fire- works.”  She  still  continued, 
however,  to  direct  him. 
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The  swamp  had  been  growing  more 
open.  At  length  the  channel  brought 
them  to  a spectral  lake,  with  a few  dead 
trees  in  it  here  and  there  hung  with  white 
moss.  “ I remember  this  place  perfectly ; 
the  creek  opens  out  just  opposite.  At 
last  it’s  over!” 

“And  at  last  I can  see.  That  is — a lit- 
tle. But  I must  take  this  thing  off ; it 
strangles  me.”  And  he  unloosed  and 
threw  off  her  lace  scarf. 

They  found  the  creek  and  entered.  “ It 
seems  strange  to  see  solid  ground  again, 
doesn’t  it  ?”  he  said. 

“ Then  you  can  see  it  ?” 

“As  well  as  ever.” 

The  creek  brought  them  to  a waste  that 
was  open  to  the  sky. 

“Now  we  can  breathe,”  he  said.  “I 
feel  as  though  I should  never  want  to  be 
under  a tree  branch  again.” 

It  was  not  very  dark ; there  was  a moon 
somewhere  behind  the  gray  clouds  that 
closely  covered  the  sky.  The  great  storm 
had  gone  westward,  carrying  with  it  the 
tornado;  and  now  a cool,  moderate,  New- 
England-feeling  wind  was  beginning  to 
blow  from  another  quarter,  as  if  to  dry 
the  soaked  ground  a little,  set  the  drenched 
leaves  straight  again,  and  generally  con- 
vince this  dismayed,  half-drowned  Flori- 
da that  the  world  was  still  alive  outside, 
in  spite  of  atmospheric  influences  (engen- 
dered in  uncivilized  climates)  which  a 
cool  New  England  wind  could  by  no 
means  approve. 

Winthrop  glanced  back.  The  great 
trees  of  the  Monnlungs  loomed  up  in  a 
long  dark  line  against  the  sky;  from  the 
low  level  of  the  boat  in  the  flat  waste  they 
looked  like  a line  of  mountains. 

“All  the  same,  you  know,”  he  said, 
contradictorily,  “it  was  very  beautiful  in 
there.” 

The  creek  was  deep  and  wide ; he  went 
on  rapidly.  He  was  quite  himself  again. 
“You  look  fearfully  worn,”  he  said,  after 
a while. 

4 4 1 am  well . But  m ust  we  have  all  those 
torches  now  ?”  She  spoke  with  irritation ; 
she  could  not  get  away  from  their  light. 

4 4 Not  if  you  object  to  them.”  He  ex- 
tinguished all  but  one.  “Now  put  on 
some  of  those  wraps ; it’s  really  cold.” 

44 1 do  not  need  them.” 

4 4 Don’t  be  childish.”  (There  was  no 
doubt  but  that  he  was  himself  again.) 
“Here,  let  me  help  you  on  with  this 
cloak.” 
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She  submitted. 

“This  landing  that  we  are  going  to,” 
he  went  on,  “do  the  St.  John’s  steamers 
stop  there  ?” 

“ Not  those  that  touch  at  our  pier.” 

“ There  are  houses,  I suppose  ?” 

“ I believe  there  are  two  or  three.” 

“ Probably,  then,  I can  get  somebody  to 
row  us  down  home.  But  first  you  must 
have  some  rest.” 

It  took  them  three-quarters  of  an  hour 
to  reach  the  landing. 

“This  is  it,  I presume,”  he  said,  as  he 
saw  the  dim  outlines  of  two  white  houses 
at  a little  distance  on  the  low  shore.  “ I 
will  knock  them  up,  and  get  some  sort  of 
a place  where  you  can  lie  down.” 

“If  there  is  any  one  to  row,  I should 
much  rather  go  directly  home.” 

“Always  unreasonable.  Give  me  your 
hands.”  He  leaned  forward  and  took 
them.  “Cold  as  ice.  I thought  so.  You 
must  come  up  to  the  house  and  go  to  bed.” 

“I  could  not  sleep;  what  is  the  use? 
Let  me  go  home,  Evert.  It  is  the  only 
place  for  me.” 

He  still  held  her  hands.  “Very  well,” 
he  said. 

“Perhaps  they  have  found  Lanse,”slie 
went  on. 

“ Old  Dinah  and  Rose  ? Very  likely.” 
He  made  the  boat  fast.  “You  are  coming 
with  me,  of  course  ?” 

“ I am  tired ; I would  rather  stay  here.  ” 

“Five  minutes’  walk.  And  I could  help 
you.” 

“ I would  rather  stay.” 

“ I shall  put  out  that  light,  then.”  He 
took  out  the  solitary  torch  and  threw  it 
into  the  creek.  “If  anybody  should  come 
along  here,  what  would  you  do  ?” 

“ I presume  I should  rush  up  the  bank 
after  you  as  fast  as  I could  go,”  she  an- 
swered, with  a faint  laugh. 

“Of  course  you  would.  I remember 
the  lizard.” 

Before  ten  minutes  had  elapsed  he  re- 
turned, and  presently  he  was  followed  by 
two  negroes,  one  of  whom  carried  a lan- 
tern. They  got  out  their  own  boat.  Win- 
throp  helped  Margaret  into  it,  and  took 
his  place  beside  her;  their  canoe  was  tak- 
en in  tow.  With  strong  regular  strokes 
the  men  rowed  down  the  creek,  and  out 
on  the  broad  St.  John’s. 

Margaret  did  not  speak  during  the  voy- 
age home.  Winthrop  talked  a little  with 
the  oarsmen.  The  negroes,  instinctively 
well-bred,  expressed  no  wonder  upon  the 
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appearance  there  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  of  a lady  and  gentleman  in  a canoe; 
they  did  not  even  ask  where  they  had 
found  shelter  during  the  great  storm. 
Winthrop  said  merely  that  they  had  “lost 
their  way.”  The  negroes  accepted  this 
sympathetically.  They  did  this  quite  of 
their  own  accord ; they  had  no  suspicion 
then  of  the  Golconda  of  a fee  that  was 
awaiting  them  from  this  strangers  rich 
purse. 

When  they  came  in  sight  of  the  house 
on  the  point  it  was  gleaming  with  light; 
Margaret  gave  an  exclamation  w hen  she 
saw  the  glittering  front.  There  was  a ray 
from  every  window. 

Dismissing  the  men,  Winthrop  went 
up  the  path  after  her.  “I  am  sure  he  has 
come,”  she  said,  hurrying  on. 

“Who?  Lanse  ? Oh  no;  it’s  those  old 
goblins  of  yours  who  have  illuminated  in 
this  ridiculous  way ; it’s  their  idea  of  keep- 
ing watch  for  you.” 

The  doors  had  been  left  unfastened. 
They  entered.  Inside,  everything  was  as 
brilliant  as  though  the  house  had  been 
made  ready  for  a ball.  But  there  was 
not  a sound;  no  one  stirred.  They  went 
through  to  the  kitchen.  And  there,  each 
on  her  knees  before  a wooden  chair,  with 
her  head  resting  upon  it  on  her  folded 
arms,  appeared  the  little  Africans,  sound 
asleep.  The  soles  of  their  shoes,  turned 
up  behind  them,  seemed  almost  as  long 
as  they  were. 

Winthrop  roused  them  from  their  re- 
pose. “Here,”  he  said;  “we’re  back. 
Make  some  coffee  for  your  mistress  as 
quickly  as  you  can ; and  you,  Rose,  light 
a fire  in  the  sitting-room.” 

The  queer  little  old  women  ran  about 
like  frightened  hens.  They  tumbled  over 
each  other,  and  let  everything  drop.  Win- 
throp stood  over  them  sternly.  He  took 
the  pitch-pine  from  the  distracted  Rose 
and  lighted  the  fire  himself.  “Now  go 
and  put  out  all  those  lights,”  he  said, 
“and  bring  in  the  coffee  the  moment  it’s 
ready.” 

He  had  made  Margaret  sit  dowm  in  a 
low  easy-chair,  still  wrapped  in  her  cloak, 
and  had  placed  a footstool  for  her  feet; 
the  fire  danced  and  sparkled;  she  sat  with 
her  head  thrown  back  against  the  cush- 
ions of  the  chair,  her  eyes  closed. 

“Are  you  warmer?”  he  asked.  “You 
were  chilled  through  all  the  way  down 
the  river;  every  now  and  then  I could 
feel  you  quiver.” 
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“ It  was  more  fatigue  than  cold.”  His 
voice  had  roused  her;  she  sat  up.  “Oh, 
I ought  not  to  be  here;  I ought  to  be  do- 
ing something— trying — ” 

“You  can  do  no  more  now;  you  must 
have  some  coffee,  and  then  you  must  go 
to  bed.  But,  in  the  mean  while,  I will  do 
everything  possible.” 

“But  you  don’t  believe — I don't  know 
what  you  believe!”  She  rose. 

He  put  her  back  in  her  chair.  “ I will 
believe  nothing  if  you  will  go  and  rest — I 
mean  my  beliefs  shall  not  interfere  with 
my  actions;  I will  simply  do  everything 
I can — all  I should  do  if  I were  sure,  as 
you  are,  that  he  was  lost  somewhere  about 
here.” 

She  remained  where  he  had  placed  her. 
After  a while  she  said,  “ I was  so  certain 
he  was  in  the  swamp.”  Her  tired  eyes, 
beginning  to  glisten  a little  with  tears, 
had  a child-likedook  as  she  raised  them  to 
his. 

Old  Rose  now  came  hurrying  in  with 
the  coffee:  its  fragrant  aroma  filled  the 
room.  Wintlirop  poured  it  out  himself, 
and  made  Margaret  swallow  it,  spoonful 
by  spoonful,  until  the  cup  was  empty. 

“You  have  a little  color  now,”  he  said. 

She  put  the  cup  down,  and  rose. 

“You’re  going?  Yes,  go;  go  to  bed, 
and  sleep  as  long  as  you  can ; it  must  be 
near  dawn.  I will  meet  you  here  for  a 
late  breakfast  at  eleven.” 

She  still  stood  there.  “ But  will  you — 
will  you  really — ” 

“Haven't  I given  you  my  word?”  he 
said,  sternly.  “Are  you  afraid  if  I find 
him  that  I shall  not  be  tender  enough  to 
him  ? Don't  you  see  that  no  matter  what 
I may  think  of  him,  his  being  your  hus- 
band protects  him  perfectly,  because,  as 
long  as  you  insist  upon  continuing  so 
subservient*  he  could  visit  anything  else 
upon  you  ?” 

She  went  out  without  making  reply. 

He  sank  into  the  chair  she  had  left  va- 
cant to  rest  for  a moment  or  two;  he  was 
desperately  tired. 

When  he  came  back  to  the  room  at 
eleven,  she  was  already  there.  It  was  a 
dark  day.  with  the  same  New-England- 
feeling  wind  blowing  over  river  and  land ; 
there  had  been  spurts  of  rain,  and  he  was 
wet.  “ Why  have  you  no  fire  ?”  he  asked. 

“ It  did  not  seem  cold  enough.” 

“ It's  not  cold,  but  it's  dreary ; it  might 
be  a Massachusetts  May-day.  I don’t  be- 
lieve you  have  slept  at  all  ?”  he  continued, 
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looking  at  her.  Opening  the  door,  he 
called  Rose,  and  told  her  to  light  the  fire. 
When  the  old  woman  had  finished  her 
task — it  was  but  a touch,  and  again  the 
magic  wood,  heaped  on  the  hearth,  was 
filling  the  room  with  its  gay  light  and 
faint  sweet  odor  of  the  pine — he  repeated 
his  question,  “I  don't  believe  you  have 
slept  at  all  ?” 

“How  could  I sleep ?” 

He  sat  down  before  the  fire.  “You 
are  wet.  And  you  must  be  very  tired,” 
she  went  on. 

“I  am  glad  you  have  thought  of  it — I 
like  sympathy.  Yes,  I am  tired;  but  the 
room  is  cheery  now.  Why  not  have  break- 
fast in  here  ?” 

“You  have  found  no  trace?”  Her  re- 
pressed nervousness  showed  itself  in  her 
tone. 

“No.” 

She  went  to  the  door,  and  gave  Rose 
an  order.  Then  she  closed  it,  and  walked 
first  to  one  window,  then  to  another. 

“ Do  come  and  sit  down.  You  wander 
about  like  a ghost.” 

“I  will  step  softly.”  She  began  to 
walk  up  and  down  the  room  with  her 
light,  rather  long-paced  step.  “ You  are 
not  afraid,”  she  said  at  last. 

“No,  I am  not  afraid.  If  he  were 
wrecked  in  mid-ocean,  he  would  make  the 
whales  cook  his  dinner  for  him,  and  see 
to  it,  too,  that  it  was  a good  one.” 

“Oh,  don't  speak  in  that  tone;  don’t 
jest  about  him  when  we  can  not  tell — 
Here  we  are  safe  at  home,  safe  and  com- 
fortable, when  perhaps  he — ” she  stopped. 

“You  are  haunted  by  the  most  useless 
terrors.  ‘Safe,’  are  we?  How  4 safe’ 
were  we  last  night,  for  his  sake  too,  in 
that  deadly  swamp  ? — how  safe  were  you  ? 
And  ‘comfortable* — I sitting  here  wet  and 
exhausted,  and  you  walking  up  and  down, 
white  as  a sheet,  eating  your  heart  out 
with  anxiety!  ‘Home,'  did  you  say?  I 
like  that!  Pretty  place  it  was  to  bring 
you  to — a hideous  barrack  miles  from  ev- 
ery living  thing.  Of  course  you've  made 
it  better;  you  would  make  a cave  better. 
He  knew  you  would  do  it  when  he  brought 
you  here — knew  that  in  some  way  or  other 
you  would  rearrange  things  so  that  the 
rooms  should  be  pleasaut— should  be  as  he 
liked.” 

He  changed  his  bitter  tone  into  a laugh, 
which,  if  not  bitter,  was  not  cynical. 
“Instead  of  abusing  him,  I ought  rather 
to  admire  him — admire  him  for  his  perfect 
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success  in  a world  rather  celebrated  for 
unsuccess— he  has  always  done  so  entirely 
as  he  pleased!  If  one  wishes  to  be  virtu- 
ous or  heroic,  I don’t  know  that  it  is  the 
best  way.  But  if  one  wishes  simply  to  be 
comfortable,  it  most  certainly  is.”  “ You 
can't  philosophize?”  he  went  on,  turning 
his  head  to  look  at  her  as  she  continued 
her  walk. 

“No,  no.” 

In  the  absence  of  Primus,  who  had  not 
yet  returned,  Rose  and  Dinah  were  now 
obliged  to  serve  the  breakfast  themselves, 
a process  complicated,  too,  by  the  necessity 
of  serving  it  in  the  “ settin’-room,”  and  in 
the  immediate  presence  of  “Mis’  Horrel” 
and  her  guest.  The  two  old  women  had 
never  acted  as  waitresses;  creatures  of 
routine,  they  had  no  idea  what  to  do.  But, 
like  all  negroes,  they  could  take  refuge  in 
a double  amount  of  ceremony;  they  de- 
cided that  the  most  respectful  way  would 
be  to  appear  together,  with  a courtesy  at 
the  door,  each  carrying  but  one  article  at 
a time.  Rose  therefore  brought  a fork  on 
a salver,  and  Dinah  the  butter- knife.  In 
this  manner,  by  slow  degrees,  the  table  was 
at  last  arranged,  with  what  they  consider- 
ed the  due  amount  of  deference.  Later, 
they  brought  in  the  hot  dishes  in  the  same 
piecemeal  fashion,  Dinah  appearing  with 
the  coffee,  and  Rose  with  the  biscuit. 
Then,  leaving  the  door  open,  both  return- 
ed to  the  kitchen  on  a full  run,  in  order 
to  hasten  the  coming  of  the  venison  steak 
and  potatoes.  Then  more  courtesies,  and 
another  clattering  scamper. 

When  at  length  the  door  was  definitely 
closed,  Winthrop  having  declined  their 
services  further,  Margaret  came  to  the  ta- 
ble. But  she  could  eat  little,  and  soon 
rose. 

“You  leave  me  to  finish  my  breakfast 
alone,”  Winthrop  said,  discontentedly. 

“I  can  not  sit  there  any  longer.  Would 
you  mind  telling  me  what  you  have  done?” 

“I  have  three  parties  out;  one  has  gone 
up  the  shore,  and  one  down;  the  third  is 
across  the  river.” 

“You  are  very  good;  for  I know  you 
don’t  believe  he  is  here.” 

“No,  I don’t.” 

“But  where,  then,  can  he  be  ?” 

“ You  have  asked  me  that  before.  This 
time  I will  answer  that  he  is  probably 
where  he  intended  to  be  when  he  left  here 
early  yesterday  morning— after  ridding 
himself  of  Eliot  and  Dodd.” 

“You  think  lie  planned  it.  But  why 
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should  he  have  been  so  secret  about  it  ? 
No  one  could  have  prevented  him  from 
taking  a journey  if  he  wished  to  take  one.” 

“You  would  have  prevented  it;  you 
wouldn’t  have  thought  him  strong 
enough.” 

“That  would  not  have  deterred  him.” 

“ You’re  right:  it  wouldn’t.  Probably 
he  didn't  care  even  to  explain  that  he  did 
not  intend  to  be  deterred ; Lanse  was  never 
fond  of  explanations.” 

“I  am  not  at  all  convinced.” 

“I  didn’t  expect  to  convince  you.  You 
asked  me,  and  I had  to  say  something. 
But  it's  quite  too  much  to  hope  that  my 
answers  should  please.” 

He  soon  rose.  “I’ve  sent  for  a little 
steamer — a tug;  it  is  to  take  me  to  all  the 
landings  within  twenty  miles  of  here; 
I shall  not  be  back  until  late;  please  don’t 
sit  up.”  He  left  the  room. 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  he  appeared 
again. 

“ I was  waiting  for  the  steamer  down 
by  the  water,  when  I saw  the  boy  who 
brings  the  mail  going  away.  You  have  had 
a letter  ?” 

She  did  not  answer.  Her  hands  vrere 
empty. 

“You  heard  me  coming  and  concealed 
it.” 

“I  have  nothing  to  conceal.”  She  rose. 
“ Yes,  I have  had  a letter;  Lanse  is  on  his 
way  to  New  York.  He  is  taking  a jour- 
ney for  a change.” 

“ You  will  let  me  see  the  letter  ?” 

“Impossible.”  Her  hands  were  shak- 
ing a little,  but  she  faced  him  inflexibly. 

* 4 Margaret,  I beg  you  to  let  me  see  it. 
Show  me  that  you  trust  me;  you  seem 
never  to  do  that— yet  I deserve — Tell  me, 
then,  of  your  own  accord,  what  he  says. 
If  he  has  left  you  again,  who  should  help 
you,  care  for  you,  if  not  I ?” 

“You  last  of  all!”  She  walked  away. 

4 4 He  is  coming  back  before  long,  ” she  said, 
without  turning.  Then  she  repeated  it 
more  clearlj",  “ He  is  coming  back  before 
long.  Of  course  now  that  I know,  I am 
no  longer  anxious.  I was  foolish  to  be  so 
anxious.  And  I have  given  you  so  much 
trouble,  too.  We  are  very  much  obliged 
to  you  for  all  you  have  done.” 

“ Very  well,  if  you  take  that  tone,  if 
you  still  refuse  to  trust  me,  and  are  deter- 
mined to  keep  me  off  even  now,  let  me 
tell  you  that  I too  have  had  a letter — Pri- 
mus has  just  brought  it  from  East  Angels 
— it  was  sent  there.'’ 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


393 


She  glanced  at  him  over  her  shoulder 
with  eyes  that  looked  dark  and  full  of  fear 
— a fear  which  he  did  not  stop  to  think  of 
then. 

“It  is  possible  that  Lanse  has  written 
to  me  even  more  plainly  than  he  has  to 
you,”  he  went  on.  “ At  any  rate,  he  tells 
me  that  lie  is  going  to  Italy— it  is  the  old 
affair  revived — and  that  he  has  no  present 
intention  of  returning.  What  he  has  said 
in  his  letter  to  you,  of  course  I don’t  know, 
but  it  can  hardly  be  the  whole,  because  he 
asks  me  to  ‘ break’  it  to  you.  4 Break’  it ! 
he  has  chosen  his  messenger  well.” 

“ O my  God,”  said  Margaret  Harold. 

Her  words  were  a prayer.  She  sank 
down  on  her  knees  beside  the  sofa,  and 
buried  her  face  in  her  clasped  arms. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

Evert  Winthrop  had  felt  that  her 
words  were  a prayer,  that  she  was  pray- 
ing still. 

Against  what  especial  danger  she  was 
thus  invoking  aid,  he  did  not  know.  Be- 
fore he  could  speak,  old  Rose  had  opened 
the  door,  and  Margaret,  springing  up,  was 
hurriedly  going  forward  to  meet  the  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Moore,  who  with  his  usual 
equable  expression  entered,  hat  in  hand, 
to  pay  Mrs.  Harold  a short  visit.  He  had 
been  obliged  to  come  over  to  the  river  that 
morning  on  business,  and  had  thought 
that  he  would  take  the  occasion  for  a lit- 
tle indulgence  in  social  pleasure  as  well. 

Margaret  put  out  her  hands  eagerly; 
her  voice  had  in  it  appeal.  “ It’s  wonder- 
ful—your  coming  now.  You  will  stay 
with  me,  won’t  you?  I am  in  great 
trouble.” 

Mr.  Moore  took  her  hand.  All  the  good- 
ness of  his  nature  came  into  his  long  nar- 
row face  with  its  little  eyes,  making  it 
lovely  in  its  sympathy  as  he  heard  her  ap- 
peal. She  was  clinging  to  him  now — she 
had  put  her  other  hand  on  his  arm.  “ You 
will  stay  ?”  she  repeated. 

“If  I can  be  of  any  use  to  you,  most 
certainly  I will  stay.” 

Upon  hearing  this,  she  made  an  effort 
to  recover  herself,  to  speak  more  coherent- 
ly. “I  shall  need  your  advice — there  are 
so  many  things  I must  decide  about.  Mr. 
Winthrop  will  tell  you.  But  why  should 
I leave  it  to  him  ? I will  tell  you  myself. 
My  husband  has  gone  north;  he  is  going 

Digitized  by  Google 


abroad  again.  You  will  understand — it 
was  so  sudden.  I did  not  know — ” She 
made  another  effort  to  steady  her  voice. 
“If  you  will  stay  with  me  for  a day  or 
two,  I will  send  over  to  Gracias  for  any- 
thing you  may  need.” 

“ I will  stay  gladly,  Mrs.  Harold.” 

“Oh,  you  are  good!  But  I always 
knew  you  were.  And  now  for  a few  min- 
utes may  I go  and  rest  ? I am  so  tired.  I 
will  come  back  a little  later — in  half  an 
hour.”  And  with  swift  step  she  hurried 
from  the  room. 

Mr.  Moore,  his  face  full  of  sympathy, 
turned  to  Winthrop. 

But  Evert  Winthrop's  expression  show- 
ed nothing  but  anger.  He  walked  off,  with 
his  back  turned,  and  at  first  made  no  re- 

ply- 

“Is  it  true,  then?  Her  husband  has 
left  her?”  said  Mr.  Moore,  infinite  regret 
in  his  mild  tones. 

Winthrop  was  standing  at  the  window. 
He  bit  his  lips  with  impatience.  He  was 
in  no  mood  for  what  he  would  have  call- 
ed 44  the  usual  platitudes,”  and  especially 
platitudes  about  Lansing  Harold. 

It  could  not  be  denied  that  Mr.  Moore’s 
conversation  often  contained  sentences 
that  were  very  usual. 

“Perhaps  he  will  return,”  pursued  the 
clergyman, hopefully.  44  Influences  might 
be  brought  to  bear.  We  may  be  able  to 
reach  him  ?”  And  again  he  looked  at 
Winthrop  inquiringly. 

But  Winthrop  had  now  forgotten  his 
presence;  at  this  very  moment  he  was 
leaving  the  room.  He  was  determined  to 
see  Margaret  and  speak  to  her,  if  but  for 
a second.  He  found  Rose,  and  sent  her 
with  a message.  He  himself  followed  the 
old  woman  up  the  stairs;  he  stood  wait- 
ing in  the  upper  hall  as  she  knocked  at 
Margaret’s  closed  door. 

But  the  door  did  not  open.  In  answer 
to  Rose's  message  delivered  shrilly  outside 
the  door,  Margaret  replied  from  within, 
“I  can  see  no  one  at  present.” 

Rose  came  back.  “She  can’t  see  no- 
body nohow  jess  dis  minute,  marse,”she 
answered,  in  an  apologetic  tone.  Then, 
imaginatively,  “Spec  she’s  tired.” 

“Go  back  and  tell  her  that  I’m  waiting 
here — in  the  hall,  and  that  I will  keep  her 
but  a moment.  There  is  something  im- 
portant I must  say.” 

Rose  returned  to  the  door.  But  the 
answer  was  the  same.  44 She  done  got 
mighty  tired,  marse,  sho,”  said  the  old 
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servant,  again  trying  to  clothe  the  refusal  and  richest  physical  sensations  of  his  life 
in  polite  terms,  though  she  was  unable  to  when  he  was  engaged  in  piling  up  and 
think  of  a new  apology.  re-arranging,  and.  later,  sitting  in  front 

“ Her  door  is  locked,  I suppose  ?”  Win-  of,  a liberal  glowing  hearth  fire.  Oh ! the 
throp  asked.  Then  he  felt  that  this  was  cheer  of  the  leaping  blaze,  the  hidden  ex- 
going too  far.  He  turned  and  went  down  citement  of  the  engineering  feats  which 
the  stairs,  but  with  a momentary  revival  the  proper  disposition  of  the  wood  and 
in  his  breast  all  the  same  of  the  old  des-  hot  coals  abounded  in!  and  then  the  long 
potic  feeling,  the  masculine  feeling,  that  a quiet  basking  satisfaction  of  the  steady 
woman  should  not  be  allowed  to  dictate  heat  directly  upon  one’s  knees,  and  one's 
unreasonably  to  any  man  what  he  should  (somewhat  thin)  legs  extended  before  it  l 
say  or  not  say,  do  or  not  do.  In  refusing  After  Margaret's  departure  the  clergyman 
to  see  him  even  for  one  moment,  Margaret  had  thought  of  her  with  the  truest  sym- 
was  dictating.  pathy ; and  this  had  lasted  also  after  Win- 

He  walked  down  the  lower  hall,  and  throp’s  hasty  exit.  But  the  fire  certainly 
then  back  again.  Happening  to  glance  needed  replenishing;  it  would  do  no  one 
up,  he  saw  that  old  Rose  was  still  stand-  any  good  to  come  back  to  a cold  room, 
ing  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  a queer  little  Mrs.  Harold  least  of  all.  Winthrop  there- 
figure  in  a turban.  She  dropped  one  of  fore  found  him  on  his  knees,  tongs  in 
her  straight  courtesies  as  he  looked  up — a hand,  and  busy. 

quick  ducking  down  of  her  narrow  skirt  Mr.  Moore  went  on  with  the  arrange- 
over  her  great  shoes.  She  was  still  much  ment  of  the  coals.  He  cherished  not  the 
disturbed  by  the  direct  refusal  which  she  slightest  resentment  because  Winthrop- 
had  had  to  give.  had  left  him  so  suddenly.  But  he  thought 

“I  can’t  stay  tramping  up  and  down  that  such  exits  were  sometimes — he  had 
here,  if  they  are  going  to  watch  me,”  he  made  several  observations  of  the  fact — 
thought,  impatiently.  He  turned  and  re-  an  indication  of  an  irritated  temper.  In 
entered  the  sitting-room.  such  cases  there  was  nothing  better  than 

Mr.  Moore  was  kneeling  on  the  rug,  an  unnoticing,  and,  if  possible,  also  an 
putting  more  wood  on  the  fire.  There  occupied,  silence.  He  therefore  went  on 
were  very  few  material  things,  material  with  his  fire. 

occupations,  which  could  give  pleasure  to  “ It’s  the  greatest  pity  in  the  world  that 
Middleton  Moore.  He  had  no  ear  for  mu-  there  is  nobody  here  who  has  any  real  au- 
sic  (though  he  always  listened  attentively  thority  over  her,”  Winthrop  began,  still 
to  Penelope’s  songs).  He  could  not  shoot;  smarting  under  her  refusal.  Margaret 
and  Penelope  thought  fishing  “so  damp.”  had  chosen  the  clergyman  as  her  coun- 
His  diet  had  for  a long  time  been  restrict-  sellor;  it  would  be  as  well,  therefore,  to 
ed  to  an  unexciting  round  of  oat-meal,  indicate  to  that  gentleman  what  course 
rice  pudding,  boiled  meats,  stewed  prunes,  should  be  pursued. 

soft  custard,  and  Graham  bread.  He  nev-  “You  have,  then,  some  plan  to  recom- 
er touched  wine;  he  never  smoked.  He  mend  to  her?”  said  Mr.  Moore, putting  the 
could  not  read  much  or  study,  because  his  tongs  away  and  seating  himself.  He  held 
eyes  were  not  strong.  Though  a preacher  out  his  long,  delicately  finished  hands  as 
by  profession,  he  took  no  pleasure  in  ora-  if  to  warm  them  a little  by  the  flame,  and 
tory ; he  did  his  best  with  his  sermons,  but  looked  at  Winthrop  inquiringly, 
he  was  not  assisted  by  a glow.  He  never  “No,  I don’t  know  that  I have.  But 
lounged — he  did  not  know  how.  He  had  she  is  sure  to  be  obstinate  in  any  case.” 
small  sense  of  beauty,  either  of  form  or  of  He  too  sat  down,  and  stared  moodily  at 
color.  His  hands,  and  even  the  tip  of  his  the  flame. 

long  slender  nose  (though  it  was  never  “You  think  it  will  be  a great  grief  to 
red),  were  almost  always  a little  cold.  her,”  observed  the  clergyman,  after  a 

Possibly  it  was  this  inherited  chilliness  while.  “No  doubt — no  doubt.” 
of  body  which  made  him  capable  (byway  “No  grief  at  all,  as  far  as  that  goes, 
of  balance)  of  feeling  one  positive  plea-  Lanse  has  always  treated  her  abomina- 
sure;  he  would  not  have  acknowledged  it,  bly.”  He  paused.  Then  went  on,  as  if 


probably  he  was  not  mentally  conscious 
of  the  fact,  but  it  remained  a fact  never- 
theless, that  he  had  enjoyed,  that  he  still 
continued  to  enjoy,  some  of  the  fullest 


there  were  now  good  reasons  for  telling 
the  whole  tale.  “Before  he  had  been 
married  a year,  he  left  her:  she  did  not 
leave  him,  as  my  aunt  supposes:  he  went 
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to  Italy,  and  did  not  come  back.  There 
had  never  been  the  least  fault  on  her  side ; 
there  hasn’t  been  up  to  this  day.” 

“I  can  not  understand  it;  such  fickle- 
ness— such  fairly  immoral  tendencies  to- 
ward change,”  said  Mr.  Moore,  in  rebuk- 
ing wonder. 

“As  far  as  regards  change,  I ought  to 
say,  perhaps,  that  there  hasn’t  been  much 
of  that,”  Winthrop  answered.  “What  is 
taking  him  abroad  now  is  an  old  interest 
— something  he  had  felt  long  before  his 
marriage,  and  felt  strongly.  He  has  nev- 
er changed  in  that  respect.” 

“Do  you  allude — is  it  possible  that  you 
are  alluding  to  an  interest  in  a person  ?” 
asked  Mr.  Moore,  in  a lowered  tone. 

“It  certainly  wasn’t  a thing;  I hardly 
think  you  would  call  a beautiful  French 
woman  of  rank  that,  would  you  ?” 

Mr.  Moore  looked  at  him  with  a strick- 
en face.  “ A beautiful  French  woman  of 
rank!”  he  murmured. 

“That's  what  is  taking  him  abroad 
now.  She  threw  him  over  once,  but  she 
has  evidently  called  him  back;  in  fact,  he 
admits  it  in  his  letter  to  me.” 

“Oh,  sin!  sin!”  said  Middleton  Moore, 
with  the  deepest  sadness  in  his  voice.  He 
leaned  his  head  upon  his  hand  and  cover- 
ed his  eyes. 

“I  suppose  so,”  answered  Winthrop. 
“All  the  same,  she  is  the  only  person 
Lanse  has  ever  cared  for;  for  her  and  her 
alone  he  could  be,  and  would  be  if  he  had 
the  chance,  perhaps,  unselfish.  I almost 
think  he  could  be  heroic.  But,  you  see, 
he  won’t  have  the  chance,  because  there’s 
the  husband  in  the  bush.” 

‘ 1 Do  you  mean  to  say  that  this  wretched 
creature  is  a married  woman?”  demanded 
the  clergyman,  aghast. 

“ Oh  yes ; it  was  her  marriage,  her  leav- 
ing him  in  the  lurch,  that  made  Lanse 
himself  marry — marry  Margaret  Cruger.” 

“This  is  most  horrible.  This  man, 
then,  this  Lansing  Harold,  is  an  incarna- 
tion of  evil  ?” 

“I  don’t  know  whether  he  is  or  not,” 
Winthrop  answered,  irritably.  “Yes,  he 
is,  I suppose;  we  all  are.  Not  you,  of 
course,”  he  added,  glancing  at  his  com- 
panion, and  realizing  as  he  did  so  that 
here  was  a man  who  was  an  incarnation 
of  good.  Then  the  opposing  feeling  swept 
over  him  again,  namely,  that  this  man 
was  good  simply  because  he  could  not  be 
evil ; it  was  not  that  he  had  resisted  temp- 
tation so  much  as  that  he  had  no  capacity 
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for  being  tempted;  nothing  tempted  him. 

“ An  old  woman,”  he  thought. 

He  himself  was  very  different  from 
that;  he  knew  well  what  temptation 
meant.  A flush  crossed  his  face.  “ Per- 
haps Lanse  can’t  help  loving  her,”  he  said, 
flinging  it  out  obstinately. 

“A  man  can  always  help  a shameful 
feeling  of  that  sort,”  the  clergyman  an- 
swered, with  sternness.  He  drew  up  his 
tall  figure;  his  face  took  on  dignity.  “We 
are  not  the  beasts  that  perish.” 

“We  may  not  be  altogether  beasts,  and 
yet  we  may  not  be  able  to  help  it,”  Win- 
throp answered,  getting  up  and  walking 
across  the  room.  Margaret’s  little  work- 
table stood  there,  gay  with  ribbons  and 
fringes;  mechanically  he  fingered  the 
spools  and  bright  wools  it  held. 

“At  least  we  can  control  its  manifesta- 
tions,” replied  Middleton  Moore,  still  with 
a deep  severity  of  voice  and  eyes. 

“You  would  like  to  have  all  sinners  of 
that  disposition  (which  doesn’t  happen  to 
be  yours)  consumed  immediately,  wouldn’t 
you?  for  fear  of  their  influencing  others,” 
said  Winthrop,  leaving  the  work-table  and 
walking  about  the  room.  “In  the  days 
of  the  burnings,  now,  when  it  was  for 
strictly  wicked  persons  of  that  tendency, 

I suspect  you  would  have  brought  a few 
fagots — wouldn’t  you  ? — even  if  you  hadn’t 
taken  a turn  at  the  bellows.” 

Mr.  Moore  turned  and  surveyed  him  in 
unfeigned  astonishment. 

“ I beg  your  pardon— I beg  your  pardon 
most  humbly,”  Winthrop  went  on,  in  an- 
swer to  th  is  glance.  1 4 The  truth  is  I am  so 
much — irritated — that  I don’t  know  what 
I am  saying.  I will  go  off  for  a while  by 
myself,  if  you  will  excuse  me;  I will  come 
back  later,  when  Mrs.  Harold  returns.” 

An  hour  later,  when  he  re-entered  the 
room,  he  found  Margaret  there:  she  was 
talking  with  Mr.  Moore. 

“Ah!  you  have  had  a walk?  The  air 
\s  probably  pleasant,”  said  the  clergyman, 
welcoming  him  kindly.  He  wished  to 
show  that  he  had  forgotten  the  bellows. 

“I  was  on  the  point  of  saying  to  Mrs. 
Harold,  as  you  came  in,  that  in  case  she 
should  be  thinking  of  leaving  this  house, 

I will  hope  most  warmly  that  she  will  find 
it  consistent  with  her  plans  to  return  to 
us  at  Gracias.” 

“ I should  much  rather  stay  here,”  re- 
sponded Margaret.  44 1 could  have  Di- 
nah’s son  Abram  to  sleep  in  the  house,  if 
necessary.” 
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“You  could  never  stay  here  alone;  you 
ought  not  to  think  of  it,”  said  Winthrop. 
“We  know  better  than  you  do  about  that; 
it  wouldn’t  be  safe.”  He  had  seated  him- 
self at  some  distance  from  her.  Mr.  Moore 
still  kept  his  place  before  the  fire,  and 
Margaret  was  beside  him ; she  held  a little 
fan-shaped  screen  in  her  hand  to  shade  her 
face  from  the  glow;  he  could  see  her  pro- 
file, the  soft  waves  of  hair  over  the  fore- 
head, the  little  ear,  and  the  thick,  close 
braids  behind. 

“ I am  sure  Mr.  Moore  will  say  that  it 
is  safe,”  she  answered. 

“I  included  him;  I said  4 we,’”  said 
Winthrop,  challengingly. 

Mr.  Moore  extended  his  long  legs  with 
a slightly  uneasy  movement.  “I  regret 
to  say  that  I fear  Mr.  Winthrop  is  right; 
it  would  not  be  safe  at  present,  even  with 
Abram  in  the  house.  The  river  is  no 
longer  what  it  was”  (he  refrained  from 
saying  “your  Northern  steamers  have 
made  the  change”) ; “the  people  who  live 
in  the  neighborhood  are  respectable,  but 
the  increased  facilities  for  traffic  have 
brought  us  dangerous  characters.” 

“Of  course  you  will  go  back  to  East 
Angels — ” Winthrop  began. 

“ I think  not.  If  I can  not  stay  here,  I 
shall  go  north.” 

“North?  Where?” 

“ There  are  plenty  of  places.  There  is 
my  grandmother’s  old  house  in  the  coun- 
try, where  I lived  when  I was  a child.  It 
is  closed  now,  but  I could  open  it.  I should 
like  to  see  the  old  rooms  once  more.”  She 
spoke  quietly;  her  manner  was  that  she 
was  taking  it  for  granted  that  the  clergy- 
man knew  everything,  that  Winthrop  had 
told  him  all.  She  was  a deserted  wife; 
there  was  no  need  for  any  of  them  to  go 
through  the  form  of  covering  that  up. 

“ That  would  be  a perfectly  crazy  idea,” 
began  Winthrop.  Then  he  stopped  him- 
self. “Aunt  Katrina  would  miss  you 
greatly,”  he  resumed.  (He  felt  the  feeble- 
ness of  this.) 

“She  has  you.  And  she  has  Mrs.  Ca- 
rew,  Dr.  Kirby,  Mr.  Moore — all  these  kind 
friends  here.  And  she  has  Celestine.  I 
have  been  away  from  her,  except  for  an 
occasional  short  visit,  for  months;  I don't 
think  she  would  miss  me.” 

“Yes,  she  would.”  (He was  going  on, 
in  spite  of  himself,  with  the  feebleness.) 

“We  should  be  exceedingly  sorry  to 
lose  you,  Mrs.  Harold — Penelope  would  be 
exceedingly  sorry,”  said  Mr.  Moore,  in  his 
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amiable  voice.  “But  I can  understand 
that  it  would  afford  you  much  pleasure  to 
revisit  your  childhood’s  home.  I think  it 
is  so  with  all  of  us;  I should  like  to  revis- 
it mine.  But  I hope  that  you  will  give 
the  matter  a careful  consideration  before 
you  decide.  You  have  mentioned  to  me 
that  you  have  no  near  relatives,  and 
though  you,  no  doubt,  have  many  friends, 

I can  not  think  that  they  esteem  you  more 
highly  than  we  do,  for  indeed  it  would  be 
impossible.  And  East  Angels,  too — after 
so  long  a stay  there,  may  we  not  hope 
that  it  presents  to  you  at  least  some  of  the 
aspects  of  a home  ?” 

“I  prefer  to  go  north,”  Margaret  an- 
swered. 

Mr.  Moore  did  not  combat  this  decision ; 
he  did  not,  in  truth,  know  quite  what  to 
advise  just  at  present ; it  required  thought. 
Here  was  a woman  who  had  been  cruel- 
ly outraged  by  the  scandalous,  by  the  in- 
credibly abandoned  conduct  of  the  worst 
of  husbands.  She  had  no  mother  to  go 
to  (the  clergyman  felt  this  to  be  an  un- 
speakable misfortune) ; but  she  was  not  a 
child;  they  could  not  dictate  to  her;  she 
was  a free  agent.  But  women — women 
of  refinement — were  generally  timid  (he 
glanced  at  Margaret,  and  decided  that  she 
was  timid  also).  She  might  talk  a little 
about  her  home  at  the  north,  but  prob- 
ably it  would  end  in  her  returning  to 
East  Angels. 

“If  I find  that  I don’t  care  for  the 
country  house,  the  life  there,  I can  go 
abroad,”  Margaret  continued.  She  rose 
and  went  out  to  give  some  directions 
about  lunch. 

This  was  not  much  like  returning  to 
East  Angels! 

“Is  she  thinking,  do  you  suppose,  of 
.going  to  him?”  asked  the  clergyman,  in  a 
cautious  voice,  when  the  door  was  closed. 

“I  don’t  know  what  she  is  thinking  of. 
She  is  capable  of  every  mistaken  idea!” 
Winthrop  answered. 

“She  is  possessed  of  a wonderful  sense 
of  duty — wonderful,  if  she  does  go.  I 
mean,  in  case  she  is  acquainted  with  the 
cause  of  his  departure  ?” 

“ She  is  acquainted  with  everything.” 

Margaret  came  back  and  sat  down 
again.  “You  decidedly  think,  then,  that  I 
can  not  stay  here  ?”  she  said  to  the  clergy- 
man. There  was  a note  almost  of  longing 
in  her  tone. 

“Do  you  wish  to  stay  so  very  much  ?” 
lie  asked,  kindly. 
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“Yes,  I should  much  rather  stay,  much 
rather  make  no  change ; this  is  my  home.” 

“How  can  you  talk  in  that  way  ?”  said 
Winthrop.  He  had  risen  again,  and  be- 
gun to  walk  up  and  down  the  room ; as  he 
spoke,  he  stopped  his  walk  and  stood  be- 
fore her.  “You  came  here  against  your 
will ; you  disliked  the  place  intensely ; you 
said  so  of  your  own  accord ; I heard  you.” 

“I  know  I have  said  so.  Many  times. 
Still,  I should  like  to  stay  now.” 

“You  can  not.  Even  Mr.  Moore  tells 
you  that.” 

“Yes,”  said  the  clergyman,  conscien- 
tiously, “I  must  say  it,  though  I do  not 
wish  to ; the  place  is  unusually  lonely ; it 
stands  quite  by  itself ; it  would  be  unwise 
to  remain.” 

“I  must  give  it  up,  I see,”  Margaret  an- 
swered. 4 4 1 am  sorry.  ” 

And  then,  in  answer  to  old  Rose’s  bob- 
bing courtesy  at  the  door,  they  went  across 
the  hall  to  the  dining-room  for  lunch. 

When  the  meal  was  over  and  they  had 
returned  to  the  parlor,  Mr.  Moore  at  first 
did  not  sit  down.  He  stood  on  the  hearth- 
rug with  his  back  to  the  fire,  rubbing  his 
hands  in  the  slight  moderate  way  that 
was  peculiar  to  him;  he  seemed  disposed 
to  introduce,  if  possible,  a little  conversa- 
tion of  a general  nature. 

There  was  opportunity,  apparently,  for 
introducing  anything,  neither  Winthrop 
nor  Margaret  spoke. 

“Oh-er — yes — er-r-r— I am  told,”  began 
Mr.  Moore,  addressing  Winthrop,  “that 
abroad — I allude  to  foreign  countries  on 
the  continent  of  Europe — one  seldom  finds 
those  simple  and  convenient  articles  we 
term  handles  attached  to  chests  of  draw- 
ers or  bureaux ; one  is  expected  to  pull  the 
drawers  open  awkwardly  (if  not  painful- 
ly) by  means  of  the  key  ?” 

Winthrop  did  not  reply.  Mr.  Moore 
mildly  repeated  the  question. 

“Key?  I am  sure  I don’t  know,” 
Winthrop  answered. 

Foiled  in  this  direction,  Mr.  Moore,  aft- 
er another  moment  or  two  of  the  silence, 
forgivingly  sent  (into  this  troubled  at- 
mosphere) a second  remark,  which  he 
hoped  would  act  as  a temporary  diversion 
of  thought,  a change.  “It  has  been  men- 
tioned to  me,”  he  observed,  “that  in  the 
city  of  Boston,  Massachusetts,  the  conver- 
sation is  so  exceptionally  accurate  that 
when  a stranger  there  makes  use,  by 
chance,  of  the  word  4 why’  merely  as  an 
exclamation  (a  somewhat  slovenly  use, 
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I admit),  he  is  answered  as  though  it  had 
been  a question.  As,  for  instance,  if  I 
should  say,  simply  in  surprise,  ‘Why!— 
was  he  going  there  ?’  they  would  respond, 

4 1 do  not  know  why ; but  perhaps’ — and 
soon.”  x 

But  Winthrop  was  gazing  at  the  fire, 
and  Margaret  did  not  speak.  That  ques- 
tion fell  flat  also. 

To  cover  its  fall  a little,  not  because  he 
was  concerned  on  his  own  account — he 
had  no  conception  of  conversational  suc- 
cesses— but  because  he  thought  it  might 
come  to  Margaret  later  that  she  had  left 
a remark  of  his  suspended  in  mid-air,  Mr. 
Moore  now  answered  his  own  question, 
summing  up  the  matter  cheerfully  and 
dismissing  it:  “ Probably  the  word  4 why,’ 
in  any  shape,  rouses  a greater  interest  in 
the  city  of  Boston,  Massachusetts — a com- 
munity, I am  told,  devoted  to  the  quest  for 
information — than  it  is  capable  of  doing 
in  places  of  less  mental  activity.  I should 
much  like  to  visit  Boston.  And  also  the 
village  of  Con-cord,  in  its  immediate  vi- 
cinity.” Mr.  Moore’s  4 4 Con-cord”  was 
carefully  pronounced,  the  last  syllable 
was  like  cord  in  “ a cord  of  wood.” 

The  clergyman’s  idea  in  these  efforts 
had  been  to  divert  from  Margaret’s  mind 
a too  heavy  strain.  He  had  failed,  be- 
cause Winthrop  had  not  aided  him;  he 
now  tried  a second  method — a more  direct 
one.  44  My  dear  friend,”  he  said,  ad- 
dressing Margaret,  “let  me  advise  you. 
You  will  be  much  the  better  for  a little 
repose.”  Mr.  Moore’s  “my  dear  friend” 
was  used  only  on  solemn  occasions;  but, 
in  spite  of  its  rather  formal  tone,  it  was 
not  a mannerism : people  really  were  more 
dear  to  his  pitying,  tender  soul  when  they 
were  in  trouble,  he  was  more  their  friend, 
than  in  times  of  cheerful  ease. 

As  he  spoke,  Margaret  looked  up.  For 
the  moment  she  had  forgotten  that  he 
was  there,  but  as  soon  as  her  mind  came 
back  to  him  she  took  refuge  afresh  in  his 
faithful  kindness.  “I  could  not  sleep,” 
she  answered;  “I  should  only  be  think- 
ing— making  plans.  It  is  better  for  me 
to  plan  aloud — if  you  will  help  me.” 

44  Anything  I can  do — of  course.  But, 
if  you  will  permit  me  to  speak  of  it,  Mrs. 
Moore  has  often  mentioned  to  me — Pe- 
nelope has  mentioned — that  a short  period 
of  recumbence  after  lunch  was  wonder- 
fully conducive  to  a refreshed  clearness 
of  mind  later.” 

“My  mind  is  clear  now.  It  is  easier 
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for  me  to  decide  at  once  about  my  plans. 
I shall  go  north;  but  I should  like  to  re- 
tain this  house,  and  keep  it  open  just  as  it 
is;  I could  leave  the  servants  here.” 

Winthrop  turned  and  looked  at  her,  a 
quick  surprised  suspicion  in  his  glance. 

“I  could  do  that  perfectly,  couldn’t  I ?” 
she  repeated,  addressing  Mr.  Moore. 

Again  the  clergyman  looked  uncomfort- 
able. He  sat  down,  crossed  his  legs,  and 
extending  the  pendent  foot  a little  in  its 
long,  narrow, thin-soled  boot;  he  looked  at 
it,  and  moved  it  to  and  fro  slightly,  as  if 
he  had  been  called  upon  to  give  an  exact 
opinion  upon  the  leather.  “I  fear,”  he 
said,  as  the  result  of  this  meditation,  “that 
it  might  not  be  altogether  prudent.  The 
negroes  have  much  hospitality;  with  a 
large  house  at  their  command,  and  nobody 
very  near,  I fear  they  might  be  tempted 
to  invite  some  of  their  friends  to  visit 
them.” 

“The  place  would  swarm  with  them,” 
said  Winthrop. 

“At  any  rate,  I shall  keep  the  house, 
even  if  I close  it,”  said  Margaret.  “ It  must 
be  ready  for  occupancy  at  any  time.” 

“Then  you  are  thinking  of  coming 
back  ?”  Winthrop  asked.  His  face  still 
showed  an  angry  mistrust. 

“I  may  come  back.  At  present,  how- 
ever, I shall  go  north.  And  as  I prefer 
to  go  immediately,  I shall  set  about  ar- 
ranging the  house  here  so  that  I can  leave 
it.  It  will  not  take  long,  two  days,or  three 
at  most.  And  it  would  be  a very  great 
kindness,  Mr.  Moore,  if  you  would  stay 
with  me  until  I leave — by  next  Saturday’s 
steamer,  probably.” 

“ I hardly  think  you  will  be  able  to  ac- 
complish so  much  in  so  short  a time,”  an- 
swered the  clergyman,  rather  bewildered 
by  this  display  of  energy.  To  Mr.  Moore’s 
idea,  a woman  who  had  been  deserted  by 
her  husband,  even  though  that  husband 
had  been  proved  to  be  abnormally  vicious, 
could  not  well  be  in  the  mood  for  the 
necessary  counting  of  chairs,  nor  for 
the  proper  distribution  of  gum-camphor 
among  curtains,  also  so  important. 

Then,  reading  again  the  deep  trouble  in 
Margaret’s  face,  under  all  the  calmness  of 
her  manner,  he  dismissed  his  objections, 
and  said,  heartily,  “In  any  case,  I will 
stay  with  you  as  long  as  you  wish.” 

“I  am  afraid  that  one  of  your  difficul- 
ties has  been  that  I am  here,”  said  Win- 
throp to  Margaret.  “You  can  not  expect 
me  to  leave  you  entirely  as  long  as  you  are 
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still  in  this  house;  I am,  after  all,  your 
nearest  relative.  But  of  course  I could 
stay  at  the  hotel.  ” He  spoke  with  extreme 
coldness. 

Margaret,  however,  did  not  try  to  dissi- 
pate it  by  asking  him  to  remain. 

He  showed  that  he  felt  this,  for  he  said, 
“ Perhaps  I had  better  go  up  at  once  and 
see  to  getting  quarters  there.” 

She  did  not  answer.  He  walked  about 
aimlessly  for  a moment  or  two,  and  then 
left  the  room. 

“Will  you  go  over  the  house  with  me 
now,  Mr.  Moore — I mean  this  afternoon — 
and  tell  me  what  I can  leave  in  place,  in 
this  climate,  and  what  must  be  packed  ?” 

“Certainly ; it  would  be  better,  I think, 
to  make  a list,”  Mr.  Moore  answered,  in  an 
interested  voice.  Mr.  Moore  enjoyed  1 ists ; 
to  him  an  index  was  one  of  the  most  in- 
teresting parts  of  any  book,  and  in  devis- 
ing catalogues  or  new  alphabetical  ar- 
rangements he  had  sometimes  felt  a sense 
of  pleasure  that  was  almost  dissipation. 

“You  will  have  three  enemies  to  en- 
counter,” he  began,  with  seriousness. 
“They  are,  first,  the  Mildew;  second,  the 
Damp;  third,  the  Moth;  I should  not  ad- 
vise pepper  against  the  latter.  The  Mouse, 
so  destructive  in  other  climates,  will  trou- 
ble you  little  in  this.” 

Then  he  rose  and  examined  the  paper 
which  Margaret  had  taken  from  a writ- 
ing-desk. “You  have  the  right  ideas,” 
he  said,  appreciatively ; ‘ 4 for  a list}  the  pa- 
per is  much  better  when  ruled.” 

A week  later,  Margaret  was  still  there; 
she  had  not  been  able  to  complete  as  rap- 
idly as  she  had  hoped  the  arrangements 
necessary  for  leaving  the  house  in  proper 
order  behind  her.  This  was  not  owing  to 
any  lingering  on  her  own  part  or  to  any 
hesitation  of  purpose;  it  was  owing  sim- 
ply to  the  constitutional  inability  of  any- 
body in  that  latitude,  black  or  white,  to 
work  steadily,  to  be  in  the  least  hurried. 
The  poorest  negro  engaged  to  shake  car- 
pets could  not  bring  himself,  though  with 
the  offer  of  double  wages  before  him,  to 
the  point  of  going  without  a long  “ res’” 
under  the  trees  after  each  (short)  “stent.” 
Mr.  Moore,  with  his  list,  made  no  haste — 
Mr.  Moore  had  never  been  in  a hurry  in 
his  life. 

But  now  at  last  all  was  completed;  the 
house  was  to  be  closed  on  the  morrow. 
No  one  but  the  clergyman  was  to  sleep 
there  on  this  last  night.  The  negroes, 
generously  paid  and  rejoicing  in  their 
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riches,  were  going  to  their  own  homes.  In 
the  morning  one  of  them  was  to  return 
to  dismantle  Mr.  Moore’s  room,  and  then 
the  clergyman  himself  was  to  bar  the  win- 
dows, lock  the  doors,  and  carry  the  keys 
to  the  hotel,  where  they  were  to  be  kept, 
in  accordance  with  Margaret’s  order.  She 
herself  was  to  sleep  at  the  hotel,  in  order 
to  be  in  readiness  to  take  the  sea-going 
steamer,  which  would  touch  at  that  pier  at 
an  early  hour  the  next  day. 

Evert  Winthrop  had  returned  to  East 
Angels.  Five  days  he  had  staid  at  the 
hotel,  coming  down  every  morning  on 
horseback  to  the  house  on  the  point.  Not 
once  had  he  been  able  to  see  Margaret 
alone;  Mr.  Moore  was  always  with  her, 
or  if  by  rare  chance  he  happened  to  be  ab- 
sent, she  was  surrounded  by  the  chatter- 
ing blacks, who  with  much  confusion  and 
the  jolliest  good-humor,  with  endless  pro- 
crastinations and  aimless  wandering  er- 
rands to  and  fro,  were  carrying  out,  or 
pretending  to,  the  orders  of  “Mis’  Hor- 
rel.” 

Winthrop  chafed  against  this  constant 
presence  of  others.  But  he  would  not  al- 
low himself  to  speak  of  it;  pride  prevent- 
ed him.  Why  should  he  be  kept  at  a dis- 
tance, and  a comparative  stranger  like  Mr. 
Moore  placed  at  the  head  of  the  house, 
consulted  about  everything  ? Mr.  Moore ! 
He  looked  on  with  impatience  while  the 
clergyman  gave  explanations  of  Penel- 
ope’s excellent  method  of  vanquishing  the 
Mildew,  the  Damp,  the  Moth.  With  impa- 
tience grown  to  contempt  he  heard  him 
read  aloud  to  Margaret  and  check  off 
carefully  the  various  items  of  his  long 
lists.  Mr.  Moore  had  even  made  a list 
of  the  inhabitants  of  the  poultry-yard, 
though  Margaret  intended  to  present 
them  all  in  a body  to  Dinah  and  Rose. 

“One  brown  hen,  somewhat  spotted 
with  white,” he  read  from  his  list;  “one 
yellow  hen,  spotted  with  brown ; a black 
hen ; a chicken ; a duck.” 

He  had  never  seemed  to  Winthrop  so 
narrow,  so  given  up  to  petty  details,  as 
now. 

On  the  fourth  day  Winthrop  (perhaps 
having  found  pride,  in  spite  of  the  dignity 
it  carried  with  it,  rather  unfruitful)  sud- 
denly resolved  to  overpower  this  dumb 
opposition,  make  himself  master  of  this 
ridiculous  situation — “ridiculous”  was  his 
own  term  for  it.  Margaret  was  evidently 
determined  not  to  see  him  alone.  After 
their  long,  acquaintance,  and  their  rela- 
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tionship  (he  insisted  a good  deal  upon  this 
rather  uncertain  tie),  she  should  not  be  al- 
lowed to  treat  him  in  this  way;  he  would 
not  allow  it.  Of  what,  then,  was  she 
afraid  ? 

It  came  across  him  strongly  that  he 
should  like  to  ask  her  that  question  face 
to  face. 

He  rode  down  to  the  house  on  the 
point.  He  found  her  in  the  sitting-room, 
the  blacks  coming  and  going  as  usual. 

“ Go  away,  all  of  you,”  he  said,  author- 
itatively. “Find  some  work  to  do  in  an- 
other room  for  half  an  hour.  I wish  to 
speak  to  your  mistress.” 

Margaret  looked  up  as  she  heard  this 
imperative  command.  She  did  not  con- 
tradict it;  she  could  not  come  to  an  open 
conflict  of  will  with  him  before  her  own 
servants.  He  knew  this. 

Closing  the  door  after  the  negroes,  who, 
in  obedience  to  the  thorough  master’s 
voice  which  had  fallen  upon  their  ears, 
had  shuffled  out  hurriedly  in  a body,  Win- 
throp came  over  to  the  writing-table  where 
she  was  seated.  She  had  kept  on  with  her 
work. 

“You  don’t  care  any  more  about  that 
list, about  any  of  these  trifling  things, than 
I do,”  he  began.  “ Why  do  you  pretend 
to  care  ? And  why  do  you  make  it  so  im- 
possible for  me  to  speak  to  you  ? What 
are  you  afraid  of  ?” 

She  did  not  answer.  And  he  did  not 
get  the  satisfaction  he  had  anticipated 
from  his  question,  because  her  face  was 
still  bent  over  her  paper. 

“Why  are  you  going  north?”  he  went 
on,  abruptly. 

“I  need  a change.” 

“You  can  not  live  alone  in  New  York. 
You  ought  not  to  think  of  it.” 

“I  shall  not  be  in  New  York.  And  I 
could  easily  have  a companion.” 

“Your  best  companion  is  Aunt  Katri- 
na. I admit  that  she  is  selfish,  that  she 
makes  a purely  selfish  use  of  you;  but 
she  is  growing  old,  and  she  is  ill;  there  is 
no  one  she  really  wishes  for  as  she  wish- 
es for  you.  Who,  after  all,  is  nearer  to 
you  ?” 

“No  one  is  nearer.  I have  always 
been  alone.” 

“ That  is  cynical — and  it  is  not  true.” 

He  paused.  “Every  one  likes  you.” 

“ Well  they  may  I When  have  I been 
— permitted  myself  to  be — disagreeable  ? 
When  have  I ever  failed  to  be  kind  ? I 

was  not  so  by  nature;  I made  myself  so. 
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I have  always  repressed  myself.  What 
is  the  result  ? I have  been  at  everybody’s 
beck  and  call.  I have  been  expected  to 
bear  everything  in  silence;  to  listen,  al- 
ways to  listen,  and  never  to  reply.”  She 
spoke  with  bitterness,  keeping  on  with  her 
writing  meanwhile. 

“ It  is  perfectly  true,  what  you  say,  and 
I think  you  have  done  too  much  of  it. 
Are  you  getting  tired  of  the  rdle  ?” 

“I  am  tired  at  least  of  East  Angels;  I 
can  not  go  back  there.” 

“You  think  Aunt  Katrina  will  talk 
about  Lanse  in  her  usual  style — about 
this  second  going  away  of  his  ? I myself 
will  tell  her  the  whole  story — it  is  time 
she  knew  it.  She  will  talk  about  him  no 
more.” 

“It  isn’t  that.”  She  threw  down  her 
pen  and  rose.  4 4 1 need  a complete  change. 
I must  have  it ; but  I shall  arrange  it  my- 
self. The  only  thing  you  can  do  for  me 
is  to  leave  me  free.  I should  like  it  if 
you  would  go  back  to  East  Angels — if  you 
would  go  to-day.  You  only  trouble  me 
by  staying  here,  and  you  trouble  me 
greatly.” 

“Margaret,  it’s  outrageous  the  way 
you  treat  me.  What  have  I done  that  I 
should  be  thrust  off  in  this  way  ? It’s  in- 
sulting. And  it’s  a very  sudden  change, 
too;  you  were  not  so  that  night  in  the 
swamp.” 

“It’s  kind  to  bring  that  up.  I was 
tired — nervous;  I wasn’t  myself — ” 

“You're  yourself  now,  never  fear,”  he 
interpolated,  angrily. 

“And  you  were  not  yourself  either.” 

“Yes,  I was.  Interpret  your  own 
changes  as  you  please,  but  pray  don’t 
attempt  to  interpret  me.” 

“Will  you  do  what  I wish  ?” 

“You  really  want  me  to  go?”  His 
voice  softened.  “You  don’t  wrish  me  to 
see  you  off  ? It’s  very  little  to  do — see 
you  off.” 

“I  should  be  grateful  if  you  would  go 
now.” 

“You  are  throwing  us  all  overboard  to- 
gether, I see — all  Lanse’s  relatives ; you 
think  we  are  all  alike,”  he  commented,  in 
a savage  tone.  “And  you,  well  rid  of  us 
all,  free,  and  determined  to  do  quite  as 
you  please,  arc  going  north  alone — you 
do  not  even  say  where !” 

“There  will  be  no  secret  about  that;  I 
will  write  to  Aunt  Katrina.  You  talk 
about  freedom,”  she  said,  breaking  off 
suddenly^14  what  dp  you  know  of  slavery? 

Digitized  by  VjQO^lC 


That  is  what  I have  been  for  years  and 
years — a slave.  Oh,  to  be  somewhere,  to 
go  somewhere  !” — and  she  threw  up  her 
arms  with  an  eloquent  gesture  of  longing ; 
somewhere  where  I can  breathe  and  move 
and  think  as  I please — as  I really  am ! Do 
you  want  me  to  die  without  ever  having 
been  myself — my  real  self-even  for  one 
short  day  ? I have  come  to  the  end  of  my 
strength ; I can  endure  no  longer.” 

Winthrop  had  been  thrilled  through  by 
this  almost  violent  cry  and  gesture.  Com- 
ing from  Margaret,  they  gave  him  a great 
surprise.  “Yes,  I know,”  he  began;  “it 
has  been  a hard  life.”  Then  he  stopped, 
for  he  felt  that  he  had  not  known,  he  had 
not  comprehended,  he  did  not  fully  com- 
prehend even  now.  4 4 1 am  only  harsh  on 
account  of  the  way  you  treat  me,”  he  said ; 
“it  galls  me  to  be  so  completely  set  aside.” 

“You  can  help  me  only  by  leaving  me ; 

I have  told  you  that.” 

“But  where  is  the  sense — ” 

“I  can  not  argue.  There  may  be  no 
sense,  but  your  presence  oppresses  me.” 

“You  shall  not  be  troubled  with  it 
long.”  He  went  toward  the  door.  But 
he  came  back.  “ Give  me  one  reason.” 

“ I have  no  reason ; it  is  instinct.” 

He  still  stood  there. 

She  waited  a moment,  looking  at  him. 
He  did  not  speak.  Then  she  came  toward 
him,  her  face  pale,  but  her  eyes  meeting 
his,  their  usually  quiet  blue  having  now 
a splendid  brilliancy.  44  This  I know, 
unless  you  leave  me,  as  I have  begged,  I 
will  never  willingly  see  you  again.  You 
are  the  best  judge  of  whether  you  believe 
what  I say.” 

“Women  are  fools,”  exclaimed  Evert 
Winthrop  ; 44  vows,  renunciations,  eter- 
nal partings — nothing  less  contents  them. 
Oh,  I believe  you  ! You  would  keep  a 
vow  or  die  for  it,  no  matter  how  utterly 
senseless  it  might  be.  Of  course  I want 
to  see  you  again,  so  I will  go  now — that 
is,  for  a while.  I will  even  go  back  to 
East  Angels.” 

He  took  her  hand,  though  she  did  not 
extend  it.  “You  have  been  extremely 
unreasonable,”  lie  said.  Though  he  obey- 
ed, she  should  feel  that  he  had  the  mastery 
still ; he  obeyed  only  because  she  was  un- 
reasonable. 

He  left  her,  and  rode  back  to  the  hotel. 
Mr.  Moore  learned  by  chance,  a few  hours 
later,  that  he  had  returned  to  East  Angels. 

This  had  happened  three  days  before. 

It  was  now  late  in  the  afternoon  of  the 
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third  day,  and  the  house  was  prepared  for 
“Mis’  Horrel’s”  departure.  Mr.  Moore, 
standing  on  the  low  bank,  waved  his  hand 
in  farewell  as  the  boat,  rowed  by  two  old 
negroes,  carried  her  down  the  river. 

The  five  miles  seemed  short.  When 
the  men  turned  in  toward  the  hotel,  twi- 
light had  fallen ; the  river  had  a veil  of 
mist.  Margaret’s  eyes  rested  vaguely  on 
the  shore.  Suddenly,  in  a low  voice,  she 
said,  “ Stop!” 

The  men  obeyed.  She  strained  her  eyes 
to  see  more  clearly  a figure  under  the 
trees  near  the  landing.  It  was  a man, 
dressed  in  gray  clothes;  he  was  walking 
up  and  down.  They  could  see  him  as  he 
moved  to  and  fro,  but  he  could  not  see 
their  low  boat,  pausing  out  there  in  the 
fog. 

Margaret  seemed  to  have  satisfied  her- 
self. “Row  out  now  into  the  stream,” 
she  said,  briefly. 

And  in  a few  minutes  the  shore,  left 
behind  them,  was  but  a dark  line. 

44 1 have  changed  my  mind ; I shall  not 
sleep  at  the  hotel,  after  all.  You  can  take 
me  back  home — to  the  house  on  the  point, 
I mean;  then,  to-morrow  morning,  you 
can  be  there  again  at  dawn,  and  bring  me 
up  here  in  time  for  the  steamer ; it  will  do 
quite  as  well.” 

The  old  men,  without  comment  either 
of  mind  or  tongue,  patiently  rowed  her 
back  down  the  river.  They  had  a pro- 
found respect  for  “ Mis’  Horrel,”  but  they 
had  long  ago  decided  that  all  the  Northern 
people  at  Izard’s  (the  old  Florida  name  of 
the  house  on  the  point)  were  “ cuse  folks” ; 
they  had  ways  of  their  own  for  doing  ev- 
erything, ways  that  were  always  “mighty 
quare.” 

It  was  true  that  Lanse  had  had  a good 
many  ways. 

When  they  reached  the  point,  Marga- 
ret, after  charging  her  oarsmen  to  be  there 
again  promptly  at  dawn,  dismissed  them, 
and  walked  up  the  path  alone  toward  the 
house.  No  lights  were  visible  anywhere. 
There  was  a young  moon,  and  she  looked 
at  her  watch ; it  was  not  yet  nine  o’clock. 
Mr.  Moore  had  apparently  gone  to  bed  at 
a very  early  hour. 

The  truth  was  that  during  all  this  visit 
of  his  on  the  river  Mr.  Moore  had  kept 
much  later  hours  than  he  was  in  the  habit 
of  keeping  at  home.  As  lie  always  woke 
at  dawn,  Penelope  had  long  ago  persuaded 
him  of  the  wisdom  of  “piecing  out”  his 
night  at  the  earlier  end.  Mr.  Moore, 
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therefore,  “pieced”  it;  he  went  to  bed  be- 
fore ten.  As  he  seldom  fell  asleep  until 
after  midnight,  he  had  a good  deal  of  time 
for  meditation  during  the  preceding  inter- 
val. Not  for  him  any  more  were  those 
delightful  last  half-hours  when  the  wood 
fire,  if  it  was  winter,  always  seemed  at  its 
brightest,  or,  if  it  was  summer,  the  moon. 
Penelope  said,  “Now,  Middleton,”  and 
Middleton,  as  Dr.  Kirby  once  expressed  it, 
“now’d.” 

On  the  present  occasion,  after  partak- 
ing of  the  supper  which  Dinah  had  pre- 
pared for  him,  he  sent  the  old  woman  to 
her  home;  then,  remembering  that  he  had 
a week  of  arrears  to  make  up,  he  went  to 
his  room,  though  there  was  still  a gleam 
of  sunset  in  the  west. 

Margaret  understood  what  had  happen- 
ed ; she  determined  that  she  would  not  dis- 
turb him.  Probably  it  would  not  be  dif- 
ficult to  find  a way  into  the  house;  no 
Southern  house  was  closed  at  night  with 
the  thoroughness  of  Northern  care.  As 
she  had  expected,  among  all  the  numer- 
ous windows  on  the  ground-floor,  she 
found  one  which  she  could  raise;  light 
and  lithe,  she  easily  effected  an  entrance, 
and  stole  on  tiptoe  to  a room  upstairs  in 
the  south  wing,  where  she  knew  there  was 
a lounge  whose  pillows  had  been  left  in 
place.  She  had  her  travelling  bag  with 
her  (her  trunks  had  been  sent  to  the 
hotel  early  in  the  day),  but  she  did  not 
intend  to  undress;  she  would  take  what 
sleep  she  could  on  the  lounge  until  dawn, 
covered  by  her  travelling  shawl.  But 
she  was  more  weary  than  she  knew,  and 
nature  was  kind  that  night;  very  soon 
she  fell  asleep. 

The  figure  she  had  seen  was,  as  she  had 
thought,  that  of  Evert  Winthrop.  He 
had  come  back. 

It  might  have  been  that  he  did  not  con- 
sider a return  to  the  river  prohibited,  so 
long  as  he  did  not  go  down  to  the  house 
on  the  point:  there  was  no  law,  certain- 
ly, against  a man’s  travelling  where  he 
pleased.  He  had  not  been  down  to  the 
house  on  the  point.  He  had  staid  at  the 
hotel  all  day.  He  had  seen  her  trunks 
when  they  arrived,  and  he  knew  from 
their  being  there  that  she  must  be  expect- 
ing to  take  the  next  morning’s  steamer, 
northward  bound.  Was  she  comiug  her- 
self to  the  hotel  to  sleep  ? After  a while 
he  made  the  inquiry;  his  tone  was  care- 
less ; he  asked  at  what  hour  they  expected 
her. 
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“I  will  be  surprised  if  she  is  not  here 
by  supper-time,”  was  the  answer  he  re- 
ceived. 

At  sunset  he  went  down  to  the  shore 
and  strolled  to  and  fro  there.  As  usual, 
when  alone,  he  had  his  hands  well  down  in 
the  pockets  of  his  closely  buttoned  morn- 
ing coat:  now  and  then  he  took  them  out 
to  light  a fresh  cigarette.  But  though  he 
thus  kept  watch,  he  did  not  see  the  boat 
that  stole  up  in  the  fog,  floated  off-shore 
for  a moment,  and  then  disappeared 
again. 

That  night,  at  three  o’clock,  Middleton 
Moore  woke  with  the  feeling  that  he  had 
been  attacked  by  asthma,  and  that  Penel- 
ope was  trying  to  relieve  him  with  long 
smoking  wisps  of  thick  brown  paper  (her 
accustomed  remedy),  which  she  lighted  at 
the  candle  and  then  blew  out;  there  were 
thousands  of  these  smoking  wisps. 

Then  consciousness  became  clearer,  and 
he  perceived  that  there  was  no  Penelope 
and  no  candle,  but  that  there  was  smoke. 
He  sprang  up  and  opened  the  door;  there 
was  smoke  in  the  hall  also.  “The  house 
is  on  fire,”  was  his  thought.  “How  for- 
tunate that  there  is  no  one  here!”  He 
threw  on  his  clothes,  drew  on  his  boots, 
and  seizing  his  coat  and  hat,  ran  down 
the  hall.  His  room  was  on  the  ground- 
floor.  He  looked  into  the  other  rooms 
as  he  passed;  there  was  smoke,  but  no 
flame.  Yet  he  could  distinctly  perceive 
the  unmistakable  odor  of  burning  w'ood. 
“It  must  be  upstairs,”  he  said  to  himself. 
He  unlocked  the  house  door,  and  ran 
across  the  lawn  in  order  to  see  the  upper 
story. 

Yes,  there  were  the  flames.  At  present 
only  little  tongues,  small  and  blue ; but 
they  would  grow.  They  were  creeping 
along  under  the  cornice,  licking  it  fur- 
tively, craftily,  and  constantly  they  grew 
a little  more  yellow.  This  told  him  that 
the  fire  had  a strong  hold  within,  since  it 
had  made  its  way  outward  through  the 
main  wall.  It  would  be  useless  for  him 
to  attempt  to  fight  it,  with  the  water  at  a 
distance  and  no  one  to  assist.  The  old 
mansion  was  three  stories  high.  “ It  will 
go  like  tinder,”  he  thought. 

His  next  idea  was  to  save  for  Margaret 
all  he  could.  Jamming  his  clerical  hat 
tightly  down  on  his  forehead,  he  began 
to  carry  out  articles  hurriedly  from  the 
lower  rooms,  and  pile  them  together  at 
the  end  of  the  lawn.  True  book-lover, 
he  said  to  himself,  “How  lucky  that  the 
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books  are  gone !”  The  books  were  to  ac- 
company Margaret  on  her  journey  north- 
ward. He  w'orked  very  hard ; he  ran.  he 
carried,  he  piled  up;  then  he  ran  again. 
He  lifted  and  dragged  ponderous  w eights. 
The  perspiration  stood  in  drops  on  his 
face.  But  even  then  he  made  a mental 
list  of  the  articles  he  was  saving:  “Six 
parlor  chairs;  one  centre  table,  of  mahog- 
any; a work-table,  with  fringe;  a secreta- 
ry, w'ith  inlaid  top;  a sofa.”  In  the  lower 
rooms  the  smoke  was  blinding  now'.  Out- 
side, the  tongues  of  flame  had  grown  into 
a broad  yellow  band. 

Suddenly  the  fire  burst  through  the 
roof  in  half  a dozen  places,  and,  freed,  rose 
with  a leap  high  in  the  air.  Heretofore 
there  had  been  but  little  noise;  now  there 
was  the  sharp  sound  of  crackling  and 
burning,  and  the  roar  of  flames  under  un- 
checked headway  w'as  beginning  to  make 
itself  heard.  The  sky  was  tinged  with 
the  red  glow' ; the  garden  took  on  a festal 
air,  with  all  its  vines  and  flowers  lighted 
up  rosily  in  the  middle  of  the  night. 

Mr.  Moore  did  not  stop  to  look  at  all 
this,  nor  to  call  the  flames  “grand.”  In 
the  first  place,  he  did  not  think  them 
grand,  eating  up  as  they  were  a good 
house  and  a large  quantity  of  most  excel- 
lent furniture.  In  the  second,  he  had  not 
time  for  adjectives.  He  was  bent  upon 
saving,  if  possible,  a certain  low  book-case 
he  remembered,  which  stood  in  the  upper 
hall  near  the  stairs.  He  had  always  ad- 
mired that  book-case  (which  w'as  part  of 
the  ample  supply  of  furniture  which  had 
been  sent  dowrn  from  New  York  by  Mar- 
garet’s order) ; he  had  never  seen  a book- 
case before  that  was  unconnected  with 
associations  of  more  or  less  insecure  step- 
ladders,  or  an  equally  insecure  stepping 
upon  chairs,  for  the  upper  shelves.  It 
was  heavy ; but,  being  empty  now,  he 
hoped  he  should  be  able  to  save  it. 

He  jammed  his  hat  hard  down  upon 
his  forehead  again  (he  should  certainly 
be  obliged  to  have  a new  one;  he  was 
treating  this,  his  best,  as  a fireman  does 
his  helmet),  and  ran  back  into  the  house. 
But  the  flames  had  now  reached  the 
lower  hall ; they  had  burned  down  as 
well  as  up,  and  he  was  obliged  to  content 
himself  with  a hat-stand  near  the  door. 
As  he  w'as  dragging  this  out  he  heard 
shouts,  and  recognized  the  voices  as  those 
of  negro  women.  When  he  had  reach- 
ed the  lawn  wTith  his  prize,  clear  of  the 
smoke,  there  they  were,  Dinah  and  Rose 
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and  four  other  women ; they  had  seen  the 
light,  and  had  come  running  from  their 
cabins,  which  were  half  a mile  to  the 
north,  down  the  shore.  They  were  great- 
ly excited.  One  stout  young  girl,  Polly 
by  name,  black  as  coal,  jumped  up  and 
down,  bounding  high  like  a ball  each 
time.  She  was  unconscious  of  what  she 
was  doing;  her  eyes  were  on  the  roaring 
flames;  every  now  and  then  she  gave  a 
tremendous  yell.  Old  Rose  and  Dinah 
wept  and  bewailed  aloud. 

44  Dar  goes  de  settin’-room  winders — oh ! 
— ow  /” 

“Dar  goes  de  upsteers  chimbly — oh! 
ow  r 


Another  of  the  women,  a thin  old  crea- 
ture, clapped  her  hands  incessantly  on  her 
legs,  and  shouted,  “De  glory’s  a-comin* 
in  de  maw-n in !” 

Mr.  Moore  deposited  his  hat-stand  un- 
der a tree,  and,  standing  still  for  a mo- 
ment, wiped  his  hot  forehead.  He  did  not 
attempt  to  stop  their  shouting;  he  knew 
that  it  would  be  useless.  He  thought  with 
regret  of  that  book-case. 

And  now  there  came  a shout  louder,  or 
at  least  more  agonized,  than  any  of  the 
others,  and  round  the  corner  of  the  house 
appeared  the  boy  Primus.  He  ran  toward 
them,  shouting  still;  with  each  step  he 
almost  fell.  “She’s  dar — Mis’  Horrel!” 
The  words  had  a whistling  sound,  as  if 
his  breath  came  through  a parched  throat. 
And  it  was  parched — parched  with  fear. 

He  too  had  seen  the  light, and  approach- 
ing the  place  from  the  south,  the  direction 
of  his  mother’s  cabin,  he  had  passed,  in 
running  toward  the  front,  the  narrow 
high  south  wing.  And  here  at  a window 
he  had  seen  a face — the  face  of  Margaret 
Harold. 

Mr.  Moore  was  gone  at  the  boy’s  first 
cry.  The  others  followed. 

The  south  wing  was  not  visible  from 
the  front.  Its  third  story  was  in  flames, 
and  the  back  and  sides  of  the  ground- 
floor  had  caught;  but  at  a second-story 
window  (which  she  had  opened)  they  all 
saw  a face — that  of  Margaret  Harold;  the 
glare  of  the  main  building  showed  her 
features  perfectly.  They  could  not  have 
heard  her,  even  if  she  had  been  able  to 
call  to  them,  the  roar  of  the  fire  was  now 
so  loud. 

4 4 She  can  not  throw  herself  out ; it’s  too 
high;  and  we  have  no  blanket.  There’s 
a door  below,  isn’t  there  ? And  stairs  ?” 
It  was  Mr.  Moore’s  voice  that  asked. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


“Yes,  passon,  yes.  But  it’s  all  a-buhn- 
in  /” 

Mr.  Moore  clasped  his  hands,  holding 
them  to  his  breast,  and  bowing  his  head ; 
it  did  not  take  longer  than  a breath.  Then 
he  started  toward  the  wing. 

44  Oh,  passon,  passon,  yer  dassent ! It's 
mur — der  /” 

“Oh,  passon,  yer  can’t  help  her  now, 
de  sweet  lady ; it’s  too  late.  Pray  for  her 
yere , passon;  she’ll  go  right  straight  up; 
she’s  wunner  der  Lawd’s  own  chillun,  de 
dove!” 

44  Oh,  passon ! yer  mussunt!  De  Lawd 
ain’t  willin’  fer  two  ter  die.” 

The  negro  women  clung  about  him. 
But  he  shook  them  off.  Going  hastily 
forward,  he  broke  in  the  smouldering  door 
and  disappeared.  His  moment’s  prayer 
had  been  for  his  wife,  in  the  case — which 
he  knew  was  probable— that  he  should  not 
come  from  that  door  alive. 

The  gap  he  had  made  revealed  the  red 
fire  within.  Behind  the  stairs  the  whole 
back  of  the  wing  was  like  a glowing 
furnace. 

The  negroes  now  all  knelt  down ; they 
had  no  hope.  With  tears  and  clasped 
hands  they  began  to  sing  their  funeral 
hymn. 

The  fire  had  reached  the  second  story ; 
Margaret’s  face  had  disappeared . 

A bravery  which  does  not  reason  will 
sometimes  conquer  in  the  teeth  of  reason. 
Any  one  would  have  said  that  no  man 
could  pass  through  that  den  of  fire  alive, 
much  less  bring  forth  from  there  another 
life  besides  his  own.  One  chance  existed ; 
it  was  one  amid  a dozen  close,  much  closer, 
probabilities  of  a horrible  death.  It  lay 
in  swiftness,  and  in  the  courage  to  walk, 
without  heeding  burned  feet,  directly 
across  floors  already  in  a glow. 

Middleton  Moore  crossed  such  floors; 
he  went  unshrinkingly  up  the  scorching 
stairs.  He  found  Margaret  by  sense  of 
touch  in  the  smoke-filled  room  above,  and, 
tearing  off  his  coat,  he  lifted  her  as  she 
lay  unconscious,  wrapped  her  head  and 
shoulders  in  it,  and  bore  her  swiftly  down 
the  burning  steps,  and  through  the  fiery 
hall,  and  so  out  to  the  open  air.  His  eye- 
brows, eyelashes,  and  hair  were  singed; 
his  face  was  blistered.  Brands  and  sparks 
had  fallen  like  hail  upon  his  shoulders 
and  arms,  and  scorched  through  to  the 
skin.  His  boots  were  burned  off,  the 
curled  leather  was  dropping  from  his 
burned  feet.  His  breath  was  almost  gone. 
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He  gave  Margaret  to  the  women,  and 
sank  down  himself  upon  the  grass;  he 
could  not  see;  he  felt  very  weak;  some- 
thing was  tightening  in  his  throat. 

The  boy  Primus  with  great  sobs  ran 
like  a deer  to  the  well  for  water,  and, 
bringing  it  back,  held  a cupful  to  the  lips 
of  the  blinded  man. 

Mr.  Moore  drank.  “Thank  you,  Pri- 
mus,” he  said. 

Margaret,  though  still  unconscious,  ap- 
peared to  be  unhurt;  the  skirt  of  her  dress 
was  burned  in  several  places.  The  wo- 
men chafed  her  hands,  and  bathed  her 
face  with  the  fresh  water.  Once  she  open- 
ed her  eyes,  but  immediately  unconscious- 
ness came  over  her  again. 

With  a crash  the  northern  wing  fell  in. 

“De  front  ’ll  go  nex’,”  said  Primus. 
44  We  mus’  git  ’em  ’way  from  dish  yer.” 

The  women  lifted  Margaret  tenderly, 
and  bore  her  to  the  end  of  the  lawn.  Mr. 
Moore  rose  on  his  burned  feet,  and,  lean- 
ing on  the  boy's  shoulder,  slowly  made 
his  way  thither  also.  Their  forlorn  little 
group,  assembled  near  the  piled-up  furni- 
ture, was  brightly  illuminated  by  the  flame. 


Presently  the  front  fell  in.  And  now, 
as  the  roar  was  less  fierce,  they  could  hear 
the  gallop  of  a horse;  in  another  minute 
Evert  Winthrop  was  among  them.  He 
saw  only  Margaret.  He  knelt  by  her  side 
and  called  her  name. 

And  as  though  it  was  a voice  calling 
from  a far  distance  across  a broad  sea,  she 
heard  him  and  opened  her  eyes. 

44  D e passon  done  it,”  said  Primus,  as 
Winthrop  raised  her — “de  passon.  He 
jess  walk  right  straight  inter  de  buhnin, 
roarin'  flameses  1 En  he  brung  her 
out.” 

Mr.  Moore  had  not  seen  Winthrop,  he 
could  see  nothing  now.  He  seemed,  be- 
sides, a little  bewildered,  a little  confused. 
As  Winthrop  took  his  hand  and  spoke  to 
him,  he  lifted  his  face  with  its  scorched 
cheeks  and  closed  eyes,  and  answered: 
44  There  was  some  furniture  saved,  I think. 
I think  I saved  a little.  Six  parlor  chairs 
— if  I am  not  mistaken  ; yes,  and  a centre 
table— of  mahogany.  And  a sofa.  _ I was 
sorry  about  that  book-case.” 

“Hear  de  lamb!”  said  one  of  the  negro 
women,  bursting  into  fresh  tears. 


MANUAL  TRAINING. 

BY  CHARLES  H.  HAM. 


IT  is  the  bane  of  this  time,  as  of  all  pre- 
vious ages,  that  education  is  regarded 
as  a polite  accomplishment  merely,  hav- 
ing very  little  to  do  with  the  real  busi- 
ness of  life.  This  superficial  view  is  an 
inheritance  from  the  Greeks  and  Romans, 
the  curriculum  of  whose  schools  consisted 
mainly  of  exercises  in  rhetoric  and  logic. 
The  revival  of  learning,  four  hundred 
years  ago,  was  the  renaissance  of  classi- 
cism. In  the  schools,  proficiency  in  the 
languages  of  peoples  whose  institutions 
had  long  since  perished  was  made  the 
test  of  scholarship.  The  sciences  were 
neglected,  and  the  useful  arts  treated 
with  Platonic  scorn.  Bacon,  Locke,  and 
Rousseau  made  war  upon  the  scholasti- 
cism of  the  universities,  showing  its  pov- 
erty as  an  educational  force,  and  Come- 
nius,  Pestalozzi,  and  Froebel  struggled  to 
supplant  abstract  methods  of  instruction 
by  the  introduction  of  object  teaching. 
Progress  was,  however,  very  slow,  for  the 
school -masters  resisted  stubbornly.  And 
the  speculative  spirit  not  only  then  con- 
trolled, but  still  controls,  the  schools  of 
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the  civilized  world.  In  1840,  Mr.  Horace 
Mann  encountered  the  extreme  of  violent 
opposition  at  the  hands  of  the  Boston 
school-masters  in  his  efforts  to  inaugurate 
certain  educational  reforms  in  Massachu- 
setts, the  citadel  of  the  American  common- 
school  system.  Only  twenty-five  years 
ago  Mr.  Herbert  Spencer  said  of  the 
schools  of  England:  “The  vital  know- 
ledge—that  by  which  we  have  grown  as  a 
nation  to  what  we  are,  and  which  now 
underlies  our  whole  existence,  is  a know- 
ledge that  has  got  itself  taught  in  nooks 
and  corners,  while  the  ordained  agencies 
for  teaching  have  been  mumbling  little 
better  than  dead  formulas.”  The  now 
famous  Walton  report  was  prepared  and 
issued  in  1869.  It  shows  conclusively 
that  Mr.  Mann’s  proposed  reforms  were 
effectually  resisted.  In  presenting  that 
report  to  the  public,  the  committee  say: 
“There  has  been  a slavish  adherence  to 
textbooks,  and  no  room  given  for  freedom 
and  originality  of  thought.  Rules  have 
been  memorized,  and  the  children  taught 
to  recite  from  the  text-book,  while  they 
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have  not  had  the  slightest  conception  of 
the  true  meaning  of  the  subject.  The 
memory  is  cultivated  and  the  reason  al- 
lowed to  slumber.” 

An  educational  revolution  began  in  the 
country  of  Peter  the  Great,  that  bold  ruler 
who,  willing  to  serve  that  he  might  learn, 
cast  aside  his  royal  robes,  and  in  the  dis- 
guise of  a workman  acquired  the  art  of 
ship-building,  by  building  ships  with  his 
own  hands.  And  this  revolution,  which 
is  called  manual  training,  is  now  sweep- 
ing rapidly  to  its  culmination  in  this 
country.  From  the  dust  of  three  hun- 
dred years  of  neglect,  M.  Victor  Della 
Vos  rescued  Bacon’s  aphorism,  “EducaA 
tion  is  the  cultivation  of  a legitimate  fal 
miliarity  betwixt  the  mind  and  things,” 
and,  with  a rare  touch  of  inspiration, 
made  it  the  vital  principle  of  art  culture 
in  the  curriculum  of  the  Imperial  Tech- 
nical School  of  Moscow. 

In  1876,  at  Philadelphia,  Dr.  John  D. 
RunkleL  then  President  of  the  Massachu- 
setts Institute  of  Technology,  inspecting 
the  exhibits  in  the  mechanic  arts  depart- 
ment of  the  Centennial-Exposition,  paused 
before  a cabinet  of  models  in  iron,  con- 
sisting of  three  graded  series,  showing  suc- 
cessive steps  in  the  manipulations  of  chip- 
ping and  filing,  forging,  and  machine-tool 
work.  He  had  observed  that  graduates  of 
the  mechanical  engineering  department 
of  the  Institute  were  obliged  to  take  one 
or  two  years  of  apprenticeship  to  qualify 
themselves  for  positions  of  trust  in  charge 
of  important  works;  and  how  to  remedy 
this  defect  in  their  equipment  was  a prob- 
lem he  had  long  pondered.  The  models 
solved  it.  Through  them  he  saw  that  tho 
mechanic  arts  could  be  taught  to  classes 
“through  a graded  series  of  examples  by 
the  usual  laboratory  methods  which  are 
used  in  teaching  the  sciences.”  In  a let- 
ter to  the  writer  he  says:  “In  an  instant 
the  problem  I had  been  seeking  to  solve 
was  clear  to  my  mind;  a plain  distinction 
between  a mechanic  art  and  its  applica- 
tion in  some  special  trade  became  appar- 
ent.” Dr.  Runkle  was  so  enthusiastic  in 
regard  to  the  discovery  he  had  made  that 
he  lost  no  time  in  laying  the  subject  be- 
fore the  trustees  of  the  Institute,  who,  un- 
der the  influence  of  his  ardent  advocacy, 
promptly  sanctioned  his  views,  and  within 
the  year  a mechanic  arts  department  was 
organized,  a building  with  the  necessary 
laboratories  erected,  a class  formed,  and 
the  new  method  of  instruction  introduced. 
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It  was  in  this  way  that  manual  train- 
ing as  an  educational  agency  made  its 
advent  in  the  schools  of  the  United  States^ 
It  came  labor-stained,  but  proudly,  not 
humbly,  as  of  old;  and,  strange  to  say, 
knocked  first  at  the  door  of  the  universi- 
ties, knocked  in  the  name  of  science  and 
the  arts,  in  the  name  of  the  age  of  steel. 

It  made  no  quarrel  with  Greek  and  Latin, 
not  caring  even  duly  to  assert  its  own  eld- 
ership. It  came  as  if  sent  by  a power 
above  question,  and  was  received,  if  not 
graciously,  at  least  respectfully.  And  it 
is  a curious  coincidence  that  the  contro- 
versy in  regard  to  the  educational  value 
of  the  classics,  while  not  participated  in 
by  the  noted  champions  of  the  new  educa- 
tion, began  contemporaneously  with  the 
assertion  of  the  high  educational  value  of 
manual  training.  But  since  the  appear- 
ance of  the  4 4 College  Fetich”  of  Mr.  Adams, 
and  the  paper  of  President  Eliot,  and  of 
papers  by  a score  of  other  distinguished 
educators  and  laymen,  the  question  is  no 
longer,  Is  there  room  in  the  schools  for 
manual  training?  but,  Is  there  room  for 
the  classics  ? 

Manual  training  has  laid  hold  upon  the 
imagination  of  the  American  people.  The 
register  of  the  Chicago  Manual  Training 
School  contains  the  names  of  visitors  from 
all  parts  of  this  country,  from  Canada, 
and  from  England.  On  last  Commence- 
ment-day seven  hundred  persons  visited 
the  school,  passing  through  the  several 
laboratories  and  witnessing  the  exercises. 

It  is  true,  many  of  those  visitors  were  rel- 
ations and  personal  friends  of  students ; but 
relations  and  personal  friends  of  students 
of  schools  of  the  old  regime  visit  them 
very  infrequently.  Mauyof  the  visitors  of 
manual  training  schools  are  women.  They 
are  enthusiasts  on  the  subject  of  the  new 
education.  Their  comprehension  of  it  is 
clearer  than  that  of  men.  This  is  doubt- 
less because  they  are  possessed  of  a higher 
degree  of  intuition,  are  more  imaginative, 
more  unselfish  and  less  ambitious,  and 
have  less  aversion  to  labor.  Froebel 
found  women  better  adapted  to  the  work 
of  teaching  than  men.\  The  Kindergarten 
and  manual  training  are  identical  in  prin- 
ciple; but  the  Kindergarten  has  struggled 
long,  and  as  yet  unsuccessfully,  except  in 
a few  instances,  for  admission  to  the 
schools,  w^hile  manual  training,  a thing 
of  yesterday  in  its  educational  aspect,  has 
conquered  all  the  educational  outposts, 

and  now  waits  only  the  formal  surrender 
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of  the  garrison  of  the  citadel.  It  possesses 
the  fascination  of  the  concrete  as  opposed 
to  the  drowsy  effect  of  abstract  specula- 
tion. The  Manual  Training  School  Build- 
ing itself  powerfully  attracts  the  healthy, 
active  boy.  Smoke  issues  from  the  tall 
•chimney  that  rises  high  above  the  roof, 
and  the  hum  of  machinery  is  heard,  and 
the  heavy  thud  of  the  sledge  resounding 
on  the  anvil  makes  music  in  the  ear. 

The  interior  is  more  attractive  still. 
The  rhythmic  motion  of  the  polished  Cor- 
liss engine  responds  to  the  now  throbbing 
heart  of  the  expectant  lad.  The  shafting 
in  the  wood-turning  laboratory  speaks  of 
mystery.  It  is  a labyrinth  of  belts,  large 
and  small,  of  wheels,  big  and  little,  of  pul- 
leys and  lathes.  A student  moves  a lever 
. a few  inches,  and  the  breath  of  life  is 
breathed  into  the  complicated  mass  of 
machinery.  From  the  engine  far  away 
come  the  currents  of  its  power.  The  whir 
of  steam-driven  machines  salutes  the  ear, 
and  the  class  of  twenty-four  students  take 
their  places  at  the  lathes.  So  in  the  lab- 
oratory of  forging  the  furnace  fires  give 
back  an  answering  glow  to  the  glow  of 
the  visiting  lad’s  flushed  cheeks.  All  this 
* is  in  very  sharp  contrast  to  the  monotony 
of  the  recitation-room  of  the  old  regime . 
The  superiority  of  the  new  over  the  old 
education  consists  largely  in  the  fact  that 
it  alternates  the  purely  mental  with  the 
mental  and  manual  exercise  combined. 

During  the  pauses  of  labor  in  the  labora- 
tories of  the  Manual  Training  School  the 
well-equipped  instructor  delivers  a series 
of  brief  lectures  on  subjects  growing  logic- 
ally out  of  the  exercises.  In  the  draw- 
ing-room he  sketches  in  bold  outline  the 
biographies  of  the  great  masters  of  the 
graphic  art.  In  the  laboratory  of  carpen- 
try he  discusses  the  natural  history  of  cer- 
tain trees,  and  considers  the  qualities  of 
woods,  their  adaptability  and  various  uses. 
In  the  wood-turning  laboratory  the  sub- 
ject of  the  history  of  turnery  is  found  to 
be  not  less  delightful  than  inexhaustible, 
and  the  manipulations  of  the  iron  and 
steel  laboratories  are  closely  allied  to  all 
the  great  events  of  the  world’s  history. 
The  moulding  and  casting  laboratory  is 
richly  suggestive  of  subjects  for  discus- 
sion. 

The  most  valuable  feature  of  manual 
training — its  mental  and  moral  influence 
— is  very  imperfectly  understood  in  this 
country,  and  not  at  all  in  Europe,  except 
in  Russia,  if  indeed  it  be  there,  where  the 
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laboratory  method  of  instruction  in  the 
mechanic  arts  which  bears  the  Russian 
name  originated.  The  trade  schools  of 
Germany,  France,  and  England  grew 
out  of  industrial  rivalries.  They  are  the 
product  of  a struggle  for  commercial, 
mercantile,  and  manufacturing  suprem- 
acy. They  have  their  root  in  the  mer- 
chant’s grim  law  of  necessity — the  neces- 
sity of  underselling  his  rival.  Their  pur- 
pose, for  example,  in  France,  is  to  make  a 
doll  for  a cent  less  than  it  can  be  made  in 
Germany,  and  in  Germany  to  make  a 
penknife  for  a cent  less  than  it  can  be 
made  in  France;  and  they  have  the  sanc- 
tion and  support  of  government,  because 
they  increase  the  tax-paying  capacity  of 
the  subject  in  the  exact  ratio  of  the  in- 
crease of  his  productive  power. 

The  trade  school  is  the  vestibule  of  a 
factory  or  shop,  and  the  trade  school  pu- 
pil is  an  apprentice — an  apprentice  a hun- 
dredfold better  trained  than  the  appren- 
tice of  the  old  regime , but  still  an  appren- 
tice. He  becomes  a cog,  a wheel,  a pin- 
ion, a lever,  or  a shaft  in  a machine  adapt- 
ed to  certain  productive  processes.  And 
the  more  efficient  he  is  as  part  of  the  ma- 
chine, the  less  power  he  has  to  determine 
the  share  he  shall  receive  of  its  products, 
and  the  less  capacity  wisely  to  dispose  of 
the  fruits  of  his  labor. 

Germany  has  more  trade  schools  than 
any  country  in  the  world,  but  her  people 
are  thereby  neither  enriched  nor  made 
contented.  Every  year  large  numbers  of 
her  labor  class  bid  adieu  to  the  father-land 
and  flock  to  these  shores,  and  tfjtTdJain  of 
the  flower  of  the  labor  claiis  ora  popula- 
tion is  an  irreparable  losafof  national  vi- 
tality. 

The  trade  school  at  its  best  is  a special 
school  which  does  not  aim  to  give  a gen- 
eral education.  It  is  hence  one-sided.  In 
establishing  or  aiding  it  the  state  places 
upon  its  graduates  the  brand  of  inferior- 
ity, since  it  reserves  for  the  universities 
and  other  institutions  of  learning  its  high- 
est honors. 

The  trade  schools  of  Europe  are  perpet- 
uating a system  of  caste  in  education 
which  it  is  the  chief  mission  of  the  civili- 
zation of  this  age  to  destroy.  They  gradu- 
ate carpenters,  blacksmiths,  and  turners, 
but  they  fail  to  equip  men  for  an  equal 
chance  in  the  battle  of  life.  In  Holland 
there  is  a government  commission  whose 
duty  it  is  to  procure  situations  for  the 
graduates  of  trade  schools,  and  to  “watch 
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over  them  for  several  years.”  The  gradu- 
ates of  properly  organized  and  conducted 
schools  will  create  situations  for  them- 
selves, and  show  by  the  ability  and  faith- 
fulness with  which  they  discharge  the  du- 
ties thereof  that  they  require  no  watching. 

There  is  a disposition  in  this  country,  in 
some  quarters,  to  imitate  the  European 
system  of  trade  schools.  Professor  Rob- 
ert H.  Thurston,  of  Cornell  University, 
recommends  (1)  drawing  and  the  modifi- 
cation of  methods  of  instruction  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  sciences  in  existing  schools ; 
(2)  the  institution  of  special  courses  of 
instruction,  and  the  foundation  of  trade 
schools,  “ having  for  their  object  the 
teaching  of  the  principles  and  the  prac- 
tice of  the  leading  industries  in  localities 
in  which  such  action  would  be  justified”;, 
and  (3)  the  creation  of  one  or  more  techj 
nical  colleges.  J 

There  can,  of  course,  be  no  objection  to 
the  establishment  of  trade  schools  for  spe- 
cial purposes;  but  if  Professor  Thurston’s 
proposition  contemplates  the  limitation 
of  all  technical  instruction  to  such  spe- 
cial schools,  it  involves  the  introduction 
to  the  United  States  of  the  European  spe- 
cial or  caste  educational  system — weav- 
ing schools  in  Massachusetts,  ship-build- 
ing schools  in  Maine,  schools  of  mechan- 
ism in  Pennsylvania,  and  agricultural 
schools  in  the  valley  of  the  Mississippi. 
Schools,  they  should  be  called,  for  the  pro- 
motion of  caste,  and  not  merely  the  caste 
of  modern  Europe,  but  the  more  rigid 
caste  of  ancient  Egypt,  which  “compelled 
the  man  to  follow  the  occupation  of  his 
father,  to  marry  within  his  class,  to  die  as 
he  was  born,”  thus  making  of  society  an j 
organized  injustice. 

It  is  pleasant  to  turn  from  the  Malthu- 
sian theory  of  the  law  of  life — that  brutal 
theory  which  necessitates  the  starvation 
of  hundreds  of  men  that  one  man  be  well 
fed — to  the  theory  of  humanity  and  gen- 
tleness— that  bright  theory  which  con- 
templates the  salvation  and  elevation  of 
the  race  through  the  development  of  the 
best  aptitudes  of  all  its  members.  The 
Russian- American  system  of  manual  train- 
ing promotes  the  humane  theory  of  life, 
because  (1)  it  dignifies  labor,  (2)  it  is  a 
powerful  intellectual  stimulus,  and  (3)  it 
is  the  great  discoverer  of  truth,  and  hence 
a moral  agent  of  incalculable  force.  It 
should  therefore  be  made  a part  of  every 
system  of  popular  education.  For  if  it  is 
confined -to  the  colleges  and  universities, 
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few  will  avail  of  its  advantages,  since  by 
the  time  the  student  shall  have  reached 
that  advanced  stage  of  his  course  he  will 
have  contracted  a feeling  of  aversion  to- 
ward labor,  and  will  have  determined  to 
enter  one  of  the  so-called  learned  profes- 
sions. The  small  number  of  students  en- 
rolled in  the  several  mechanic  art  annex- 
es of  the  colleges  and  universities  of  the 
United  States  confirms  the  truth  of  this 
observation.  There  is,  I believe,  only 
one  exception  to  this  rule— that  of  the 
Manual  Training  School  of  the  Washing- 
ton University  of  St.  Louis,  Missouri, 
which  has  an  enrollment  of  229  students. 
That  school  is,  however,  practically  inde- 
pendent of  the  parent  institution,  since  it 
was  founded  and  is  maintained  chiefly 
through  the  munificence  of  private  indi- 
viduals. But  when  the  manual  training 
school  is  so  situated  as  to  attract  the  at- 
tention of  the  grammar-school  boys,  its 
register  is  promptly  filled.  It  has  the 
same  fascination  for  the  boy  of  twelve  to 
fifteen  years  of  age  that  the  Kindergarten 
has  for  the  child  of  four  years.  It  en- 
chains the  attention  of  the  student,  and  it 
does  not  weary  him ; and  these  two  con- 
ditions constitute  a state  of  receptivity 
which  is  an  assurance  of  such  intellectual 
growth  as  is  not  to  be  gained  in  any  school 
of  the  old  regime. 

The  progress  of  manual  training  in  the 
United  States  during  the  last  few  years 
has  been  very  great,  whether  it  be  consid- 
ered from  the  stand  point  of  the  growth  of 
public  sentiment  on  the  subject,  or  from 
that  of  its  introduction  to  existing  schools, 
public  and  private,  and  the  establishment 
of  independent  schools.  It  is  in  some 
form  in  certain  of  the  schools  of  twenty- 
five  of  the  States  of  the  Union,  and  there 
are  at  least  forty  educational  institutions 
in  the  country  where  it  is  made  part  of 
the  course  of  instruction.  The  character 
of  the  schools  into  which  manual  training 
has  been  introduced  is  varied.  The  range 
is  from  the  most  noted  colleges  and  uni- 
versities in  the  land  to  the  public  schools 
of  small  cities. 

In  the  public  schools  of  New  Haven, 
Connecticut,  a simple  form  of  hand  and 
eye  training  was  adopted  two  years  ago, 
and  the  experiment  proved  so  satisfac- 
tory that  it  is  to  be  extended  through  all 
the  grades,  “selecting  the  kind  of  work 
best  suited  to  the  age  and  capacity  of  each 
pupil,  from  the  Kindergarten  to  number 
twelve.”  Professor  Dutton^  sqperintend- 
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ent  of  the  New  Haven  schools,  thus  de- 
fines manual  training:  “It  rests  upon  the 
supreme  fact  that  body  and  mind  act  and 
react  upon  each  other;  that  any  act  is  a 
thought  expressed ; that  the  application  of 
the  hand  and  eye  to  systematic  and  artist- 
ic pursuits  produces  a reflex  benefit  to  the 
mind  of  the  worker;  that  hand -work 
awakens  spontaneity  of  feeling,  strength- 
ens the  will,  and  insures  a maximum  of 
power.” 

The  department  of  practical  mechanics 
of  Purdue  University,  Indiana,  is  now  six 
years  old.  From  its  inception  to  the  pre- 
sent time  it  has  been  in  charge  of  Profess- 
or William  F.  M.  Goss,  a graduate  of  the 
Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technology. 
He  writes:  “I  believe  that  a well-devised 
practice  in  any  of  the  constructive  arts, 
involving  not  more  than  one-third  of  the 
student’s  time,  will  yield  as  much  mental 
improvement  as  will  result  if  the  whole 
time  be  devoted  to  study  from  text-books.” 

Professor  A.  M.  Bumann,  a graduate  of 
the  St.  Louis  Manual  Training  School,  and 
now  in  charge  of  laboratory  exercises  and 
drawing  in  the  High  School  of  Omaha, 
Nebraska,  writes  that  he  has  sixty  pupils, 
that  the  St.  Louis  Manual  Training  School 
course  has  been  adopted,  that  the  “boys” 
are  very  fond  of  the  work,  that  it  meets 
with  great  favor  from  the  citizens,  and 
that  the  Board  of  Education  designs  to 
place  the  new  methods  of  instruction 
within  the  reach  of  as  many  as  possible  of 
the  public-school  pupils. 

Professor  John  M.  Ordway,  late  of  the 
faculty  of  the  Massachusetts  Institute  of 
Technology,  now  at  the  head  of  the  man- 
ual training  department  of  the  Tulane 
University  of  Louisiana,  writes  from  New 
Orleans:  “Manual  training  is  to  form  a 
part  of  every  one  of  the  courses  in  our 
high-school  department.  We  shall  have 
all  that  is  given  in  the  School  of  Mechan- 
ic Arts,  in  Boston,  and  considerably  more. 
We  have  a prospect  of  a very  large  school 
the  coming  year,  and  I believe  not  a few 
are  attracted  by  the  manual  training. 
The  ‘boys’  were  enthusiastic  last  year.” 

Dr.  Joseph  C.Shattuck,  Dean  of  the  Den- 
ver (Colorado)  University, writes  that  man- 
ual training  was  inaugurated  as  a depart- 
ment of  that  institution  October  12,  1885, 
in  charge  of  Professor  Charles  H.  Wright, 
a graduate  of  the  St.  Louis  Manual  Train- 
ing School. 

In  Mrs.  Hemenway’s  vacation  school 
for  girls,  in  Boston,  the  pupils  have  this 
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year,  as  well  as  last,  had  instruction  in  the 
use  of  carpenters’  tools.  A visitor  writes : 
“The  work  that  I saw  there  in  August 
[1885]  was  quite  as  good  as  any  boy’s 
work.  The  same  girls  also  had  instruc- 
tion in  cookery,  and  in  drawing  and  sew- 
ing. They  were  also  doing  embroidery 
from  their  own  designs.” 

Professor  H.  H.  Dinwiddie  writes:  “ In 
spite  of  its  name,  the  conditions  of  its  en- 
dowment fund,  and  its  avowed  object,  the 
State  Agricultural  College  of  Texas  was 
founded  on  the  plan  of  the  old  classical 
and  mathematical  college,  and  had  no  in- 
dustrial features  whatever  till  the  begin- 
ning of  the  year  1880.  At  that  time  the 
public  sentiment  of  the  State  had  con- 
demned so  decidedly  and  repeatedly  the 
misappropriation  of  the  funds  and  per- 
versions of  the  energies  of  the  college,  un- 
der its  administration  as  a literary  school, 
that  the  directors  found  it  necessary  to  re- 
organize it  on  an  industrial  basis.”  He 
adds:  “The  college  offers  two  distinct 
courses  of  study,  the  agricultural  and  the 
mechanical,  and  the  majority  of  students 
choose  the  mechanical  course,  and  show 
great  interest  in  its  manual  instruction.” 

The  University  of  Minnesota  has  had  a 
manual  training  department  since  1881, 
and  Professor  M.  A.  Pike  writes  that  they 
are  “ breaking  ground  for  a new  building 
for  a college  of  mechanic  arts,  which  will 
contain  fully  equipped  shops  [laborato- 
ries] for  vise-work,  forging,  wood -work, 
pattern- work,  and  moulding.”  He  adds 
that  there  is  an  agitation  in  the  city  school 
board  of  Minneapolis  on  the  subject  of 
adopting  manual  training  as  part  of  the 
course  of  public  instruction. 

The  Le  Moyne  Normal  Institute,  Mem- 
phis, Tennessee,  is  a private  school  for  the 
education  of  colored  youth  of  both  sexes. 

In  the  department  of  manual  training  it 
gives  to  girls  needle-work,  a course  in 
choice  and  preparation  of  food,  with  prac- 
tice in  an  experimental  kitchen,  and  a 
course  in  nursing  and  care  of  the  sick. 

As  a complement  to  this  training  for  girls, 
Professor  H.  J.  Steele  writes : “ I am  about 
to  erect  workshops  [laboratories]  for  train- 
ing our  boys  in  wood- working,  iron-work- 
ing, and  moulding.  The  course  is  to 
comprise  two  years,  two  hours  per  day  at 
the  benches.  We  shall  also  have  type- 
setting and  printing  as  specialties.” 

Professor  Newton  M.  Anderson  writes 
from  Cleveland,  Ohio,  that  a building  is 
in  process  of  erection  in  that  city  designed 
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for  manual  training  exclusively.  It  is 
intended  to  receive  pupils  from  the  public 
high  schools,  which  will  close  at  2 o’clock, 
P.M.,  thus  giving  them  an  opportunity  for 
three  hours’  instruction  daily  in  the  labo- 
ratories. Courses  of  evening  lectures  will 
be  given  on  physics,  mechanics,  chemis- 
try, and  mathematics,  and  there  will  also 
be  evening  classes  in  drawing. 

The  University  of  Wisconsin  has  a de- 
partment of  4 4 Practical  Mechanics. ” Pro- 
fessor Charles  I.  King,  in  charge  of  it, 
writes  that  he  began  in  1877  with  two 
students,  and  increased  the  number  to 
thirty-eight  in  1884.  He  adds:  44  We  are 
now  erecting  a building  with  laboratories 
for  carpentry,  forging,  foundry,  and  ma- 
chine-tool work,  which  will  accommodate 
about  one  hundred  students.” 

In  the  public  schools  of  Gloucester, 
Massachusetts,  there  is  a manual  training 
department,  with  provision  “for  the  in- 
struction on  Saturdays  of  boys  from  the 
two  upper  classes  of  the  grammar  schools 
in  the  use  of  some  of  the  principal  tools, 
and  in  carpentry” ; and  in  Peru,  Illinois, 
the  “Gloucester”  plan  has  been  adopted. 

In  Moline,  Illinois,  for  the  last  two  years 
the  Board  of  Education  has  awarded  to 
pupils  in  the  public  schools  premiums  for 
the  best  specimens  of  a variety  of  indus- 
trial work,  as  for  example:  Articles  of 
furniture,  articles  of  clothing,  articles  of 
food,  lace  and  artistic  needle-work,  wood- 
carving, drawings,  free-hand  and  mechan- 
ical, etc.  These  awards  have  produced 
such  excellent  results  that  the  subject  of 
the  adoption  of  manual  training  as  part  of 
the  regular  public-school  course  is  being 
agitated.  Professor  W.  S.  Mack,  Super- 
intendent  of  the  Moline  schools,  writes: 
44  My  object  has  been  to  create  a senti- 
ment that  would  favor  a workshop  as  a 
necessary  part  of  the  school  system;  not 
a place  where  boys  are  taught  trades,  but 
a place  where  they  can  get  that  discipline 
of  hand  and  eye  which  is  absolutely  es- 
sential to  an  elementary  education.” 

Instruction  in  the  elements  of  the  me- 
chanic arts  has  been  added  to  the  course 
of  the  State  Agricultural  and  Mechanical 
College  of  Alabama.  It  is  in  charge  of 
Professor  George  H.  Bryant,  a graduate 
of  the  Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technol- 
ogy. Dr.  William  Leroy  Broun,  Presi- 
dent of  the  institution,  thus  states  its  pur- 
pose: “With  us  in  the  South,  where  the 
accumulated  capital  of  former  generations, 
the  potential  energy  of  a century’s  civili- 
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zation,  has  passed  away,  the  object  of  edu- 
cation is  primarily — call  it  utilitarian  if 
you  please — to  increase  the  productive  ca- 
pacity of  the  boy,  to  make  him  a pro- 
ducer, to  give  him  a wages-eaming  power. 
When  the  boy  becomes  a man  he  must  do 
something.  His  capital  is  his  ability. 
With  young  men  thus  situated,  whose 
capital  will  be  their  ability  to  do,  beyond 
a doubt  that  education  which  deals  with 
things,  with  the  concrete,  with  science,  will 
best  fit  them  to  stand  on  their  feet  and 
walk  alone.” 

Four  great  events  in  the  current  history 
of  manual  training  have  occurred  within 
the  last  two  years,  in  the  order  stated, 
namely,  the  establishment  and  opening 
of  the  Chicago  school,  the  adoption  of 
manual  training  as  part  of  the  public- 
school  system  of  the  city  of  Baltimore, 
the  founding  of  the  Toledo  (Ohio)  school, 
and  the  incorporation  of  manual  training 
in  the  curriculum  of  the  public  schools  of 
Philadelphia.  The  Chicago  school  owes 
its  existence  to  the  Commercial  Club — a 
social  organization  consisting  of  sixty  Chi- 
cago merchants  and  business  men.  At  a 
meeting  of  the  club,  held  on  March  25, 
1882,  the  members  thereof  guaranteed  the 
sum  of  $100,000  for  the  support  of  the 
enterprise.  A commodious  building  hav- 
ing been  erected,  the  school  was  opened 
February  4, 1884,  with  a class  of  seventy- 
two  students.  A second  class  of  seventy- 
two  was  admitted  in  the  following  Sep- 
tember, and  a third  class  of  the  same  num- 
ber in  September,  1885.  The  first  class 
will  be  graduated  in  June,  1886.  To  enter 
the  school  the  applicant  must  be  fourteen 
years  of  age,  of  good  moral  character,  and 
able  to  pass  about  the  same  examination 
as  is  required  for  admission  to  the  Chi- 
cago public  high  schools. 

The  course  is  three  years,  and  the  tui- 
tion $240.  The  curriculum  on  the  mental 
side  is  substantially  the  same  as  that  of 
the  city  public  high  schools,  and  on  the 
manual  side  comprises  drawing  one  hour 
a day,  and  laboratory  exercises  two  hours 
a day,  in  the  following  order:  carpentry, 
wood  turning,  moulding  and  casting,  for- 
ging, and  machine-tool  work.  The  present 
enrollment  of  students  is  152. 

The  object  of  the  Chicago  school,  as 
stated  in  the  articles  of  incorporation,  is, 
“instruction  and  practice  in  the  use  of 
tools,  with  such  instruction  as  may  be 
deemed  necessary  in  mathematics,  draw- 
ing, and  the  English  branches  of  a high- 
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school  course.”  But  the  design  of  those  first  report  Dr.  Richard  Grady,  Director, 
who  inspired  its  endowment  and  establish-  observes  that  it  is  the  first  instance  of  the 
ment  was  to  make  it  the  rallying-point  of  connection  of  manual  training  with  a city 
educational  reform,  the  seat  of  the  prop-  public-school  system,  and  adds:  “Itrepre- 
aganda  of  the  new  education.  It  was  sents  the  last  and  boldest  step  that  has 
thought  that  from  the  vantage-ground  of  been  taken  to  relieve  public  education 
a model  school  conspicuously  placed  it  from  the  accusation  that  it  is  ‘ unpracti- 
would  be  easy  to  show  the  value  of  man-  cal,’  and  its  inception  marks  an  era  in  the 
ual  training  as  an  educational  force,  and  educational  history  of  Baltimore.”  The 
hence  to  secure  its  admission  to  the  pub-  report  also  states  that  “although  it  was 
lie  schools  of  the  country,  into  every  grade  intended  not  to  have  a class  of  more  than 
of  which  it  must  enter,  beginning  with  the  forty  or  fifty  pupils  at  first,  so  numerous 
Kindergarten,  if  it  is  to  become  a leading  were  the  applications  for  admission  that 
feature  of  general  education.  the  month  of  March  closed  with  sixty-two 

Dr.  Henry  H.  Belfield,  Director  of  this  students  on  the  roll,  April  with  eighty, 
school,  has  been  twenty-five  years  an  in-  June  with  one  hundred,  and  September 
structor — nine  years  of  which  time  has  with  one  hundred  and  fifty.”  Mr.  Henry 
been  spent  in  the  primary  and  grammar  A.  Wise,  Superintendent  of  the  schools  of 
schools,  seven  years  at  the  head  of  one  of  Baltimore,  speaks  of  the  popularity  of  the 
the  high  schools  of  Chicago,  and  two  manual  training  department,  and  believes 
years  in  his  present  position.  As  to  the  not  only  that  it  will  prove  to  be  an  edu- 
intellectual  and  physical  results  of  the  cational  success,  but  that  it  will  lead  ulti- 
new  education,  as  they  have  fallen  under  mately  to  the  engrafting  of  industrial  work 
his  observation,  he  makes  the  following  upon  the  primary  and  grammar  schools, 
important  statement:  “My  pupils  have  He  adds:  “Manual  training  should  not  be 
been  neither  exceptionally  brilliant  nor  entirely  confined  to  the  boys’  schools,  and 
unusually  well  fitted  on  entering ; yet  it  is  recommended  that  steps  be  taken  to 
their  academic  work  compares  well  in  introduce  sewing  into  the  schools  attended 
quantity  and  quality  with  that  of  corre-  by  girls.” 

sponding  classes  in  other  high  schools,  The  Toledo  (Ohio)  school  was  establish- 
not withstanding  that  three  hours  are  ed  in  1884,  in  temporary  quarters,  with 
daily  devoted  to  laboratory  work  and  sixty  students  of  the  high  school,  ten  of 
drawing.  While  this  work  makes  a de-  whom  were  girls,  taking  its  course  of 
mand  on  brain  as  well  as  on  muscle,  it  is  training.  During  the  present  year  a large 
a rest  from  the  old  regime  routine,  and  building  has  been  erected  for  the  use  of 
seems  not  to  impede  progress  in  purely  in-  the  school,  and  its  enrollment  of  students 
tellectual  exercises.  The  effect  on  health  is  now  over  200,  of  whom  fifty  are  girls,  all 
of  pupils’  laboratory  exercises  was  not  a students  also  of  the  high  school,  whose 
subject  of  observation  or  inquiry  with  me  entire  enrollment  is  275.  The  school  owes 
until  my  attention  was  directed  to  it  by  its  existence  to  a bequest  made  thirteen 
parents,  several  of  whom  stated  that  their  years  ago  by  the  late  Jesup  W.  Scott  for  the 
sons  had  never  before  reached  the  end  of  promotion  of  industrial  education  in  con- 
a school  year  without  ‘breaking  down’  nection  with  the  public-school  system.  It 
and  leaving  school  temporarily.  The  tes-  supplements  the  high  school,  giving  the 
timony  to  improved  health  has  been  uni-  manual,  while  the  high  school  gives  the 
form,  with  a few  exceptions.  Two  am-  mental,  training.  Its  course  occupies  three 
bitious  boys  have  shown  slight  effects  of  years,  and  is  substantially  the  same  for 
overwork;  three  have  been  excused  boys  as  the  manual  side  of  the  course  of 
wholly  or  partly  from  forging,  their  eyes  the  schools  of  St.  Louis  and  Chicago.  The 
being  unable  to  endure  the  light  and  heat  course  for  girls  comprises  free-hand  and 
of  the  fires.”  mechanical  drawing,  designing,  mould- 

One  month  after  the  inauguration  of  the  ing,  wood-carving,  cutting,  fitting,  and 
Chicago  school — on  March  3,  1884 — the  making  garments,  typewriting,  and  do- 
Baltimore  school  “ for  manual  training”  mestic  science,  including  the  art  of  pre- 
was  opened.  The  course  was  modelled  paring  and  cooking  food,  house  decora- 
after  that  of  the  mechanic  arts  department  tion,  and  care  of  the  sick.  Mr.  A.  E.  Ma- 
of  the  Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technol-  comber,  one  of  the  directors  of  the  Toledo 


ogy,  and  the  institution  was  made  a part 
of  the  city  public-school  system.  In  his 
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University,  which,  jointly  with  the  city 
Board  of  Education,  constitutes  the  Board 
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of  Management  of  the  Manual  Training 
School,  writes:  “ The  brightest  and  most 
faithful  pupils  of  the  high  school  have 
eagerly  availed  themselves  of  the  oppor- 
tunity for  manual  instruction,  ?tnd  the 
zeal  with  which  the  new  work  is  pur- 
sued has  added  a fresh  charm  to  school 
life.” 

The  public-school  authorities  and  in- 
structors of  Toledo  are  giving  the  reform 
movement  their  hearty  support.  Profess- 
or J.  W.  Dowd,  Superintendent,  declares* 
that  “the  training  in  the  manual  school 
lets  in  a flood  of  light  upon  a thousand 
things  but  imperfectly  understood  be- 
fore,” and  adds,  “All  of  the  manual  ex- 
ercises are  mental  exercises.”  Professor 
Adams,  an  instructor,  says:  “The  work 
of  the  Manual  Training  School  compels 
the  student,  whether  bright  or  dull,  to 
give  careful  thought  to  every  step  he 
takes.  Guess-work  or  hurried  work  will 
not  make  a perfect  joint  nor  a perfect 
square,  nor  will  it  make  the  lines  of  a 
drawing  sustain  to  one  another  their  prop- 
er relations.  The  effect  of  this  one  fact, 
on  our  pupils’  study  and  class-room  work 
can  not  be  overestimated.  Manual  train- 
ing and  mental  training  are  mutually  re- 
creative. The  two  courses  of  work  taken 
together  tend  to  form  habits  of  thought- 
fulness, habits  of  methodical  work,  and 
habits  of  exactness,  besides  the  mutual  in- 
terest that  they  afford  each  other.” 

The  establishment  of  the  Toledo  Manu- 
al Training  School  in  connection  with  the 
public  - school  system  of  the  city  is  the 
third  and  culminating  step  in  educational 
progress  taken  in  Ohio,  it  having  been 
preceded  by  the  adoption  in  the  State 
University  of  a course  of  instruction  in 
the  mechanic  arts,  and  by  the  founding  at 
Cleveland  of  the  Case  School  of  Applied 
Sciences. 

A revolution  in  educational  methods 
has  occurred  in  the  city  of  Philadelphia. 
The  Spring  Garden  Institute,  established 
long  ago  by  Mr.  Charles  G.  Leland.  show- 
ed the  practicability  of  hand- training;  Mr. 
Edward  T.  Steel,  President  of  the  Board 
of  Education,  for  years  advocated  man- 
ual training  in  a general  way;  aud  Mr. 
James  MacAlister,  who  went  from  Mil- 
waukee, Wisconsin,  in  1883,  to  accept  the 
superintendency  of  the  schools  of  the  city, 
writes  that  he  found  public  opinion  fully 
alive  to  the  importance  of  manual  train- 
ing being  added  to  the  public  education, 
but  that  iiothing  had  been  done  to  give  it 

Digitized  by  GOO^lC 


organized  shape.  It  is  easy  to  understand 
how,  under  his  magnetic  influence,  the 
movement  quickly  crystallized.  Moved  by 
the  persuasive  force  of  his  tongue  and  pen, 
the  “Councils”  appropriated  money,  and 
the  Board  of  Education  organized  a manu- 
al training  school  as  part  of  the  educational 
system  of  the  city,  as  free  as  any  other  of 
the  public  schools ; and  it  went  into  opera- 
tion in  September  last,  with  one  hundred 
and  thirty  pupils— all  that  could  then  be 
accommodated.  Its  course  of  instruction 
is  similar  to  that  of  the  schools  of  Boston, 

St.  Louis,  and  Chicago.  The  school  is  a 
high  school,  with  manual  exercises  con- 
stituting a feature  of  equal  importance 
with  the  mental  exercises.  The  first  ob- 
servation in  regard  to  this  new  school 
made  by  visitors  is  that  the  pupils  take 
more  interest  in  its  exercises  than  is  usu- 
ally taken  by  pupils  in  the  exercises  of 
schools  of  that  grade.  The  school  meets 
with  the  most  unqualified  approval  of  the 
public,  and  the  Board  of  Education  designs 
to  establish  three  or  four  more  schools  of 
similar  character.  It  is  the  purpose  of  the* 
Superintendent  and  the  board  to  furnish 
the  school  with  a reference  library  and  a 
small  museum,  “illustrating  the  raw  ma- 
terials and  manufactured  products  of  the 
more  important  industries  of  the  country, 
and  to  some  extent  drawings  and  models 
showing  the  evolution  of  the  fundamental 
tools  and  machines.” 

Another  feature  of  the  reorganized  ed- 
ucational system  of  Philadelphia  is  the 
School  of  Industrial  Art,  vrhich  is  open  to 
the  grammar-school  pupils  of  both  sexes, 
who  are  admitted  once  a week  for  two 
hours.  The  course  of  instruction  com- 
prises drawing  and  design,  modelling, 
wood-carving,  and  certain  exercises  in 
carpentry  and  joinery  and  metal-work. 

A third  feature  is  sewing,  which  is 
made  part  of  the  regular  course  of  in- 
struction in  every  girls’  school  above  the 
primary.  The  work  is  graded,  and  forms 
a system  of  sequential  steps.  Thirty-two 
special  sewing  instructors  are  now  em- 
ployed, but  it  is  intended  ultimately  to 
have  the  instruction  given  by  the  regular 
class  instructors.  A fourth  feature  is  the 
free  Kindergarten,  which  can  not  be  made 
part,  officially,  of  the  public-school  estab- 
lishment, because  the  legal  school  age  in 
Pennsylvania  is  six  years.  But  an  asso- 
ciation called  the  Sub-primary  School  So- 
ciety has  founded  twenty -eight  Kinder- 
gartens and  supports  them,  with  the  aid 
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of  an  appropriation  from  the  School  Board, 
as  adjuncts  to  the  regular  schools. 

Philadelphia  has  thus  the  most  com- 
plete course  of  manual  instruction  of  any 
city  in  the  country,  consisting  of  the  Kin- 
dergarten, the  School  of  Industrial  Art  for 
the  boys  and  girls  of  the  grammar  schools, 
and  the  “Manual  Training  School”  for 
boys  from  fourteen  to  eighteen  years  of 
age. 

Superintendent  MacAlister  writes  that 
the  conviction  obtains  among  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Board  of  Education  of  Phila- 
delphia, and  is,  in  his  opinion,  growing  in 
the  public  mind  generally,  that  every 
child  should  receive  manual  training; 
that  a complete  education  implies  the 
training  of  the  hand  in  connection  with 
the  training  of  the  mind,  and  that  this 
feature  must  ultimately  be  incorporated 
into  the  public  education.  He  concludes: 
“I  feel  encouraged  to  go  forward  with 
the  work.  The  great  principles  which 
underlie  the  system  are  with  me  intense 
convictions,  and  they  mean  nothing  less 
than  a revolution  in  education.  The 
new  system  is  the  realization  of  the  dream 
of  every  great  thinker  and  reformer  in 
education,  from  Comenius,  Locke,  and 
Rousseau  to  Pestalozzi,  Froebel,  and 
Spencer.  My  conviction  and  action  in 
connection  with  this  movement  are  based 
upon  what,  in  my  judgment,  should  con- 
stitute an  education  designed  to  prepare 
a human  being  for  the  social  conditions 
of  to-day,  and  not  merely  for  the  indus- 
trial demands  of  our  time.  And  this 
must  be  realized  in  the  public  schools,  or 
they  will  fail  in  accomplishing  the  ends 
for  which  they  wefre  instituted  and  are 
maintained.” 

The  limit  of  space  forbids  consideration 
of  other  manual  training  schools,  some  of 
which  are,  however,  well  known  to  the 
public,  as  that  of  St.  Louis,  Professor  Ad- 
ler's Working-man’s  School  in  New  York 
city,  and  the  mechanic  arts  department  of 
Girard  College. 

In  conclusion,  a mere  reference  must 
suffice  to  the  most  important  feature  of 
the  new  education,  namely,  its  moral  ef- 
fect. Fidelity  to  truth  is  the  test  of  hon- 
esty, and  it  is  through  the  hand  that  we 
find  the  truth.  A purely  mental  acquire- 
ment is  a theorem  — something  to  be 
proved.  Whether  the  theorem  is  suscep- 
tible of  proof  is  always  a question  until 
the  doubt  is  solved  by  the  act  of  doing, 


and  this  is  so  simply  because  all  theoretic- 
al knowledge  is  incomplete.  Exclusively 
mental  training  does  not  produce  a sym- 
metrical character,  because  it  merely 
teaches  the  student  how  to  think,  and  the 
essential  complement  of  thought  is  action, 
and  the  character  that  is  not  symmetric- 
al is  false.  To  produce  a symmetrical 
character,  the  mind  and  the  hand  must 
be  in  alliance.  There  is  the  sharpest  pos- 
sible contrast  between  the  old  and  the 
new  educational  methods.  The  old  are 
subjective;  the  new  are  objective;  and  it 
is  in  things,  not  in  speculation,  that  we 
find  the  truth.  It  is  possible  to  juggle 
with  words,  to  make  the  worse  appear  the 
better  reason,  but  a lie  in  the  concrete  is 
always  hideous.  It  was  not  without 
strong  reason  that  Anaxagoras  character- 
ized man  as  the  wisest  of  animals  because 
he  has  hands,  for  wisdom  is  the  power  of 
discriminating  between  the  true  and  the 
false,  and  this  power  of  discrimination  is 
exerted  through  the  hands.  Civilization 
is  what  education  makes  it.  If  society  is 
false  and  corrupt,  the  fault  lies  in  the 
training  of  the  individuals  of  whom  it  is 
composed.  Manual  training  promotes  al- 
truism because  it  is  objective.  Its  effects 
flow  outward;  they  relate  to  the  human 
race.  The  skilled  hand  confers  benefits 
upon  man,  and  the  act  of  conferring  them 
has  a reflex  moral  effect  upon  the  mind. 
On  the  contrary,  the  old  system  of  educa- 
tion, consisting  of  subjective  processes, 
promotes  selfishness.  Its  effects  flow  in- 
ward; they  relate  wholly  to  self..  All 
purely  mental  acquirements  become  a part 
of  self,  and  so  remain  forever  unless  they 
are  transmuted  into  acts  or  things 
through  the  agency  of  the  hand.  And 
the  last  analysis  of  selfishness  is  deprav- 
ity. The  ancient  civilizations  perished  be- 
cause man  retained  the  savage  instinct  of 
selfishness.  Each  individual  sought  his 
own  interest  in  scorn  of  the  interests  of 
all  others,  and  in  the  struggle  society  was 
convulsed  and  wrecked.  The  education- 
al methods  of  the  ancients  were  subject- 
ive. In  the  schools  of  rhetoric  and  logic 
the  nobles  of  Greece  and  Rome  were  ex- 
clusively trained.  They  became  masters 
of  the  art  of  oratory.  In  the  use  of 
words  they  were  adroit;  of  things  they 
were  ignorant.  Under  this  system  society 
retrograded  to  a state  of  savagery.  Self- 
ishness did  its  perfect  work  in  resolving 
society  into  its  original  elements. 
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LIVING  BALI18. 

BY  OLIVE  THORNE  MILLER 


HAPPY  is  the  animal  whose  anatomy 
enables  him  to  assume  the  shape  of  a 
sphere.  What  contentment  must  be  his 
as  he  rolls  himself  into  that  perfect  form, 
protective  alike  from  the  malice  of  mo 
mies  and  the  impertinent  curiosity  of 
friends ! 

Few  animals  are  able  to  pack  their  tlesh 
and  bones  into  this  admirable  shape, 
though  many  attempt  it  rnoiv  or  less  suc- 
cessfully during  sleep.  Of  those  which 
have  attained  perfection  in  the  uri  one  of 
the  most  attractive  is  a comparatively 
unknown  South  American  aninmh  be- 
longing to  the  shield-hearers.  the  bull 
armadillo,  or  tbiaypus  opor  u f the  naiu- 
Vol,  LXXn.-No. 


ralist,  This  little  creature,  scarcely  more 
than  a foot  in  length,  is  nearly  covered  hy 
a horny  case  curiously  divided  into  hex 
agonal  plates,  with  three  bands  around  his 
body,  giving  him.  when  walking  about, 
the  droll  appearance  of  wearing  a deco- 
rated blanket  held  in  place  by  three  gir- 
dles. Over  his- broad  face,  almost  hiding 
Ins  e v es,  js  ;j  pointed  shield  of  the  same 
materiab  and  t he  upper  side  of  his  short 
tail  is  .similarly  protected. 

So  perfect  is  this  fellow's  mastery  of  the 
process  of  turning  himself  into  a hall  that 
upon  the  slightest  provocation,  as  the  ap- 
pearance of  an  enemy  , or  even  the  unwel- 
come touch  of  a recognised  friend,  lie  will 
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is  this ftccompl ishrnent  useful  to  the  hedge- 
hog, but  as  a protection  from  other  perils. 
Should  he  lose  his  hold  and  fall  from  a 
height*  even  of  twenty  feet,  he  instantly 
pulls  himself  together,  one  may  say,  into 
H hall,  and  reaches  the  ground  unhurt. 
It  is  even  said  that  lie  sometimes  choices 
that  easy  way,  and  deliberately  throws 
himself  to  the  ground  rather  than  de- 
scend in  the  usual  manner. 

Next,  to  the  hedgehog  among  living 
halls  is  Ins  namesake  of  Australia,  the 
porcupine  ant-eater,  echidna,  or  native 
hedgehog.  This  is  one  of  the  oddest  even 
of  Australia's  oddities.  lie  looks  like 
that  strange  bird  the  apteryx,  set  upon 
four  short  legs,  and  holding  its  Tong  hill 
in  horizontal  position.  The  ant-eater’s 
snout  is.  however,  no  bird's  bill,  bit!  a t ube, 
with  only  a small  opening  at  the  point  to 
a I lord  egress  to  the  long,  flexible,  slimy 
tongue,  which  seeks  its  food  in  ant-hills. 
The  animal  is  about  one  foot  long,  with 
hardly  a vestige  <»f  a tail,  and  a back  cov 
ered  with  hairs,  and  spine*  three  or  four 
inches  long.  He  has  no  teeth,  but  tongue 
and  palate  ema-rcd  with  short  spines  (urn 
ed  back  ward,  which  are  quite  as  useful  to 
him  In  fact,  he  is  one  of  the  most  until 


tractive  of  creatures,  except  in  tire  one 
particular  that  lie  rol  ls  h imself  up  For  pro- 
tection, and  presents  to  Ids  assailant  a 
spiny  hall  not  at  all  agreeable  to  attack. 
He  is  a great  borrower,  and  prefers  to  hide 
himself  in  the  earth  if  he  has  time. 

The  echidna  is  a marsupial  animal,  and 
although  destitute  of  a true  pouch,  carries 
tie-  black- haired  babies  in  cavities  which 
answer  the  purpose  of  a pouch  till  they 
are  one-third  grown.  It  has  claws  strong 
enough  to  break  into  the  solid  habitations 
of  the  white  ttlltS. 

The  largest  animal  known  to  assume 
the  ball  shape  for  safety  is  the  black  bear 
of  the  Himalayas,  called  also  the  Thibetan 
sun  bear  (If.  Tibet  ait  us>,  and  about  the 
size  and  color  of  our  American  black  bear. 
When  pursued  by  Inodes  in  Ids  mount- 
ain home  hr  \v  ill  draw  idm><  If  into  a huge 
hall  of  fur  and  del i 1 >oi*a tel y red  1 down  the 
steep  hill  sides,  bounding  oft*  the  ledges, 
and,  of  course,  reaching  the  valley  much 
more  quickly  than  any  hunter,  who  can 
not  follow  liis  eonvemeni  short-cut.  At 
the  bottom  lie  simply  unrolls,  shakes  him- 
self* and  walks  away  at  his  leisure. 

An  example  of  insect  balls  is  furnished 
by  the  tire-ant  of  South  America,  Dur- 
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ery  position  to  be  reached  by  them,  chan- 
ging feet  when  tired,  and  picking  the  fur 
as  a bird  dresses  its  feathers.  Even  the 
head  was  thus  combed  by  the  claws  of 
the  hind-feet,  and  after  an  hour  of  this 
work  the  little  creatures  were  beautifully 
sleek  and  glossy. 

The  platypus  is  in  several  respects  one 
of  the  oddest  animals  in  the  world,  and 
surely  it  is  one  of  the  last  we  should  ex- 
pect to  find  possessing  the  curious  habit 
of  rolling  itself  into  a ball. 

Another  creature  assuming  the  ball 


shape  for  safety  during  sleep  is  an  inter- 
esting little  fellow  from  the  same  coun- 
try, the  native  “bear,”  or  koala.  This  is 
a most  attractive  little  beast,  not  much 
larger  than  a cat,  and  clothed  in  long, 
ashy  gray  fur.  His  short  face,  with  its 
large  black  eyes  and  nose,  and  the  long 
hairy  decorations  of  his  ears,  give  him  a 
quaint  and  piquant  expression,  and  when 
— as  is  her  custom — the  maternal  koala 
travels  about  with  her  droll  black-liaired 
baby  perched  upon  her  shoulders,  it  pre- 
sents one  of  the  most  charming  of  sights. 


MR.  W EGG’S  PARTY  ON  THE  KISSIMMEE. 

BY  HENRI  DAUGlS. 


TI1HERE  were  eight  of  us,  four  being 
X ladies  and  four  gentlemen — all  of  us 
wearing  old  clothes,  and  most  of  us  big 
straw  hats— who  came  down  on  the  tri- 
weekly “construction  train"  of  the  South 
Florida  Railroad,  than  running  from  San- 
Digitized  by 


ford  to  Kissimmee  City.  We  were  all 
perched  on  a pile  of  lumber  on  a flat  car, 
the  only  place  for  passengers  or  luggage. 
Our  party  was  a youthful  and  adventurous 
one,  bound  on  a “camping-out”  excur- 
sion ; still  it  hesitated  on  the  brink  of  the 
unknown,  and  having  reached  Kissimmee 
City,  we  pitched  our  tents  at  first  on  an 
island  near  it,  at  the  head  of  the  big  blue 
lake  Tohopekaliga.  The  new  town,  with 
its  sixteen  houses,  none  painted  or  white- 
washed, but  all  lookiug  as  new  and  yellow 
as  only  fresh  pine  lumber  can  look,  had 
at  least  the  beginnings  of  civilization — a 
bakery,  a restaurant,  and  hotel  in  process 
of  erection. 

Our  third  night  in  our  first  resting-place 
was  passed  by  a glorious  camp  fire  in  sol- 
emn conclave,  the  great  live-oaks  and  hick- 
ories and  cabbage-palms  of  that  beautiful 
“ hammock  land”  around  us.  Four  of  us 
were  ready  for  the  projected  journey  down 
the  river,  encouraged  thereunto  by  the 
optimistic  owner  of  a sail-boat,  who  had 
haunted  us  during  our  stay.  He  did  not 
hint  that  no  ladies  had  ever  attempted 
such  a trip  before:  far  be  it  from  him  to 
daunt  our  courage!  On  the  contrary,  he 
discoursed  fluently  of  the  parties  he  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  taking  to  visit  tills  re- 
moter Southern  country,  of  their  successes 
in  hunting  and  fishing,  of  the  excellent 
camping  grounds,  and  of  the  wild  beauty 
of  the  Kissimmee  River.  The  owls  hoot- 
ed, the  fire  danced,  the  discussion  was  live- 
ly, and  farewell  glees  and  choruses  were 
sung  with  good-will. 

On  Friday  morning,  then,  after  cheerful 
good-byes,  the  four  restless  spirits  set  forth 

in  a sail-boat  owned  and  manned  bv  the 
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Here  was  “a  literary  man”  with  a 
vengeance!  We  complimented  him  upon 
his  talents,  and  he  then,  with  another  burst 
of  good  feeling,  demanded  a song.  As 
no  one  was  in  haste  to  render  it,  he  him- 
self, untroubled  by  false  shame,  cheerfully 
broke  forth  with  an  old  war  song  on  the 
theme  of  the  Monitor  and  the  Merrimac . 
(He  had  told  us  that  he  had  been  a Union 
soldier.)  The  three  rebels  of  the  party 
listened  to  this  as  calmly  as  the  placid, 
pretty  young  lady  from  New  Hampshire. 

“ 4 Raise  your  voices,  every  one, 

Give  three  cheers  for  Ericsson, 

Who  gave  us  such  a vessel,  neat  ami  handy  O ! 
For  the  Union  thirty  cheers, 

For  the  Yankee  volunteers, 

And  three  for  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy  0 !’ 

“The  breeze  seems  to  be  failing  us,”  Mr. 
Wegg  blandly  concluded. 

“We  shall  have  to  take  to  the  oars,  I 
suppose,”  Maginnis  said. 

“ Oh,  why  be  in  such  haste  ?”  Mr.  Wegg 
playfully  remonstrated.  (Mr.  Wegg  and 
his  boat  were  hired  by  the  week,  and  not 
by  the  trip.)  “ When  you  get  into  a boat 
you  prepare  to  loiter  or  to  speed  at  the 
wind's  will.  You  experience  diversity, 
and  sometimes  adversity.  Do  any  of  you 
remember  the  anecdote  of  Mrs.  Parting- 
ton,” Mr.  Wegg  continued,  still  more  joy- 
ously and  playfully,  “how  she  called  on 
Isaac,  when  in  later  life  he  was  settled  in 
hispallyshul  mausion,  and  how,  droppiug 
her  carpet-bag  upon  the  velvet  roses  of  his 
p arlor  floor,  she  rushed  forward,  and  seiz- 
ing his  band,  exclaimed,  ‘Ike,  I've  been 
with  you  in  diversity,  and  I’ll  never  for- 
sake you  in  posterity’?  Besides,”  added 
Mr.  Wegg,  reflectively,  “as  to  rowing , it 
would  not  be  my  wish  to  work  you  gen- 
tlemen too  hard,  but  as  I told  you,  I was 
a soldier  in  the  Union  army,  and  I had 
a waound  in  that  service,  since  when  my 
back  has  been  weak.  A healthier  man,  till 
that  occurrence,  was  probably  never  seen.” 

This  was  news  indeed!  Mr.  Wegg's 
weak  back  had  previously  been,  as  it  were, 
kept  in  the  dark.  He  had  been,  in  his 
own  language,  as  he  afterward  proved  to 
be,  “about  as  tough  as  you  make  ’em.'’ 
However,  merely  to  help  the  sail  along, 
and  to  take  a little  healthful  exercise,  Ma- 
ginnis and  the  Matron  each  took  an  oar 
by-and-by,  and  entered  the  Kissimmee 
River  rowing. 

The  stream  here  at  its  beginning  is  a 
narrow  one,  and  winds  and  turns  sharply 
upon  itself.  Its  course  between  Tohope- 
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kaliga  and  the  next  lake  is  twelve  miles, 
though  the  distance  in  a direct  line  is  said 
to  be  only  four.  The  eight-foot  oars 
struck  the  lily  leaves  on  each  side  as  we 
went  down  the  current.  We  saw  paths 
and  narrow  beds,  trampled  and  bewallow- 
ed,  in  the  mud  of  the  marshes  now  and 
then,  which  were  made  by  the  alligators; 
then,  after  long  stretches  of  cane-brake 
and  of  marsh  and  willows,  we  came  upon 
the  beauty  of  Gum  Swamp.  The  tall 
trees  drooped  over  the  stream  at  right  and 
left;  wild  calla- lilies  flourished  on  the 
margin  of  the  river,  the  bud  greener  with- 
out than  on  the  cultivated  lily,  but  white 
within,  and  with  its  golden  rod  ; here 
were  grasses  and  vines  as  graceful  as  Na- 
ture's hand  could  fling  abroad — and  all  so 
near  that  one  was  almost  within  arm's- 
length  of  this  loveliness  all  the  way.  Aft- 
er leaving  this  we  came  again  to  level 
savannas,  and  saw  rice-birds  flying  over 
them,  and  ducks,  but  too  far  away  for  a 
shot.  Maginnis  brought  down  a strange 
white  bird  with  his  gun,  which  we  se- 
cured. And  toying  with  thoughts  of  sup- 
per, we  got  out  a fishing-rod,  and  Mr. 
Wegg  offered  to  fish,  and  did  fish,  and 
speedily  caught  a fine  “trout,”  or  black 
bass,  which  must  have  weighed  at  least 
seven  pounds.  After  this,  Mr.  Wegg, 
elate  with  success  and  boastful  withal, 
condescended  to  take  the  oars,  and  at 
about  5.30  P.M.  we  emerged  from  the  riv- 
er into  a lake  apparently  five  or  six  miles 
long,  which  Mr.  Wegg  stated  to  be  Lake 
Cypress.  Across  this  lake  we  flew  before 
the  breeze,  which  had  happily  sprung  up, 
crossing  it  in  about  half  an  hour. 

The  sun  had  sunk,  and  we  searched 
in  the  twilight  for  the  river.  As  yet  Mr. 
Wegg  was  confident  in  tone;  he  said 
that  “he  didn’t  presume  that  there  was  a 
guide  on  the  river  that  could  strike  the 
Kissimmee  first  off  within  a quarter  of  a 
mile  or  so,  the  shore  was  so  deceivin’,” 
and  so  wre  could  not  blame  him  for  the 
weary  half-hour  in  which  wre  skirted  along 
the  southern  lake  shore  looking  for  the 
outlet.  But  we  w ere  a little  annoyed  by 
his  repeated  suggestions  as  to  “tying  up 
in  the  saw -grass  for  the  night”;  wre  ware 
determined  to  find  dry  land  and  a camp- 
ing place.  The  ladies  were  especially  de- 
cided in  their  rejection  of  all  such  sugges- 
tions, for  which  cause  Mr.  Wegg  launched 
forth  into  pensive  reflections  as  to  the  ease 
w'ith  which  a party  could  be  made  com- 
fortable “ wdien  composed  of  gentlemen 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


MR  \V EGG'S  PARTY  ON  THE  KISSIMMEE 


otvi  y \ and  added  sadly  that  he  didn't 
imuw  as  hi*  ever  heard.  of  lodihs  corn  in 
down  Imre  in  u sail.d>oai  Ijefore  this:  they 
were  germcally  too  dJraid  of  ro|ij^lihtj6* 
Jt;  Hnwever  Leggitj^  who  hub  mount- 
)*a\  tho  prow,  dkcerned  at  hist  amomr  the 
hd  opening  that  seemed  broad 
»*r  mid  tnoffc  promis- 
ing. The  ti sh  were 

darting:  aWiu  os  vi  A 

W f tit  stalled  Imps  ■ J&rf^S 

a ml  splash es ; a $fr**J 
i wo  pound  I rt mf  .net 
ualiy  leaped  into  the 
UuU,  *i&ppif4g  the  • • ?SjL 

•:  • • .;' 
hh$  cold  bud > as.  he  w > 

• • ■ ' . : '■ 
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ittg  ' jury  tending  ?■.  : 
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ilijf,  ^jVpwr^rRty'  •■ , ;••  ;>! So.-' «t  |£, 1 -’"A*** 

uvortUi  of  ft  0&&- 

gave  " J 

'j'.  • ?*,T  '">«*’ 

up  «wt  •..••;:■  * ? 

tossed  hinitietf  en- 
tirely lost,  atul  un- 
able to  find  his  way 

in  the  darkness.  “ No  gtiide  coiiltl  go  far- 
ther with  certainly, '■  he  maintained;  “in 
daylight  he  could  do  as  well  as  any  man  ' 
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lVrforoe,  therefore, we turned  back,  and 
halted  at  the  only  available  place,  a wil- 
low swamp  just  behind  us  Tying  the 
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boat  to  an  old  stump,  Mr.  Wegg  laid  a 
plank  from  the  bow  to  the  roots  of  a tree, 
and  all  the  men  got  out  and  explored  the 
country.  They  could  only  find  a footing 
by  stepping  from  root  to  root  across  the 
black  mud,  vines  and  bushes  entangling 
each  step.  There  was  nothing  to  do  but 
to  wait  for  daylight.  The  hatchet  was 
produced,  and  some  small  boards  which 
had  lain  in  the  boat  split  up,  and  laid  on 
the  willow  roots  to  make  a fire;  but  they 
refused  to  burn  until  the  Matron  (who 
thought  with  a pang  of  her  lectures  to 
impatient  Dinahs)  produced  a brown  bot- 
tle of  kerosene  and  drenched  the  sticks 
with  the  oil.  The  fire  blazed  up  royally 
now,  and  by  its  illumination  the  stern  of 
the  boat  was  curtained  off  for  the  ladies’ 
apartment  by  means  of  a rubber  cloth  and 
two  sticks;  bedding  was  unrolled,  and  the 
ladies  stretched  themselves  between  blank- 
ets, shielding  their  heads  with  their  large 
hats  from  the  drenching  dews. 

Maginnis  curled  up  on  two  seats  in  the 
middle  of  the  boat,  wrapped  in  his  long 
overcoat,  a blanket  thrown  over  his  feet, 
and  slept  the  sleep  of  the  just.  Mr.  Wegg 
folded  himself  in  his  patchwork  quilt 
and  reclined  upon  the  bow,  snoring  gen- 
tly; butLeggins,  rendered  wakeful  rather 
than  sleepy  by  the  unwonted  surround- 
ings, sat  up  in  his  place  by  Maginnis,  his 
rifle  at  hand,  and  counted  the  alligators 
swimming  silently  down  stream.  None 
offered  to  molest  the  boat;  only  one  old 
monster,  after  swimming  close  and  appar- 
ently investigating  the  craft,  retired  across 
the  stream  to  a thick  bed  of  lily  leaves  (or 
“ bonnets/'  as  they  are  called  in  Florida), 
and  there  made  night  hideous  by  noises 
which  were  variously  described  by  mem- 
bers of  the  party  as  “ barking,'’  “ bellow- 
ing,” “croaking,”  and  “grunting.”  Leg- 
gins  counted  eleven  alligators  between 
ten  o'clock  and  one,  which  swam  by;  but 
the  procession  continued  after  lie  had  fall- 
en asleep,  for  the  ladies  awakened  from 
their  first  slumber  about  two  o'clock,  and 
watched  them  go  by  until  dawn.  The 
sight  and  sound  of  these  dark,  stealthy 
objects,  the  continual  splash  and  leap 
of  fish  here  and  there,  the  slow  revolu- 
tion of  the  constellations  about  the  north 
star,  the  far  sound  of  owl  bootings  in  the 
swamp,  made  the  night  seem  strange  and 
weird.  The  Matron,  sitting  up  in  her 
place,  kept  singing  in  a small,  low  voice 
little  hymns  and  songs,  beneath  whose  in- 
fluence the  Major  now  and  then  dozed  off. 
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Then  Mr.  W egg  awoke,  and  began  the  re- 
cital of  some  remarkable  dreams  from  his 
perch  on  the  bow;  and  then — oh,  so  slow- 
ly!— the  faint  dawn  revealed  tree  and 
stream  and  boat  and  shore;  and  every- 
thing was  stowed  away  as  securely  as 
possible,  and  we  made  haste  to  reach  some 
landing  where  fire  and  breakfast  could  be 
had.  Passing  grassy  stretches  with  bright 
birds  darting  over  them,  wild  and  shy,  at 
last  a lake  widened  before  us,  which  Mr. 
Wegg  hailed  as  Lake  Kissimmee ; and  tack- 
ing across  to  escape  a grassy  point  of 
land,  we  shortly  came  to  a high  white 
sandy  beach  with  huge  live-oaks  upon  it, 
and  cypresses  and  cypress  knees  stretch- 
ing out  into  the  water,  and  this  he  an- 
nounced as  Gardiner's  Island,  the  point 
at  which  we  hoped  to  find  deer. 

After  some  difficulty  we  made  a land- 
ing in  the  shallow  water,  and  again  stood 
on  dry  land.  Among  our  first  discover- 
ies were  deer  tracks  in  the  sand,  and  fol- 
lowing them  over  the  sandy  ridge,  behind 
the  groups  of  saw-pal  mettoes,  we  saw  them 
wind  away  to  the  marsh  beyond.  But 
alas  for  hopes  of  hunting!  the  bog  cut  off 
human  feet  from  the  mainland  and  piny 
woods  far  away,  and  there  was  no  place 
to  cross  to  the  covert  of  the  deer. 

However,  at  present  our  thoughts  turn- 
ed more  to  repose  than  to  adventure.  We 
had  soon  a big  fire  roaring  on  the  bare 
white  sand  crest,  fed  with  dry  oily  stalks 
of  palmetto  leaves  and  abundant  dead 
wood.  The  cooking  utensils  and  provi- 
sions were  brought  from  the  boat;  seats 
and  benches  were  easily  found  on  the 
roots  of  the  great  oaks  which  stood  out 
above  the  white  sand  to  almost  as  great 
a circumference  as  that  of  the  branches; 
plates  and  cups  were  laid  out;  in  a wood- 
en tray  corn  meal  was  hastily  mixed  with 
water  and  salt,  fashioned  into  five  “pones,” 
and  fitted  into  the  skillet;  setting  this 
upon  a bed  of  glowing  embers  and  cover- 
ing its  iron  lid  with  more  live  coals,  the 
kettle  was  next  set  on  to  boil,  the  bacon 
sliced,  the  frying-pan  made  hot.  The  Major 
rolled  in  meal  a fish  freshly  caught  and 
cleaned  by  Mr.  Wegg,  and  the  fish  was 
fried  immediately  upon  the  removal  of 
the  meat  from  its  own  lard.  To  make 
the  coffee  completed  the  task,  and  that 
gypsy  breakfast,  with  the  help  of  sugar 
and  condensed  milk,  and  some  crackers 
from  the  square  tin  can,  was  to  our  taste 
a delicious  one. 

After  an  hour  of  repose  we  all  returned 
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experience;  and  there  was  some  reading’  Oh.  Mr.  Wes fjcf ! Mr.  Wegg!  You  who 
aloud  ami  some  drowsing  before  the  other  had  regaled  us  with  stories  of  your  trips 
two  returned  With  good  tidings;  they  had  hither,  and  of  how  you  “usidly"  advised 
found  the  river— we  were  camped  within  as  to  this  and  that ! But  no  one  lifted  a 
a half  mile  of  it  ; better  than  that,  they  voice  against  him  ; only  all  questioned 
had  seen  a sail  boat  corning  up  the  river,  and  ad  min'd  the  other  guide,  who  looked 
and  Mr.  W egg  eagerly  assured  us  that  it  picturesque,  and  capable;  and  when  the 
>vas  Handled  by  the  best  guide  in  the  covin*  other  boat  had  gone  un — hastening  north- 
try,  and  doubtless  he  would  give  us  full  ward  day  and  night  because  tidings  of  a 
directions  as  to  the  route  to  pursue.  relative's  illness  had  been  brought  by  a 

This  boat  soon  came  in  sight,  and  paid  cow-boy — t lie  ladies  made  some  eomplb 
us  a brief  visit;  it  held  two  handsome  nientary  remarks  about  Mr.  Rooney.  This 
and  courteous  young  sportsmen  from  was  Wormwood  and  gall  to  Mr  Wegg; 
the  North,  the  bluff  and  welcome  figure  the  praises  which  had  sprung  to  his  lips 
of  an  Orlando  (Florida)  hotel  man.  and  in  the  jov  of  deliverance  died  away.  He 
Mr  Jack  Rooney,  of  Kissimmee  City,  the  tried  to  subdue  the  enthusiasm  by  hints 
vaunted  guide,  a man  whom  Mr.  W egg  that  the  ladies  wouldn't  have  liked  a 
could  have  embraced  m his  joy ; for  now  guide  fond  of  whiskey  ; and  finally,  per- 
hc  would  have  reliable  in  formation . We  reiving  them  to  have  no  faith  in  this  in- 
all  hung  upon  Mr.  Rooney’s  words  as  he  de-  sin  nation,  mournfully  declared, 
scribed  to  us  the  various  landings  cm  Lake  k;  Well,  now,  you  wouldn’t  a liked  Jack 
Kissimmee,  and  advised  vis  of  then*  merits.  Rooney;  lie  'ain’t  got  any  principles  to 
V*  Ever  been  there  before  Y'  Mr.  Rooney  speak  of— nor  religion." 
asked  Mr.  W egg.  with  a suspicious  look.  “He  probably  has  more  principle  than 
“You  can  get  lost  on  Lake  Kissimmee  to  take  a party  of  ladies  to  explore  a coun- 
mighty  easy  if  you  don't  know  it.”  try  he  doesn’t  know,"  retorted  our  young 

We  were  looking  at  the  half-snmked  Matron,  tartly, 
venison  displayed  by  the  hunters  in  re-  Mr*.  Wegg  looked  a little  sheepish, 

spouse  to  our  inquiries,  but  we  did  not  “ Well,  now,  you  have  got  that  on  rue, 

miss  the  answer.  haven’t  you  if"  lie  said,  slowly,  seating  him- 

‘ Well."  said  Mr.  Wegg,  reluctantly,  self  close  at  hand.  uWeJl,  I am  very 
M F ve  been  there  once — with  another  man  tired” — stretching  himself  in  an  easy  nit i - 
as  guide,  though — and  not  so  very  lately;  tude,-  “I  think  I shall  rest  for  the  bah 
so  I may  lav  forgot  some.”  ance  of  this  sacred  day." 
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On  Monday  morning  the  whole  party 
was  off  betimes,  sailing  down  the  river, 
which  was  broader  and  more  tranquil 
than  above,  after  an  entrance  had  once 
been  effected  through  the  concealing 
“bonnets.”  The  shores  here  are  high 
and  grassy  and  beautifully  wooded — 
splendid  camping  ground,  every  foot  of 
it.  On  the  bank  of  the  river  was  an  In- 
dian canoe,  dug  out  of  a huge  cypress  log; 
there  was  also  a large  flat  barge,  without 
seats  or  rowlocks,  tied  up  to  the  shore. 
Further  on,  the  lake  gave  its  usual  tokens 
of  being  near — wide  stretches  of  marshy 
land  and  willows — and  we  entered  the 
great  beautiful  blue  Lake  Kissimmee,  with 
Brimmer  Island  twenty-five  miles  below 
us,  where  the  others  had  found  deer ; West 
Hammock  and  the  Indians  to  our  right; 
and  to  the  east,  beyond  the  Rookery. Camp 
Hammock,  with  a new  and  empty  house 
and  a reputation  for  abundant  game.  The 
westerly  wind  decided  our  course  to  the 
last-named  point,  fifteen  miles  away. 
We  pushed  through  some  yellow  grassy 
stretches,  and  slowly  crept  up  on  the 
Rookery,  the  round  heads  of  its  cabbage- 
palms  for  our  landmark.  As  we  ap- 
proached the  island  we  saw  flocks  of 
beautiful  white  birds  rise  in  the  air  and 
float  away  like  clouds  beyond  gunshot 
range.  We  had  seen  these  flocks  before 
on  our  way,  floating  high  and  far,  now 
with  the  sunlight  on  their  white  wings, 
shining  like  snow,  and  then  melting  from 
sight  like  a dream,  to  re  appear  faintly, 
but  brightening  as  the  sun  smote  their 
plumage,  and  so,  like  visions  of  angels, 
fading  and  shining  forth  by  turns.  Turn- 
ing due  east  to  pass  to  the  right  of  the 
Rookery,  we  came,  for  the  first  time  in 
Florida,  upon  the  true  water-lily  ( Nymphce 
odorata  of  the  botanist),  faintly  fragrant, 
with  its  exquisite  chalice  of  white  and 
gold. 

The  lake  looked  enormously  big  and 
blue  in  its  eastern  expanse  after  we  passed 
this  island  and  the  wastes  of  grass  and 
lilies;  but  beneath  the  trees  of  the  farther 
shore  we  saw  a tiny  yellow  speck. 

“ Do  my  eyes  deceive  me,  or  is  that  the 
new  house  we  are  looking  for  ?”  Mr.  Wegg 
inquired. 

It  was  unmistakably  a new  house — the 
house  Mr.  Jack  Rooney  had  told  us  of. 

It  was  just  as  the  sun  sank  that  we 
reached  the  landing.  And  having  care- 
fully refrained  from  describing  the  beau- 
ty of  the  sunsets  so  far,I  claim  indulgence 
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for  a tribute  to  this  of  Monday,  March  20, 
1882.  The  sun  lay  like  a golden  ball  set 
on  the  dark  blue  rim  of  the  horizon,  into 
which  the  trees  of  the  Rookery  had  melt- 
ed. The  lake,  looking  west,  lay  wide  and 
placid,  a band  of  deep  soft  rose -color 
around  the  far  western  rim,  all  silver  be- 
tween that  and  us;  a more  perfect  sky 
and  scene  never  smiled  in  lonely  loveli- 
ness before  the  eyes  of  man. 

All  day  Tuesday  we  rested  at  Camp 
Hammock, the  woods  where  deer  or  turkey 
might  be  seemed  to  recede  before  the  ad- 
vancing steps  when  one  tramped  toward 
them  over  the  prairie-like  stretches,  and 
Leggins  and  Maginnis  returned  from  a 
fruitless  exploration  of  one  strip  of  woods 
observing  that  this  was  merely  a voyage 
of  discovery  anyhow,  and  unless  a man 
had  plenty  of  time  it  was  of  no  use  to  at- 
tempt a hunt  without  a guide. 

That  night  the  wind  blew  almost  a hur- 
ricane; we  fastened  up  what  we  could  on 
the  windy  side  of  the  house  to  break  the 
great  draughts  of  air  that  swept  in  through 
the  logs  and  threatened  to  elevate  the  di- 
viding tent  into  a horizontal  position. 

All  night  long,  when  any  one  awoke,  the 
wind  was  heard  booming  through  the  air, 
and  the  fear  of  an  equinoctial  storm  was 
upon  us. 

There  came  no  rain  with  Wednesday 
morning,  however,  and  the  wind  had 
somewhat  abated.  It  was  now  from  the 
north,  and  would  permit  our  departure ; so 
wve  made  what  haste  we  could  and  got 
aboard.  As  far  as  we  could  see,  the  broad 
lake  was  covered  with  white-caps,  but  the 
little  boat  headed  gallantly  into  them; 
the  waves  looked  enormous,  and  were  less 
the  work  of  the  present  wind,  though  that 
was  a stiff  one,  than  of  last  night  s gale. 
The  boat  rose  and  fell  with  a slap  into  the 
trough  of  each  succeeding  wave;  the  la- 
dies, enjoying  the  excitement,  sat  covered 
with  rubber  cloths  that  streamed  with  the 
water  dashing  in,  laughing  as  wave  or 
spray  washed  their  faces;  and  Mr.  W egg 
appeared  somewhat  grieved  at  their  good 
cheer. 

“ Would  the  ladies  like  to  put  back  ?” 
he  asked. 

“Put  back? — what  for?”  they  indig 
nantly  demanded. 

“Oh,  I can  stand  it  if  you  can.  Thump- 
ing across  the  wTaves  this  way  might  start 
a plank.  Yes,  sir,  it  is  a stout  boat,  as  I 
told  you.  Only — wrell,  ladies  us'ally  are 
liable  to  get  scared  at  such  times  as  this.” 
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We  had  crossed  the  roughest  water, 
though  still  in  a strong  wind,  and  were 
making  a tack  by  the  Rookery,  when,  with 
a sudden  crash,  the  sail  fell  rushing  down. 

“The  oars!  the  oars!  Don't  let  the 
wind  get  us  out  to  sea!’’  Mr.  Wegg  yelled, 
springing  forward;  but  Leggins  and  Ma- 
ginnis  had  the  oars  in  an  instant,  and 
headed  the  boat  into  the  grasses.  It  was 
only  the  sailing  tackle  broken  by  the 
strain;  a new  rope,  and  we  would  be 
ready  for  the  lake  again ; and  fortunately 
we  descried  a landing  just  ahead.  We 
pushed  in,  and  as  we  did  so  a large  blue 
heron  rose  and  flew  from  her  nest  in  a 
low  spreading  tree.  No  other  birds  were 
seen,  for  this  further  shore  of  the  Rookery 
was  almost  bare  of  trees;  but  Maginnis 
added  the  rare  eggs  of  the  blue  herou  to 
his  collection,  previously  enriched  by  an 
eagle's  egg,  cream-colored  and  with  flecks 
of  chocolate  brown : the  heron’s  eggs  were 
as  large  as  a goose  egg,  three  in  number, 
and  of  “ robims- egg  blue.”  A moment 
later  we  found  better  sport  at  hand.  Leg- 
gins  seized  his  rifle,  fired,  and  there  wras  a 
great  commotion  in  the  shallow  water 
close  at  hand;  then  a dead  alligator  turn- 
ed on  his  back,  and  held  up  all  four  feet, 
as  is  their  way  in  death.  When  drawn 
ashore  and  measured  he  lacked  about 
three  inches  of  the  length  of  one  of  our 
eight-foot  oars — a respectable  size,  but  not 
half  that  of  some  we  saw.  The  Matron, 
who  had  been  promised  some  alligator- 
skins,  now  declared  that  she  should  like 
to  carry  away  this. 

“ He  won’t  be  dead  any  more'n  a snake 
till  sunset,”  Mr.  Wegg  declared. 

“With  a rifle-ball  through  his  eyes  ?” 
Leggins  demanded. 

“Oh,  he's  done  for;  but  he  won't  die 
till  dark.” 

“Then  kill  him,”  the  Matron  command- 
ed, with  the  prompt  inconsequence  of  that 
sex  which  can  even  be  cruel,  it  is  said, 
when  one  offers  to  cross  its  will.  “Cut 
off  his  head  and  sever  the  spine,  and  I 
know  he's  compelled  to  be  dead.” 

Mr.  Wegg  did  not  refuse  her.  The 
head  was  cut  off  and  thrown  a yard  away, 
and  taking  out  his  knife,  he  began  to  skin 
the  white  breast  of  the  beast,  this  being 
the  only  desirable  part  of  the  skin.  The 
monster,  headless,  moved  a foot  or  thrust 
with  its  formidable  tail  now  and  then, 
but  the  horrified  exclamations  of  the  la- 
dies were  met  with  assurances  that  this 
was  only  muscular  contraction  ; still,  it 
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looked  awfully  like  life,  especially  as  the 
contortions  grew  more  agonized  when  the 
stomach  was  being  skinned.  But  the  task 
was  swiftly  finished,  the  skin  heavily  salt- 
ed and  rolled  in  a piece  of  bagging;  and 
we  took  our  leave  of  the  Rookery  with 
only  one  more  trophy — a duck  which  Ma- 
ginnis shot,  and  whose  breast  afforded  a 
skin  thick  as  fur  and  soft  as  down  in  beau- 
tiful shades  of  brown;  the  wings,  of  the 
same  hues,  had  a space  of  vivid  peacock 
blue  toward  the  tips.  The  Major  and  the 
Matron  prepared  these  carefully  to  make 
a feather  turban  for  Maginnis's  young  sis- 
ter at  home. 

That  evening  we  went  no  further  up 
the  river  than  the  spot  which  we  called 
“the  Indian  camp,’’  where  we  found  the 
barge  and  the  dug-out.  Thursday  night 
we  camped  on  the  “north  beach  of  Gar- 
diner's Island”  once  more.  Leggins,  by 
request,  cheered  the  camp  fire  that  night 
with  old  Georgia  corn-field  songs;  and 
the  chronicler  fell  asleep  to  the  cheerful 
music  of  a lay  full  of  iteration  and  mono- 
tone, but  with  the  peculiar  melody  of  long 
rounding  notes,  and  the  negro  gasping  of 
the  breath  and  soft  sweetness  of  occasion- 
al “dying falls.”  By  Friday  night,  after 
a long  day  of  hard  work  against  the  eddy- 
ing sweep  of  the  current  around  the  sharp 
river  bends,  we  reached  Lake  Tohopeka- 
liga.  The  next  morning  we  beat  up  the 
lake  against  a heavy  wind  and  chopping 
seas  ; and  when  we  danced  into  view  of 
Kissimmee  across  the  blue  waves  of  Toho- 
pekaliga,  we  heard  the  engine  of  the  tri- 
weekly train  whistle  as  it  came  in. 

We  caught  it  in  time  for  the  return 
trip,  however,  and  also  had  time  for  an 
excursion  to  the  bakery.  Brown,  un- 
shaven, with  worn  and  torn  raiment,  and 
a cheerful  appreciation  of  baker's  bread, 
we  took  our  places  in  the  fresh  and  new 
passenger  coach  which  awaited  us.  Kis- 
simmee City  and  the  South  Florida  Rail- 
road seemed  to  us  the  heart  of  civilization. 

We  met  friends  that  told  us  that  the  oth- 
ers of  our  party  had  returned  home  after 
a delightful  sojourn;  they  had  lived  on 
such  luxuries  as  poached  eggs,  fish  chow- 
ders, cake,  and  baker's  bread  from  Kissim- 
mee City.  We,  the  more  adventurous 
four,  were  content;  we  had  subsisted  on 
corn  bread  and  coffee  for  the  most  part 
— and  venison , of  course.  We  did  not 
disclose  the  fact  that  the  deers'  horns  we 
had  brought  home  were  purchased  from 
the  Seminoles. 
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“FOR  LOOLY.” 

BY  KATE  UPSON  CLARK. 


“ IT  TELL,  Tom,  here’s  your  month’s 
VV  wages.” 

Old  Tom  Wicks’s  wrinkled  and  tobacco- 
stained  visage  put  on  a grin  of  intense  de- 
light as  he  took  the  little  roll  of  gold  pieces 
that  the  distillery  paymaster,  young  Jim 
Baskins,  handed  him. 

“And  look  here,”  pursued  that  young 
man,  whose  flashy  attire  indicated  the 
would-be  exquisite,  “why  don’t  you  use 
this  money,  Tom,  to  fix  yourself  up  a lit- 
tle ? Here  you’ve  been  working  for  us  six 
months,  and  every  time  you  come  around 
to  get  your  pay  you  look  poorer  than  you 
did  before.  Now,”  continued  Mr.  Jim 
Baskins,  out  of  the  kindness  of  a heart 
which  really  liked  and  pitied  the  quiet, 
ragged  old  teamster, 4 4 take  this  money  and 
get  yourself  a suit  of  clothes.” 

The  old  man  did  not  look  displeased, 
but  he  shook  his  head  decidedly. 

44 1 like  ye  fust  rate,  Jim,”  he  said, 44  but 
I cay  n’t.” 

“Why  not?” 

44  Why,  Merce,  my  gal — Mercy — I do’ 
know ’s  you  knew  I had  a gal.” 

The  old  man  stopped,  and  looked  as 
though  he  wondered  if  he  could  quite 
trust  Jim  Baskins.  Then  he  went  on,  as 
though  the  recollection  of  that  young  per- 
son’s kind  offices,  which  had  been  as  nu- 
merous toward  Tom  Wicks  as  their  cir- 
cumstances had  pei’mitted,  had  re-assured 
him. 

4 4 Merce,  ye  see,  she  ’ain’t  had  no  chance. 
An’  thar’s  Looly ; she's  the  little  ’un ; she's 
goin’  on  ’leven  now,  ye  know  ?” 

The  young  man  laughed  at  his  interrog- 
ative tone.  44  No,  I didn’t  know ; but  I do 
know  now.” 

44  Wa’al,  she’s  right  peart,  Looly  is;  an’ 
Merce  she  says,  says  she,  ‘Looly’s  got  to 
have  a chance.’  She  jest  sots  by  Looly 
more’n  anything  else  in  the  world.  An’, 
Lord ! what ’d  she  do  when  I got  this  chance 
to  team  it  but,  says  site,  4 Now,  paw,  we’ve 
got  this  er  money,’  says  she,  4 an’  when 
thar’s  a lot  saved,  why,  we’ll  take  it  an’  Loo- 
ly shall  go  to  school,  an’  Looly  shall  have 
good  clo’es,’  says  she.  4 I’m  too  old,’  says 
she — goin’  on  twenty,  Merce  is.  ‘But,’ 
says  she,  4 I’ll  fix  things  so ’t  Looly  kin 
go,  ’f  ye’ll  give  me  over  the  money,’  says 
she.” 

44  Most  girls  would  have  wanted  it  for 
themselves^”  commented  Mr.  Jim  Baskins, 


getting  interested  in  old  Tom  Wicks's 
strange  daughter. 

The  old  man  shook  his  head.  44  Merce 
ain’t  that  kyind.  She’s  most  twice ’s  old ’s 
the  little  ’un;  named  her  herself  outen  a 
book  she  read.  Merce  is  a powerful  hand 
to  read  — kin  read  anything  an’  every- 
thing; hez  read  all  the  neighbors’  books; 
reckon  she’d  ’a  come  down  to  Marl  ins- 
burg  to  git  books,  on’y  she  ’ain’t  ben 
down  yer  f’r  two  ’r  three  years  now ; says 
she’s  ’shamed  to  come  yer  ’count  of  her 
clo'es : powerful  proud  Merce  is.  But, 
says  she,  4 Looly  ’ll  grow  up  harnsum  an’ 
smart,’  says  she,  4 an’  Looly  ’ll  have  a 
chance,  an’  good  clo'es;  an’  Looly  shall 
go  to  Marlinsburg  an’  everywhar,  an’ 
hold  up  her  head  with  anybody.’  ‘But,’ 
says  I” — old  Tom  Wicks  warmed  to  his 
subject  as  he  saw  the  eager  attention  paid 
him  by  his  absorbed  listener — “says  I, 

4 thar’s  the  boys.  Ye  cayn’t  keep  them 
boys  from  the  money,’  says  I — them  boys 
— they’s  two  on  ’em,  eighteen  an’  sixteen 
y’rs  old  they  be,  an’  a powerful  hard 
lot,  Jake  an’  Lewt — up  ter  everything. 
‘They’ll  git  holt  of  it,  Merce,’  says  I; 

4 they’ll  steal  it  outen  my  pockets,  or  out- 
en the  tea-pot,  or  outen  any  place  ye 
chuse  ter  put  it,’  says  I.  An’  Merce  she 
says,  says  she,  ‘They  will,  will  they? 
That  money  ’ll  go  fer  Looly,’  says  she. 

4 I’ll  hide  it  wliar  nobody  cayn’t  git  it, 
boys  nor  nobody  else,’  she  says;  an’  ’pon 
that  she — Now  ye  won’t  never  tell  what 
I’m  goin’  ter  say  ?”  queried  the  old  man, 
pulling  himself  up  short,  and  suddenly 
recollecting  that  he  was  on  the  verge  of 
disclosing  a state  secret  of  stupendous 
proportions.  The  painfully  curious  look 
that  he  gave  into  the  vain  but  honest  face 
of  Jim  Baskins,  added  to  the  bluff  assur- 
ance of  the  latter  that  “he  never  would, 
so  help  him!”  delivered  in  the  most  con- 
vincing maimer,  restored  the  old  man’s 
confidence,  and  he  went  on : 44  She  start- 
ed”— Tom  Wicks  lowered  his  voice  im- 
pressively— 4 4 the  fust  night  I drawed  my 
pay,  an’  up  she  skips  it  onto  the  mount- 
ain ; an’  she’s  got  a iron  box  uj)  thar,  an’ 
she's  dug  a hole,  an’  thar  she  puts  it,  an' 
them  boys  hain’t  no  conceit  o’  whar  the 
money  goes  ter.  They  thinks  I banks  it 
’r  suthin  down  yer.  That’s  why  I wants 
it  in  gold, ’’said  the  old  man,  apologetical- 
ly. “Merce  says,  4 It  mought  be  ten  years 
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afore  we’ll  git  it  all  spent,’  says  she,  4 an’ 
it ’d  better  be  gold.’  ” 

“You  do  pretty  much  as  4 Merce’  says, 
don’t  you?”  remarked  the  young  man, 
with  something  of  a sneer  in  his  tone. 

Tom  Wicks  bristled.  44  Ye — don’t  — 
know — Mercy  Wicks,”  he  said,  straighten- 
ing up  and  looking  at  young  Baskins  with 
warning  in  his  eyes.  44  She's  a prime  ’un, 
Merce  is.  Got  a head— Lord,  what  a deep 
’un  she  is ! Talks  jes’  like  a book — read  so 
many  novels.  The  old  woman  she  dips 
mostly;  an’  thar’s  Bet  to  hum — she’s  goin’ 
on  fifteen.  Then  thar  was  some  more, 
but  they  died  when  they  was  babies.  But 
Bet  she’s  sorter  wooden  - headed,  an’  it’s 
Merce  ’t  keeps  ’em  all  a-goin’.  Merce 
’ain’t  had  no  chance,  but  she's  a powerful 
smart  gal.” 

44  You  haven't  ever  asked  me  up  to  your 
house,  Tom,”  said  the  young  man,  insinu- 
atingly. 

Tom  Wicks  understood  him,  but  he  hes- 
itated. 

4 4 Do  you  have  to  ask  4 Merce,’  as  you 
call  her,  before  you  can  invite  anybody  to 
tea  ?” 

Young  Baskins  laughed  good-humored- 
ly, but  his  words  had  a sarcastic  sting  in 
them  for  the  fond  father. 

“’Tain’t  much  of  a place  to  ask  folks 
to,”  he  said  at  length. 

44  Well,  I’d  like  to  meet  your  family,” 
persisted  Jim  Baskins.  44  I've  been  a good 
deal  interested  in  your  account  of  them, 
and  I’d  like  to  see  them.” 

4 4 Merce  she  says,”  suggested  the  old 
man,  floundering  about  in  his  attempt  to 
avoid  doing  something  which  he  knew 
would  displease  his  daughter — “she  says 
we’re  too  dog-on  low  an'  poor  to  have  re- 
spectable company,  an'  she  ain’t  a-goin’  to 
have  no  other  kind.” 

44 She  must  be  a very  proud-spirited 
girl.”  Mr.  Jim  Baskius  ignored  any  in- 
ferences that  might  have  been  drawn  by 
a more  captious  person  from  Mr.  Wicks's 
remonstrance. 

4 4 Wa'al,  the  old  woman  she  ai n't  no  great 
hand  fer  cookin’,  an’  Merce  ’ain’t  never  had 
nobody  to  tell  her  how.  She  does  the  best 
she  knows, but, Lord — wa'al, I s’pose  ye  can 
come,  ’f  ye’ll  excuse  the  looks" — the  old 
man's  naturally  hospitable  disposition  in- 
clined him  to  yield  to  Mr.  Baskins's  impor- 
tunity— 44 an’  'f  Merce  is  kinder  cross,  ye 
mustn’t  mind." 

Mr.  Jim  Baskins  smiled  a complacent 
smile  as  he  glanced  down  at  the  tawdry 
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plaids  and  checks  of  his  spring  suit  and 
the  glittering  chains  and  rings  which  be- 
decked his  comfortable  person.  It  must 
be  a very  hard-hearted  maiden,  he 
thought,  who  could  long  be  angry  with 
such  as  he. 

“I’m  not  so  terribly  afraid  of  4 Merce' 
as  you  are,”  he  said. 

The  old  man  gave  his  head  a signifi- 
cant twist,  as  much  as  to  say,  “ Wait  un- 
til you  see  her,”  and  turning  his  gaunt 
horses  away  from  the  great  distillery  in 
front  of  which  they  had  been  talking,  they 
jolted  away  up  the  mountain-side  and 
toward  the  lonely  gulch,  or  hollow,  in 
which  stood  the  small  homestead  of  the 
Wicks  family.  It  was  a weary  ride,  and 
the  long  summer  day  had  vanished  into 
a starry  summer  night  when  Tom  Wicks 
drew  up  with  a startling  “Whoa!”  in 
front  of  the  squalid  and  unsavory-look- 
ing abode  where  they  were  to  alight. 

Mr.  Jim  Baskins  could  not  help  giving  a 
little  gasp  of  dismay  when  he  saw  it.  He 
hadn’t  expected  anything  quite  so  bad  as 
that. 

The  old  man  vaguely  felt  his  visitor's 
d isappoi  n tmen  t. 

“I  told  ye  so,”  he  said,1  half  angrily, 
half  sorrowfully.  44  Ye  needn’t  ’a  come. 

I didn’t  urge  ye.” 

4 4 Who  said  anything?”  began  the  young 
man,  in  confused  apology  for  his  unspok- 
en offense,  when  his  speech  was  cut  short 
by  the  apparition  of  a young  woman  who 
had  opened  the  door  at  the  sound  of  Tom 
Wicks’s  “Whoa!”  and  was  hurrying  to- 
ward him.  “Have  you  got  it,  pa?”  she 
asked,  eagerly,  and  she  had  approached 
quite  close  to  him  before  she  observed  the 
young  man  sitting  on  the  other  side. 

“Here’s  Mr.  Baskins — Jim  Baskins,  of 
Marlinsburg — Merce,”  he  said,  trying  fee- 
bly to  smile  as  he  announced  his  unwel- 
come guest.  44  He  thought  he’d  kinder 
like  ter  see  the  country  hereabouts,  and  I 
brought  him  up  to  supper  with  us.” 

Mercy  Wicks's  fine  face  darkened,  and 
she  looked  down  instinctively  upon  her 
soiled  and  ragged  dress  and  her  bare  feet. 
Old  Wicks  could  not  have  told  what  there 
was  in  her  motion  that  affected  him — this 
sudden  mortification  on  the  part  of  a girl 
who  had  scarcely  ever  in  her  life  worn  a 
better  garb  than  the  tattered  and  unsightly 
one  in  which  she  was  clad  at  that  mo- 
ment; but  he  felt  just  then  as  though  he 
would  rather  have  died  than  have  brought 
young  Baskins  up  from  Marlinsburg.  He 
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rejoiced  inwardly  that  he  had  had  the 
courage  to  suggest  to  that  individual  dur- 
ing their  ride  up  the  mountain  that,  in 
case  there  wasn’t  any  place  for  him  to 
sleep  in  the  Wicks  cottage,  there  was  a 
man  a mile  further  on  who  would  keep 
him  for  a slight  consideration. 

“There  isn’t  much  for  supper,”  said 
Mercy,  deliberately  regarding  the  inter- 
loper with  wide  blue  eyes,  and  holding 
herself  erect  with  an  air  of  dignity  quite 
out  of  keeping  with  her  surroundings, 
“but  what  we’ve  got  Mr.  Baskins  can 
have  too,  I suppose.  Supper  is  all  ready.” 

Her  voice  was  pleasant,  in  spite  of  the 
disapprobation  which  deepened  it,  and 
her  manner  was  that  of  a person  accus- 
tomed to  authority ; and  although  the 
light  braids  of  hair  which  hung  far  down 
her  back  bore  visible  signs  of  neglect, 
and  the  details  of  her  whole  appearance 
were  far  from  prepossessing,  there  was 
something  about  her  which  made  the 
young  man  feel  that  her  father’s  eulogies 
upon  her  were  not  misplaced,  and  that 
she  was  a girl  capable  of  much  heroism, 
albeit  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  was  not  particu- 
larly susceptible  to  impressions,  and  his 
fibre  was  decidedly  coarse.  He  wonder- 
ed whether,  if  she  were  attired  after  the 
fashion  of  the  “set”  of  young  ladies  with 
whom  he  associated  in  Marlinsburg,  she 
would  be  “pretty.”  This,  however,  was 
rather  too  much  for  Mr.  Baskins’s  im- 
agination, and  he  did  not  long  dwell 
upon  it. 

The  supper  consisted  of  a hoe-cake,  a 
pitcher  of  molasses,  some  cold  sliced  ba- 
con, and  a pot  of  tea,  and  though  served 
in  a style  which  was  not  particularly  ap- 
petizing, young  Mr.  Baskins  was  able  to 
disregard  that,  and  to  eat  a hearty  meal. 
The  two  “boys”  were  not  present,  but 
their  absence  did  not  seem  to  be  any- 
thing unusual,  and  nobody  appeared  to 
sorrow  because  they  were  not  there. 

They  were  scarcely  seated  around  the 
rickety  table  when  Mercy  exclaimed, 
“ Bet,  where’s  raa  ?” 

A tallow-faced  girl,  to  whom  Mr.  Wicks 
had  not  thought  it  necessary  to  introduce 
their  visitor,  rose  from  the  table,  and 
turning  herself  slowly  about,  peered  into 
the  recesses  of  the  one  room  which  form- 
ed the  lower  story  of  the  little  cabin. 

“ I dun  know,”  she  answered,  stupidly. 

“Go  out-doors,  Looly,”  said  Mercy  to 
the  bright-faced  little  creature  who  was 
sitting  clos§  beside  her;  “maybe  she's  out 
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there — fell  asleep,  perhaps,  under  the  big 
tree.” 

The  child  started  obediently,  and  soon 
returned,  saying  that  her  mother  was  in- 
deed “out  under  the  big  tree,”  but  that 
she  could  not  wake  her  up  nor  make  her 
understand  that  supper  was  ready.  Her 
sister  made  no  comment  upon  this  infor- 
mation, nor  did  any  one  else,  and  the 
meal  went  on  in  silence. 

“Been  having  a big  revival  in  Marlins- 
burg,” began  Mr.  Baskins  at  last,  in  an  at- 
tempt to  promote  sociability. 

“Ye  don’t  say,”  responded  Tom  Wicks. 

“Oh  yes;  they’re  all  getting  religion 
down  our  way.  Moonshining  ’ll  have  to 
go  under,  I reckon.” 

The  old  man  looked  half  alarmed.  He 
could  not  bear  to  think  for  an  instant  that 
the  great,  if  unlawful,  industry  upon 
which  he  was  a pensioner  could  possibly 
“go  under.” 

“Oh,  not  so  bad  as  that,”  continued 
Mr.  Baskins,  with  a short  laugh,  observing 
his  host’s  startled  expression,  “ but  it  does 
seem  as  if  half  Marlinsburg  was  going  to 
the  meetings  and  getting  converted.  Old 
Sparhawk,  that  railroad  man  down  there, 
lives  in  that  splendid  house,  richest  man 
in  Marlinsburg,  he’s  been  converted ; and 
his  son — just  come  of  age,  I believe — lie’s 
going  to  be  a parson,  they  say.  Oh,  there’s 
no  end  of  a fuss  down  there.  I don’t  take 
much  stock  in  it  myself.” 

Mercy  was  looking  at  him  now,  with 
wide-open,  interested  eyes. 

“I  went  to  a meeting  once,”  she  said, 
with  a simplicity  that  disarmed  all  his 
previous  criticism. 

“ Well,  you  didn’t  think  much  of  it, did 
you  ?”  he  asked,  jokingly. 

“Yes,”  she  answered,  gravely.  “I 
liked  it  very  much.  The  mau  that  preach- 
ed— it  was  up  here  on  the  camp  ground — 
he  gave  me  a Testament.  I’ve  read  it 
through  a great  many  times.” 

“Understand  it  all?”  inquired  the 
young  man,  cynically. 

“No,”  she  said,  relaxing  nothing  of  her 
seriousness.  “ But  I can  understand  some 
of  it,”  she  added,  a moment  later. 

“Pretty  good  hunting  hereabouts?” 
asked  Mr.  Baskins,  abruptly.  He  wanted 
to  change  the  subject  of  the  conversation. 

He  had  not  counted  upon  the  girl’s  taking 
it  so  much  in  earnest. 

“Ask  Merce,”said  the  old  man;  “she 
an’  the  boys  mostly  ’tends  to  the  sliootin’.  ” 

“So  you  can  shoot  ?”  interrogated  Mr. 
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Baskins,  turning  patronizingly  to  Mercy 
Wicks. 

“ Yes,”  said  Mercy,  pleasantly. 

“Can  you  hit  ’em  on  the  wing?”  in- 
quired the  young  man,  jocularly. 

“Every  time,”  she  returned,  as  good- 
humoredly.  A little  scowl  that  had  hith- 
erto rested  upon  her  face  was  disappearing, 
and  this  unwonted  social  relaxation  lenta 
look  of  interest  and  vivacity  to  her  face. 
Mr.  Baskins  began  to  decide  that,  proper- 
ly accoutred,  she  might,  after  all,  be 
“pretty.” 

He  sat  next  her,  and  now  he  moved  his 
chair  a little  nearer  to  hers. 

“ Why  don’t  you  sometimes  drive  down 
with  your  father  to  Marlinsburg  ?”  he 
said. 

“I  don’t  get  much  time  to  drive  around,” 
replied  Mercy,  shrinking  into  herself  a lit- 
tle as  she  felt,  rather  than  observed,  the 
slight  change  in  his  manner. 

“I  should  be  pleased  to  take  you  around 
• the  town,”  he  continued,  with  attempted 
gallantry. 

“I  can't  go.”  Mercy  turned  abruptly 
to  her  father:  “You’d  better  go  out  and 
fetch  in  ma.  She’ll  catch  her  death  out 
there  in  the  damp.” 

The  old  man  rose  slowly  and  walked 
away. 

“Are  you  going  back  to  Marlinsburg 
to-night  ?”  inquired  Mr.  Baskins’s  peculiar 
young  hostess.  She  had  been  perplexed 
upon  this  subject  ever  since  he  had  come, 
and  her  straightforward  and  untaught 
soul  was  determined  to  discover  his  inten- 
tions. 

“I  don’t  know,”  replied  her  guest,  in 
some  embarrassment.  4 4 Your  father  said 
something  about  a house  not  far  away 
where  they  sometimes  took  lodgers.” 

“You  see,  we  haven’t  any  room  in  this 
house  to  keep  anybody,”  said  Mercy, with 
frank  seriousness.  44 1 didn't  know  but 
you  came  up  to  see  somebody  else.” 

“ No,”  said  the  young  man,  looking  in- 
tently into  her  face.  44 1 came  up  here 
expressly  to  see  you.” 

4 4 To  see  me?”  she  repeated,  incredu- 
lously. 

“Your  father  has  told  me  a good  deal 
about  you,  and  I thought  I should  like  to 
get  acquainted  with  you.  He  warned  me 
that  you  didn't  like  company  very  well.” 

44 1 wish  pa  would  keep  still,”  said  Mer- 
cy, angrily. 

At  that  moment  the  old  man  appear- 
ed at  the  door,  leading  his  wife  by  the 
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hand.  She  was  a flabby,  stout  old  crea- 
ture, and  even  more  untidy  and  unkempt- 
looking  than  her  daughters. 

There  was  a fire  burning  on  the  ashy 
hearth,  for  it  was  still  early  in  May,  and 
the  evenings  were  chilly.  The  old  wo- 
man, after  a staring  survey  of  the  new- 
comer, and  a word  of  welcome  upon  her 
introduction  to  him,  dropped  into  a large 
rocking-chair  in  the  chimney-corner,  and, 
while  Mr.  Wicks  and  Jim  Baskins  en- 
gaged in  a monosyllabic  conversation, 
Mercy  and  her  two  sisters  cleared  the  sup- 
per table,  and  in  a lame  and  perfunctory 
mauner  washed  the  dishes.  During  the 
progress  of  her  work,  Mr.  Baskins  had 
ventured  to  address  several  remarks  to 
Mercy,  but  she  had  answered  him  very 
briefly.  It  did  not  suit  that  independent 
young  person  at  all  to  have  her  father 
bringing  home  with  him  young  men  trick- 
ed out  as  this  one  was,  and  avowing  that 
they  had  come  44  expressly  to  see  her.”  In 
truth,  it  was  chiefly  pondering  upon  this 
strange  avowal  that  had  kept  her  so  silent. 

The  young  men  in  the  neighborhood  of 
“Wicks’s  Hollow”  were  all  utterly  dis- 
agreeable to  her,  and  as  she  took  no  pains 
to  disguise  her  feelings,  she  was  naturally 
not  popular  among  them.  She  had  long 
ago  given  up  all  thought  of  life  as  holding 
any  especial  sweetness  or  glory  for  herself. 
Love  was  something  that  she  had  read  a 
good  deal  about,  but  she  had  long  felt  that 
there  was  nothing  of  that  sort  in  store  for 
her.  Therefore  the  idea  of  having  a young 
man  come  to  see  her  aroused  but  faintly 
her  long-subdued  desire  for  affection  and 
companionship,  and  she  felt  a vague  and 
unpleasant  self-consciousness  whenever 
she  looked  in  Mr.  Baskins's  direction. 

When  her  work,  over  which  she  had 
busied  herself  an  unusually  long  time,  of- 
fered no  further  excuse  for  her  to  move 
about  the  room,  she  beckoned  her  father 
to  come  to  her,  and  held  a whispered  con- 
versation with  him  in  a distant  corner  of 
the  room. 

44 Not  to-night,”  Mr.  Baskins  heard  the 
old  man  say,  after  a little. 

4 4 Oh  yes,  ” pleaded  the  girl.  4 4 The  boys 
may  come  home  any  time  now.” 

“But  he's  here,” objected  Tom  Wicks, 
in  a loud  whisper. 

44 1 don’t  care,'’  returned  Mercy;  44 1 
don’t  want  to  see  him." 

Mr.  Baskins  winced  a little.  He  was 
used  to  being  made  a great  deal  of  among 
his  “set”  in  Marlinsburg,  and  though  he 
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cared  little  enough  for  this  untaught 
daughter  of  the  backwoods,  lie  did  not 
enjoy  such  absolute  indifference  on  her 
part.  It  was  rather  interesting  to  see  her 
blue  eyes  open  wide,  to  hear  her  voice, 
and  to  watch  her  stately  figure  as  she 
moved  around  the  room.  On  the  whole, 
he  did  not  fancy  the  idea  of  her  willing- 
ness to  be  gone  all  the  evening  any  more 
than  her  father  seemed  to,  and  he  under- 
stood very  well  from  what  Tom  Wicks 
had  told  him  that  she  was  asking  for  his 
month’s  pay,  in  order  to  secrete  it  upon 
the  mountain,  and  that  her  father  was 
protesting  against  such  an  uncourteous 
proceeding.  On  the  whole,  Mr.  Jim  Bas- 
kins concluded  that  he  had  better  be  going. 

“ I wonder  if  I can  find  that  place  where 
they  keep  people  overnight  ?”  he  remark- 
ed, interrogatively,  as  Mr.  Wicks,  having 
evidently  been  worsted  in  his  argument 
with  Mercy,  prepared  to  resume  his  seat 
beside  his  guest. 

“Sho,  now,”  said  the  old  man,  looking 
appealingly  towai*d  his  daughter;  “ cay  n’t 
we  fix  him  up — ” 

“ Now, pa,  you  know,”  interrupted  Mer- 
cy, fiercely,  “there  isn’t  a decent  bed  in 
the  house.” 

“They  ain’t  made  o’  down,  I know,” 
admitted  her  father,  meekly;  “but  sho, 
now,  Merce,  cayn’t  we  git  him  up — ” 

“No,  we  can’t,”  declared  Mercy,  per- 
emptorily. And  here  Jim  Baskins,  who 
could  not  help  noticing  that  her  face  had 
assumed  a color  and  her  eye  a fire  during 
this  discussion  which  made  her  positively 
handsome,  interrupted  the  discussion  to 
decline  any  further  effort  being  made  to 
arrange  quarters  for  him  in  the  Wicks 
mansion. 

“I  wouldn’t  inconvenience  you  for 
anything,  Miss  Mercy,”  he  said,  politely ; 
“and  although  I appreciate  your  kind- 
ness, Mr.  Wicks,  it  is  much  better  that  I 
should  go  elsewhere.” 

The  genuine  courtesy  of  his  manner 
wakened  Mercy’s  sense  of  propriety,  and 
she  spoke  repentantly  and  eagerly. 

“I’ll  show  you  the  way,”  she  said. 
“It  isn’t  much  further  for  me  to  go  past 
there.  It  is  a pretty  good  place — much 
better  than  our  house.” 

“I’ll  go  with  him  if  he’s  got  to  go,” 
said  Tom  Wicks,  sullenly. 

“No,  you  needn’t,”  returned  Mercy, 
the  violence  of  her  manner  all  gone  ; and 
quietly  taking  down  an  old  straw  hat  aud 
a worn  sh$iwl  from  a peg  beside  the  door, 
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she  put  them  on,  and  they  walked  out 
into  the  clear  starlight  of  the  May  night. 

Everything  was  very  still,  and  they 
hurried  on  some  distance  without  speak- 
ing. 

“I  should  think  you  would  be  afraid 
to  go  upon  the  mountain  alone  at  night,” 
said  the  young  man  at  last. 

She  raised  her  shawl  and  showed  a belt 
beneath  it,  in  which  was  thrust  a revolv- 
er. Then  she  folded  her  shawl  together 
again,  and  drew  herself  up  proudly. 

“ I’m  not  afraid  when  I have  that  on,” 
she  said.  “ There’s  wild-cats  on  the  mount- 
ain,” she  added,  “and  some  foxes,  but  I 
don’t  mind  them.  I don’t  mind  any- 
thing”— her  voice  dropped  almost  to  a 
whisper — “ when  it’s  for  Looly.” 

“ You  do  it  for  Looly,  then  ?”  said  Jim 
Baskins,  pretending  ignorance. 

“ I don’t  know  as  I ought  to  tell  you,” 
she  said,  simply,  and  looking  at  him  hard 
in  the  dim  light,  “but  father  says  you’re 
honest  as  the  day  is  long,  and  so  I don’t 
mind  telling  you.  You  see,  the  boys  would 
get  father’s  money  if  it  was  left  anywhere 
around  the  house,  so  I hide  it  up  on  the 
mountain,  and  I’m  going  to  spend  it  for 
Looly  one  of  these  days.” 

“I  should  think  you  would  have  your 
father  put  it  in  a bank.” 

“ The  boys  think  that  is  where  he  puts 
it,  but  pa  brings  me  up  a newspaper  now 
and  then,  and  I’m  always  reading  how 
somebody  has  run  off  with  the  bank’s 
money;  so  when  pa  said,  4 Put  it  in  a 
bank,’  I said,  ‘ No ; I’ll  hide  it  where  it  will 
be  safe and  I do.  You’ll  surely  not 
tell  ?” 

“Oh  no,”  he  said,  soberly.  “I’m  your 
friend,  and  I think  it’s  very  nice  that 
you  are  saving  up  your  money  for  your 
pretty  little  sister.  Most  girls  would 
spend  it  for  themselves.” 

Mercy’s  fine  face  softened.  “I’d  rather 
have  Looly  have  things,”  she  exclaimed, 
passionately,  “than  anything  else  in  the 
world.” 

“She  is  a very  pretty  little  girl,”  said 
Jim  Baskins,  patronizingly. 

“She’s  very  much  nicer  than  Bet,”  Mer- 
cy continued,  more  quietly.  “She  can 
read  and  write  and  cipher  some;  but  Bet’s 
dull  enough.” 

“ Who  taught  Looly  all  these  things  ?” 

“ I did,”  said  the  girl.  “ I don’t  know 
who  taught  me.  I reckon  pa  began  it. 
He  can  read,  and  so  could  ma  years  ago, 

but  she’s  forgotten  how.  Bet's  hateful 
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too,  "pursued  Mercy,  with  a philosophical 
calmness  of  analysis,  “ while  Looly  never 
is.  I don’t  let  Looly  run  around  as  Bet 
does.  I’ve  seen  lots  of  wickedness  in  this 
neighborhood,"  she  went  on,  with  an  air 
of  experience,  as  if  familiar  with  the  mul- 
titudinous sins  of  a thickly  settled  com- 
munity, which  was  amusing  even  to  Mr. 
Jim  Baskins’s  somewhat  obtuse  percep- 
tions, “but  Looly  sha’n’t  see  any  of  it. 
I’m  going  to  give  Looly  a chance.  But 
here’s  your  place.  Good-night." 

She  turned  from  him  abruptly,  the  flut- 
ter of  her  garments  swept  past  him  in  the 
starlight,  and  he  found  himself  standing 
alone  beside  a faintly  illumined  house, 
while  a dark  figure  creeping  up  a hill-side 
several  rods  away  showed  him  that  the 
daring  girl  was  already  well  started  on 
her  errand  of  love. 

Then  he  went  in.  He  found  that  every- 
thing was  as  his  young  conductor  had  de- 
scribed it,  and  he  was  soon  asleep,  and 
dreaming  of  young  girls  who  walked  like 
empresses,  abjured  ceremony  altogether, 
wore  revolvers  in  their  belts,  and  climbed 
lonely  mountains  at  dead  of  night. 

In  the  mean  time  Mercy  was  resolutely 
pursuing  her  way  up  the  mountain-side, 
and  it  was  a full  hour  after  she  left  Mr. 
Jim  Baskins  before  she  paused  at  all. 
Then  she  threw  herself  down  underneath 
a great  pine-tree  which  had  been  struck 
by  lightning,  and  which,  standing  by  it- 
self upon  a little  knoll,  was  easily  discern- 
ible from  the  valley  below. 

Beneath  its  bare  and  blasted  limbs  was 
a large  brown  stone,  as  large  as  Mercy 
could  lift,  but  she  managed  to  insert  her 
hand  beneath  it,  and  to  draw  out  there- 
from an  iron  box.  This  she  unlocked, 
depositing  her  treasure  in  it,  and  then  she 
returned  it  to  its  hiding-place. 

“It’s  very  strange,"  she  soliloquized, 
“ that  that  young  man  should  have  come 
up  from  Marlinsburg  to  see  me.  Any  of 
the  young  fellows  around  Wicks’s  Hollow 
could  have  told  him  that  I didn’t  treat  the 
young  men  very  well.  Now  there’s  Sally." 
“Sally”  was  Mercy’s  older  sister.  “ Ever 
since  Sally  married  Bill,  what  a life  she’s 
led ! Sally  was  better  than  Bet  too,  but 
now  it’s  drinking  and  quarrelling  and 
quarrelling  and  drinking  every  minute. 
I wouldn’t  marry  one  of  ’em— not  for  any- 
thing ; and  I wouldn’t  let  Looly.  Perhaps 
Looly  ’ll  grow  up  and  be  like  the  ladies 
that  ride  by  once  in  a while  in  their  car- 
riages. Perhaps  she  will  marry  one  of 
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those  fine  men — such  as  we  read  about. 

I’d  like  that  for  me  too,  but  not  one  of 
these  men  around  here,  nor  like  this  Mr. 
Baskins;  but  of  course  I can’t;  I haven’t 
had  any  chance.  Looly  shall  be  differ- 
ent. I won’t  have  Looly  feel  ashamed  of 
herself  as  I do,  not  if  I die  for  it." 

There  was  a rustling  in  the  bushes,  and 
the  girl  sprang  up  a trifle  nervously,  and 
peered  into  the  darkness,  clutching  her 
weapon  more  closely.  Then  she  pulled 
her  shawl  around  her,  and  taking  a differ- 
ent path  from  that  by  which  she  had  come, 
she  was  not  long  in  reaching  her  father’s 
cabin.  “The  boys"  had  not  come  even 
yet,  and  all  the  rest  were  asleep,  excepting 
Bet,  who  sat  beside  the  sputtering  candle, 
nodding  in  a stupid  doze.  The  foul  air  of 
the  squalid  interior  struck  with  a new 
force  upon  the  girl’s  quickened  sense. 

“I  wish  it  was  different,"  she  sighed 
aloud.  “It  isn’t  as  it  ought  to  be  ; but 
dear  me!  dear  me!  I can’t  seem  to  fix  it;" 
and  she  wearily  climbed  the  ladder  that 
led  to  the  loft,  and  was  soon  asleep  beside 
her  little  sister. 

It  was  less  than  a week  from  the  time 
that  Mr.  Baskins  had  made  his  first  visit 
to  Wicks’s  Hollow  that  he  found  his  way 
thither  again.  This  time  he  came  on  horse- 
back by  himself,  and  early  in  the  after- 
noon. Somehow  the  thought  of  the 
proud  girl  whom  he  had  seen  had  haunt- 
ed him.  He  wished,  with  a sort  of  un- 
reasonable persistence,  to  see  her  again, 
and  as  Jim  Baskins,  though  by  no  means 
refined,  and  not  what  would  be  called  a 
cultivated  fellow,  was  clean,  and  had  been 
brought  up  by  a neat  and  methodical 
mother,  he  thought  with  real  pity  of  Mer- 
cy’s ignorance  of  the  first  principles  of 
tidiness  and  good  housekeeping. 

“ I wonder,”  reflected  Mr.  Baskins— “ I 
wonder  if  she  couldn’t  learn  a good  deal 
out  of  one  of  these  books  that  they  have 
about  such  things?" 

He  decided  that  probably  she  could, 
and  bought  a work  of  that  character ; and 
as  he  happened  that  very  day  to  come 
across  a little  book  of  the  nature  of  a tract 
entitled  Cleanliness  is  next  to  Godliness , 
he  determined  to  make  up  a package  of 
books  for  Mercy,  and  to  inclose  surrepti- 
tiously within  it  the  two  volumes  which 
he  intended  for  her  personal  improvement. 

This  package  he  finally  concluded  to  take 
up  to  her  himself. 

He  found  her  as  indifferent  to  him  as 
before.  The  influences  of  the  starlight, 
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and  of  her  repentance  for  her  rude- 
ness to  him, had  made  her  very  gentle  and 
communicative  during  their  evening  walk 
together,  but  Mercy  had  thought  matters 
over  very  thoroughly  since  then,  and  she 
had  made  up  her  mind  that  in  case  Jim 
Baskins  should  ever  come  to  Wicks’s  Hol- 
low again — something  which  she  thought 
very  unlikely  to  happen — she  would  not  be 
any  more  agreeable  to  him  than  was  ab- 
solutely necessary  to  insure  the  safe-keep- 
ing of  thesecret  which, not  knowing  of  her 
father's  previous  confidences,  she  felt  that 
she  had  rather  unwisely  conlided  to  him. 

But  Mercy's  indifference  was  not  proof 
against  a package  of  beautiful  new  books. 

“For  me?”  she  cried,  when  he  had 
handed  them  to  her,  and  she  had  opened 
the  bundle.  “ And  Looly  and  I can  read 
them  ? See  here, Looly!  Isn't  it  splen- 
did r 

Mercy's  face  grew  rosy  with  pleasure, 
and  her  eyes  glowed.  The  young  man 
forgot  her  tangled  braids  and  her  tattered 
gown.  She  was  positively  beautiful. 

She  opened  one  book  after  another  in 
bewildered  ecstasy,  and  could  hardly  wait 
till  her  visitor  had  gone  to  examine  their 
contents.  Mr.  Baskins  did  not  stay  very 
long.  He  saw  her  impatience,  and  it 
pleased  while  at  the  same  time  it  piqued 
him.  When  he  rode  away  he  mentally 
registered  a vow  to  come  soon  again  up  to 
Wicks's  Hollow,  and  to  observe  what  ef- 
fect the  works,  upon  whose  selection  he 
had  expended  so  much  care,  had  had  upon 
the  young  girl  whom  he  so  much  desired 
to  cultivate. 

That  night,  when  Mercy  went  to  bed, 
she  thought  more  favorably  than  before 
of  Mr.  Jim  Baskins. 

“ How  good  it  was  of  him  to  bring  us 
so  many  books!”  she  reflected,  gratefully. 
“I  shouldn't  blame  him — nor  anybody 
else  — for  despising  us;  but  he  has  been 
very  kind  to  us,  and  the  next  time  he 
comes,  I'm  going  to  treat  him  better.” 

On  the  following  morning  Mercy  was  up 
betimes,  and  as  soon  as  her  father  and  his 
horses  disappeared  behind  the  brow  of  the 
hill  that  overhung  Wicks's  Hollow  she  sat 
down,  with  Looly  beside  her,  to  the  pile  of 
books.  “The  boys”  were  off  on  a fishing 
expedition,  Bet  was  idling  under  the  shade 
of  a tree  outside,  and  Mrs.  Wicks  rocked 
and  dipped  in  placid  stupidity  by  the  fire, 
all  oblivious  of  the  breakfast  table  still 
standiug,  and  of  the  general  disorder  of 
the  little  cabin. 
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The  cover  of  the  volume  on  Cleanliness 
is  next  to  Godliness  was  of  an  enticing 
blue,  and  Mercy  hastened  to  open  it  and 
to  inspect  its  contents.  The  subject  was 
treated  plainly  and  practically,  and  Mer- 
cy read  on  absorbedly  after  she  had  once 
begun.  No  such  work  had  ever  before 
come  under  her  notice,  and  Mr.  Jim  Bas- 
kins had  builded  even  better  than  he 
knew  in  inclosing  it  in  his  friendly  pack- 
age. 

“That’s  the  way  people  live,”  she  said, 
raising  her  head  after  a while,  and  look- 
ing sadly  out  of  the  window;  “nice  people 
don't  live  as  we  do.  That's  the  way  I 
want  you  to  live,  Looly  — dear  little 
Looly !”  She  caught  the  delicate  child  up 
in  her  arms  and  kissed  her.  “And  yet 
how  we  live ! How  lazy,  how  very  lazy, 
we  are!” 

She  sat  there  for  a moment  rocking 
and  kissing  the  child  passionately,  when 
a shadow  fell  across  the  doorway,  and 
Mercy  saw  that  a young  man  was  stand- 
ing there,  and  that  a beautiful  horse, 
from  which  he  had  evidently  just  alight- 
ed, was  tied  to  a tree  outside. 

She  sprang  up  and  looked  at  him  in 
curious  surprise.  He  was  a gentleman 
— this  Mercy  felt,  without  any  definite 
thought  on  the  subject,  in  every  fibre  of 
her  being.  Then  she  looked  down  at  her- 
self, as  she  had  looked  when  her  father 
had  brought  Jim  Baskins  up  to  see  them, 
only  with  a keener  mortification,  and 
from  herself  she  looked  around  upon  the 
untidy  room.  If  she  had  felt  its  mean- 
ness and  foulness  a moment  before,  in 
the  light  shed  upon  it  by  the  illuminating 
little  volume  which  she ‘had  just  been 
reading,  how  much  more  did  she  feel  it  in 
the  presence  of  this  man,  whose  elegance 
and  refinement  struck  the  girl  with  a 
senseof  romance— as  if  he  had  just  stepped 
out  of  one  of  the  novels  that  she  had  read. 
His  glance  rested,  as  he  bowed  to  her 
in  kindly  greeting,  upon  the  disordered 
room,  and  Mercy  almost  felt  herself  the 
little  shudder  which  he  gave  as  he  took 
it  all  in. 

“I  know,”  she  cried,  without  waiting 
for  him  to  speak,  intuitively  fathoming 
his  thought,  and  as  intuitively  imploring 
his  leniency— “ I know  I oughtn't  to  have 
let  things  go  so,  but  Mr.  Baskins  brought 
me  up  some  books  to  read,  and  so  I sat 
right  down  to  read  them.  It  wasn’t  nice ; 
it  wasn't  right.” 

She  spoke  with  an  eagerness  that,  k now- 
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ing  nothing  of  the  experience  through 
which  she  had  been  passing,  her  visitor 
could  not  understand. 

He  murmured  some  formal  words,  po- 
litely disclaiming  the  need  of  apology,  but 
was  interrupted  by  the  drawling  tones  of 
Mrs.  Wicks,  who  had  temporarily  roused 
herself  to  gaze  upon  the  distinguished 
stranger. 

“ Law,  Merce,”  she  said,  tugging  at  her 
chair  so  as  to  bring  it  around  where  she 
could  get  a better  view  of  their  visitor, 

4 1 what  ye  goin’  on  so,  fer  ? Cayn’t  ye  give 
the  gen’leruan  a chair  ?” 

“Excuse  me,”  said  the  young  man, 
who  seemed  little  more  than  a boy,  with 
his  fresh  face,  slight  mustache,  and  crisp 
dark  hair;  “my  name  is  Wesley  Spar- 
hawk,  and  I live  in  Marlinsburg.  I was 
about  taking  a ride  across  the  mountain, 
and  my  father  suggested  that  I should 
take  with  me  some  Bibles  and  tracts,  and 
distribute  them  along  the  way.  I’m  not 
much  used  to  such  work,”  he  said,  smiling 
into  Mercy’s  eager  face,  “but  I’m  more 
than  willing  to  try  and  do  a little  good — and 
I will  leave  some  with  you,  if  you  like.” 

Looly  took  a book  that  the  stranger 
held  out  to  her,  and  gazed  up  into  his 
handsome  eyes  with  winning  sweetness. 
He  had  spoken  rapidly,  and  Mrs.  Wicks 
had  not  been  able  to  rouse  herself  enough 
to  follow  him. 

“ What  ?”  she  said,  stupidly. 

The  sound  of  her  crackling  voice  check- 
ed the  answering  smile  with  which  Wesley 
Sparhawk  was  looking  back  into  the  child’s 
face,  and  just  then  Bet  came  sauntering  in 
at  the  door,  adding  another  unpicturesque 
element  to  the  already  far  from  pleasant 
scene. 

“Some  Bibles  and  tracts,”  repeated  the 
young  man. 

“Ye  don’t  mean  it!”  rejoined  Mrs. 
Wicks,  having  finally  grasped  his  mean- 
ing. “Law!  I’ve  seen — men  with  sech 
things — colporteurs,  ain’t  it?” — extrica- 
ting the  word  from  the  confusion  of  her 
memory  with  a ludicrous  effort — “but  ye 
don't  look  like  that  kind — ye  don’t,  reely.” 

In  response  to  this  remark,  which  she 
evidently  intended  to  be  highly  compli- 
mentary, the  young  man  looked  down  at 
his  clothes,  as  if  with  a sudden  sense  of 
their  unfitness,  and  blushed  slightly. 

“I’m  not,  exactly,”  he  stammered,  ap- 
proaching her  with  a tract  in  his  hand, 
“but  I trust  that  you  will  like  the  books 
that  I leave  with  you  just  as  well.” 
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Mercy  had  caught  at  the  Testament 
which  he  had  given  Looly,  and  was  look- 
ing at  it  intently. 

“ I’ve  one  just  like  it,”  she  said,  proud- 
ly. “See  here,”  and  she  hastened  to  get 
the  well-thumbed  volume  from  a shelf 
near  by  and  to  exhibit  it. 

“That’s  good,”  said  Mr.  Wesley  Spar- 
hawk,  approvingly,  and  noting  the  girl’s 
glowing  face  and  noble  carriage  with  sur- 
prised interest.  “Please  accept  this  Bible ;” 
and  he  held  out  to  her  the  most  elegantly 
bound  among  the  half-dozen  books  that  he 
carried. 

* Her  hand  trembled  with  pleasure  as  she 
took  it.  “Thank  you,”  she  said,  simply; 

“ I love  dearly  to  read.” 

The  difference  between  the  girl’s  lan- 
guage and  her  mother’s  struck  the  young 
man  with  astonishment.  This  slovenly, 
good-looking,  majestic  young  daughter  of 
the  backwoods  interested  him. 

“I  see  you  have  a good  many  books,” 
he  said,  pointing  to  the  pile  beside  the 
chair  where  she  had  been  sitting. 

“Yes,”  she  said — “some  new  ones  that 
Mr.  Baskins  sent  us.  Some  of  them  tell 
about  housekeeping  and  such  things.  I’ve 
learned  a great  deal  f rom  them,  and  I mean 
to  read  every  word  in  them.  Its  for 
Looly  more  than  for  the  rest  of  us,”  she 
went  on,  in  obedience  to  the  look  of  in- 
quiry in  his  face.  “It  doesn’t  make  much 
difference  about  Bet  and  me- we’re  older 
— but  I mean  to  give  Looly  a chance  to 
learn  and  have  things,  and  I mean  to 
bring  her  up  right.  This  is  Looly.”  She 
gathered  the  child  to  her  affectionately. 

“I  want  her  to  grow  up  to  be  a lady.” 

The  terrible  discrepancy  between  her 
desires  and  the  realistic  squalor  of  the 
room  seemed  to  strike  the  poor  girl  with 
crushing  force.  Her  self-command  failed 
her  in  her  excitement ; she  put  her  apron 
to  her  face,  and  he  could  see  that  she  was 
crying  quietly,  while  Mrs.  Wicks  began  a 
drawling  remonstrance.  The  whole  thing 
was  a total  mystery  to  her. 

The  young  man  flushed  with  pity.  The 
situation  lay  revealed  before  him,  and  he 
felt  an  instinctive  desire  to  help  this  grop- 
ing soul. 

“I’m  very  sorry,”  he  said.  “ I’m  going 
to  be  gone  several  days,  but  when  I come 
back  I shall  stop  again,  and  leave  you 
some  more  books.”  He  handed  some 
tracts  to  Bet  as  he  spoke,  and  bidding 
them  all  a courteous  good -morning,  flung 
himself  upon  his  horse  and  rode  away. 
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Mercy  rose  and  wiped  her  eyes,  and  as  but  not  deigning  to  rise.  “I’ve  enjoyed 
she  looked  after  Mr.  Wesley  Sparhawk,  those  books  so  much!  Looly  and  I have 
riding  up  the  mountain -side,  her  heart  read  nearly  all  of  them,  haven’t  we, 
gave  a quick,  determined  throb.  “ It  shall  Looly  ?” 

be  different  when  he  comes  again,”  she  The  child  nodded,  and  crept  close  to  her 
resolved,  and  turning  back  into  the  un-  sister. 

sightly  room,  she  began  with  a firmness  “I’m  very  glad,”  commented  Mr.  Bas- 
of  touch  and  an  energy  of  spirit  not  un-  kins,  with  a beaming  face.  “ I thought 
like  that  which  must  have  characterized  you’d  like  them.  And  how  nice  you  look 
the  great  reformers  to  inaugurate  in  her  here!  You  must  be  expecting  a beau,  I 
* own  small  sphere  an  era  of  reform.  guess.” 

An  hour  later  she  sat  over  her  little  sis-  Bet,  who  was  lying  on  a settee  in  the 
ter,  curling  her  long  light  hair — Mercy’s  corner,  giggled  at  this,  and  sat  up,  as 
pride,  but  hitherto  only  occasionally  re-  though  the  conversation  for  once  began 
duced  to  order.  Then  Bet  received  what  to  assume  an  interesting  complexion;  and 
that  young  woman  described  to  her  bro-  Mrs.  Wicks,  who  was  stationed  by  the 
thers  later  as  a “goings-over,”  and  after-  door  in  the  inevitable  rocking-chair,  and 
ward  Mercy  herself  underwent  a species  engaged  in  her  usual  absorbing  occupa- 
of  transformation,  and  thoroughly  wea-  tion  of  dipping  snuff,  cackled  forth  a fee- 
ried,  but  with  a glow  of  pride  more  fervent  ble  expression  of  mirth, 
than  any  that  she  had  ever  known  before,  “ Sal  used  ter  have  lots  o’  beaus,”  she 

she  sat  down  to  gaze  about  her,  and  to  remarked,  proudly,  and  smiling  a weak 
enjoy  the  result  of  her  hardly  worked  but  approving  smile  upon  Mr.  Jim  Bas- 
out  resolution.  Then  she  fell  to  reading,  kins,  as  she  thus  endeavored  to  cover  what 
That  night  she  lay  long  awake  ponder-  she  considered  to  be  one  of  Mercy’s  most 
ing  on  what  she  had  read,  on  the  ways  important  deficiencies.  “An’  Bet  seems 
wrhich  she  might  use  to  bring  about  cer-  ter  please  the  young  fellers  more’n  Merce 
tain  needed  reforms,  and  on  the  strange  does, ’’she  continued.  “ Merce  she  cayn’t 
happenings  of  the  day.  The  thought  of  abide  ’em,  she  says.  I do’  know — I sh’d 
resentment  toward  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  had  think—”  And  here  Mrs.  Wicks’s  dis- 
not occurred  to  Mercy.  Instead,  her  soul,  course  relapsed  into  a mumble  which  nei- 
which  had  scarcely  ever  known  a small  ther  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  nor  any  of  the  oth- 
or  a selfish  consideration,  was  filled  with  era  present  could  very  well  understand, 
gratitude  to  him.  She  understood  now  “ I liked  this  book  best,”  said  Mercy,  ig- 
how  it  had  been  something  more  than  noring  the  recent  turn  of  the  conversation, 
shame  of  their  poverty  which  had  made  Her  heightened  color  and  uplifted  head 
her  so  averse  to  going  anywhere  or  to  were  the  only  indications  that  she  had 
having  company,  and  why  the  better  class  heard  what  had  just  been  said.  She  took  up 
of  their  neighbors  upon  the  mountain  had  one  of  the  books  as  she  spoke,  and  opened 
seemed  to  slight  and  shun  them.  She  felt  its  leaves  caressingly,  and  though  Mr.  Jim 
that  now  she  had  found  the  key  to  better  Baskins  could  not  understand  her  fond- 
times  for  Wicks’s  Hollow,  and  her  soul  ness  for  it,  nor  for  any  other  book,  not 
rejoiced  with  the  consciousness  as  she  fell  being  a man  much  addicted  to  reading,  he 
asleep.  sat  down  and  devoted  his  energies  to 

A few  days  later  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  paid  making  himself  agreeable  to  thi&  obdu- 
another  visit  to  the  locality  which  had  rate  young  woman.  She  was  handsome 
come  to  hold  such  a fascination  for  him,  enough  to  excite  his  profoundest  admira- 
and  he  was  filled  with  an  honest  pleasure  tion  this  afternoon,  and  in  her  gratitude 
when  he  saw  signs  of  revolutionary  tend-  to  him  was  uncommonly  complaisant, 
encies  among  the  residents  in  the  Wicks  Her  subdued  laugh  rang  out  pleasantly 
cottage  as  he  drew  rein  before  the  door,  several  times,  and  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  had  to 
By  the  window,  aud  showing  unmistaka-  acknowledge  to  himself  that  he  had  nev- 
ble  signs  of  careful  attention  to  her  toilet,  er  heard  a more  melodious  voice  than 


sat  Mercy  herself,  awkwardly,  but  with 
feverish  haste,  sewing  away  upon  a piece 
of  new  calico. 

“I’m  making  a dress  for  Looly,”  she 
announced,  smilingly,  looking  up  at  him 
with  a tired  and  heated  face  as  he  entered, 
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hers.  It  was  not  until  the  shackly  wag- 
on and  lean  horses  of  old  Tom  Wicks  came 
rattling  down  into  the  Hollow  that  Mer- 
cy’s visitor  took  any  thought  of  the  flight 
of  time.  She  politely  invited  him  to  stay 
to  supper  again,  but  she  did  not  urge  him. 
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She  had  been  civil,  and  even  very  plea- 
sant, to  Mr.  Jim  Baskins,  but  she  did  not 
like  him  very  well,  after  all,  and  she  was 
not  sorry  when  he  declined  her  invitation 
with  thanks,  remounted  his  horse,  and 
rode  slowly  away.  To  tell  the  truth,  Mr. 
Jim  Baskins  was  getting  to  be  very  much 
in  love,  and,  as  the  Marlinsburg  belles  of 
that  young  gentleman's  “circle”  would 
have  expressed  it,  “ with  one  of  those” — or 
the  belles  might  have  said  “ them” — “low- 
down  Wickses  upon  the  mountain.” 

It  was  two  or  three  days  after  this  that 
another  young  man  flung  himself  from 
his  horse  and  entered  the  Wicks  cabin. 
It  was  Mr.  Wesley  Sparhawk,  who  had 
been  playing  in  a rather  amateur  but 
quite  honest  fashion  the  part  of  a mission- 
ary toward  the  benighted  mountaineers 
in  the  region  adjacent  to  his  home.  Young 
Sparhawk  had  not  found  this  improvised 
sort  of  “circuit- riding”  altogether  pro- 
ductive of  pleasure,  and  his  face  was  some- 
what paler  and  his  air  more  subdued  than 
when  he  had  called  before  in  Wicks's  Hol- 
low. Still,  as  Mr.  Wesley  Sparhawk  had 
a good  deal  of  “ bottom,”  he  was  not  dis- 
heartened. He  was  only  a young  man 
accustomed  to  no  harder  labor  than  such  as 
pertained  to  the  care  of  his  toilet  and  to 
the  acquisition  of  his  lessons  at  school 
and  at  college,  and  he  had  found  his  long 
ride  and  the  numerous  calls  that  he  had 
made  in  his  new  capacity  excessively  ex- 
hausting. He  had  rather  dreaded  appear- 
ing again  at  the  Wicks  cottage,  for  scarce- 
ly in  all  his  tour  had  he  encountered  one 
so  uninviting.  But  he  remembered  the 
tall,  fine-faced  girl  whom  he  had  seen 
there,  and  he  felt  a strong  desire  to  see 
her  again,  aud  to  learn  if  the  protesta- 
tions that  she  had  made  so  earnestly  had 
amounted  to  anything. 

Mercy  saw  him  coming,  for  though  she 
would  not  have  admitted  it  even  to  her- 
self, she  had  been  watching  for  him  for 
several  days,  and  she  looked  around  her 
home  at  the  various  metamorphoses  w hich 
she  had  accomplished,  with  a flutter  of 
pride  and  delight.  It  was  true  that  Bet 
had  hardly  been  able  to  keep  up  with 
the  march  of  civilization  in  Wicks’s  Hol- 
low, and  that  Mrs.  Wicks,  long  since  past 
regeneration,  had  absolutely  refused  to 
submit  to  many  of  Mercy’s  regulations. 
She  had  even  roused  herself  to  a more  vio- 
lent exertion  than  for  several  years  past, 
to  denounce  in  unqualified  terms  the  rev- 
olutionary measures  which  undoubtedly 


contributed  more  to  her  immediate  dis- 
comfort than  to  her  pleasure.  Therefore 
she  still  remained  a blot  of  no  small  pro- 
portions upon  the  landscape;  but  Mercy 
herself  was  fresh  and  neat,  Looly  was  as 
sweet  as  a daisy,  and  the  cabin  was  as 
clean  as  Mercy’s  strong  young  arms  could 
make  it. 

Mr.  Wesley  Sparhawk  paused  upon  the 
threshold,  and  surveyed  Mercy’s  rejuve- 
nated domains  with  a smile  of  surprised  * 
approval. 

“I  declare  you’ve  kept  your  word,”  he 
said,  and  as  he  took  her  hand  and  looked 
into  her  proud  eyes  the  blood  flowed  fast- 
er in  his  veins,  and  she  felt  a thousandfold 
repaid  for  the  labor  she  had  given,  and  a 
new  impulse  to  continue  the  good  work. 

He  came  into  the  cabin  and  sat  down, 
laying  beside  her  chair  a pile  of  books 
and  papers  which  he  had  brought.  A book 
which  she  had  been  reading  lay  on  the  win- 
dow-sill ; it  was  the  book  of  which  she  had 
spoken  in  such  admiring  terms  to  Mr.  Bas- 
kins. He  picked  it  up  and  turned  the 
leaves. 

“This  is  a nice  story,” he  said;  “the 
only  trouble  with  it  is  that  it  ends  in  such 
an  improbable  way.” 

The  girl  looked  at  him  inquiriugly. 

This  was  iconoclastic. 

“I  mean,”  he  explained,  “that  it  was  a 
pity  the  hero  should  have  married  that 
girl.  Not  but  that  she  was  noble  and  all 
that,  but  they  had  been  brought  up  so  dif- 
ferently, of  course  they  could  never  be 
happy  together.  It  isn’t  in  reason,”  con- 
tinued Mr.  Wesley  Sparhawk, marking  the 
intense  concern  which  the  girl  manifested, 
and  glad  to  be  able  to  enlighten  her  ig- 
norance by  his  exegesis.  “He  had  been 
brought  up  in  the  midst  of  elegance,  and 
her  advantages — ” He  checked  himself. 

He  had  forgotten  for  a moment  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  he  was  speak- 
ing, “ It  was  different  with  her,”  he  con- 
cluded, lamely. 

“ Yes,”  said  Mercy,  in  a low  voice, 
“she  had  been  poor  always,  and  hadn’t 
had  any  chance.” 

“It  made  a nice  story,  only  it  couldn’t 
ever  have  happened  and  turned  out  well 
in  real  life,  you  see.  The  general  test  to 
apply  to  a painting  or  a story  or  almost 
anything  is,  Is  it  natural  ? is  it  practical  ? 

If  it  isn’t,  it  isn’t  good.” 

“Yes,” said  Mercy,  gravely,  “I  under- 
stand. ” She  drew  herself  up  a little.  Her 
pride  had  been  touched,  how  deeply  she 
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did  not  know  until  long  afterward.  Her 
large  toil-stained  hands,  especially  disfig- 
ured by  recent  unwonted  exertions, opened 
and  closed  convulsively.  Was  there,  then, 
no  chance  that  Looly  should  ever  grow 
up  to  marry  a different  sort  of  man  from 
Sally’s  Bill  and  the  young  men  around 
Wicks’s  Hollow  ? And  a dim  little  hope 
that,  in  spite  of  her  efforts  to  crush  it,  had 
dared  to  bloom  for  herself  in  her  inner- 
most heart  seemed  to  be  trodden  down  in 
a moment. 

The  young  man  sat  talking  longer  than 
he  had  meant  to.  He  felt,  without  formu- 
lating his  feelings,  that  he  had  hurt  the 
girl’s  self-respect  a little,  and  he  tried  to 
make  her  forget  it,  by  taking  up  book  after 
book  and  commenting  laughingly  upon 
them  all.  And  Mercy  forgot  everything 
else  in  listening  to  him,  until  she  too  be- 
gan to  impart  her  impressions  of  what  she 
had  been  reading,  and  her  ideas  were  so 
unsophisticated,  so  daring,  so  original, 
her  face  was  so  fair,  and  her  eyes  so  lu- 
minous while  she  told  of  them,  that,  un- 
awares, the  young  man  was  more  charmed 
by  her  than  he  would  have  cared  to  own. 

“I  wish  you  would  go  down  to  Mar- 
linsburg  to  some  of  the  meetings,”  he  said 
at  last.  “You  would  like  them.” 

Mercy  shook  her  head.  “I  wouldn’t 
go  down  there  for  anything,”  she  said. 
Her  figure  dilated  a little,  and  she  held 
her  head  a trifle  higher.  “The  Marlins- 
burg  people  look  at  me  so,”  she  added,  “ I 
can’t  stand  it.  I’ve  only  a sun-bonnet  to 
wear  and  a calico  dress,  and  I’m  never  go- 
ing anywhere  again  until  we  get  enough 
money  saved  to  educate  Looly.  It’s  too 
late  to  do  much  for  me,  but  I mean  to  give 
her  a good  chance.” 

The  young  man  asked  some  questions 
about  this  matter,  and  Mercy  told  him 
what  she  was  doing,  though  not  so  fully 
as  she  had  told  Mr.  Jim  Baskins. 

“ And  your  father  is  saving  this  money 
for  Looly  ?” 

‘ 1 He  lets  me  save  it,  ” she  said,  smilingly. 

The  young  man,  accustomed  as  he  had 
always  been  to  the  luxuries  of  great  wealth, 
glanced  pitifully  around  the  bare  little 
dwelling.  To  put  away  money  needed,  it 
seemed  to  him,  to  supply  the  daily  wants 
of  life,  for  such  a purpose  as  that  for  which 
this  girl  was  hoarding  it,  struck  him  as 
rather  fine — rather  grand.  He  began  to 
admire  this  strange  exotic  among  the  reg- 
ulation “poor  white”  growths  of  Wicks's 
Hollow  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart. 
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The  clock  struck  six. 

“I  must  go,”  said  the  young  man,  rising 
reluctantly.  “I’ve  a fancy  that  you  will 
go  to  the  meetings  some  time  if  I’ll  come 
and  get  you,”  he  added,  as  he  rode  away. 

She  shook  her  head,  but  she  smiled. 

She  would  rather  do  even  that  than  not 
to  see  him  again. 

“I  reckon  you  will,”  he  laughed  back 
to  her,  and  her  heart  thrilled  with  intense 
regret  as  she  watched  him  disappear  be- 
hind the  hill.  How  handsome,  how  dis- 
tinguished he  was!  How  inferior  to  him 
Mr.  Jim  Baskins  appeared  as  she  mentally 
compared  them ! Yet  perhaps  she  should 
never  see  him  again,  and  her  heart  gave  a 
great  throb  of  pain  as  she  thought,  but  she 
did  not  stop  to  account  for  it. 

It  was  now  nearly  time  for  her  father 
to  come  home,  and  Mercy  hastened  to  kin- 
dle a fire,  and  to  get  everything  in  readi- 
ness for  his  arrival.  She  had  been  very 
watchful  of  him  and  attentive  to  his  wants 
lately,  and  no  one  had  appreciated  more 
warmly,  or  at  least  more  demonstrative- 
ly, than  he  the  efforts  which  she  had  been 
making  for  the  elevation  of  the  Wicks 
family. 

“Now  ye  don’t,  Merce!”  he  had  ex- 
claimed, when  the  reforms  had  first  be- 
gun in  earnest.  “ Law,  now,  chile,  ye’ve 
had  all  the  work  to  do  for  years  now,  an’ 

I allers  thought  ye  more’n  done  yer  juty ; 
but  now — Law,  Merce,  I’m  right  smart 
proud  o’ ye;  Ireelybe!” 

Mercy  loved  her  father  next  to  Looly 
of  all  the  family,  and  his  praise  was  very 
sweet  to  her;  and  so  when  the  hour  drew 
on  for  him  to  appear — earlier  than  usual 
on  this  night,  as  it  was  Saturday,  the  day 
on  which  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  had  made  his 
first  visit  to  Wicks’s  Hollow — she  saw  to 
it  that  her  father  should  be  well  received. 

A stern  something  within  the  girl,  some- 
thing which  must  have  descended  to  her 
from  some  far-back  Puritan  ancestor,  was 
constantly  warning  her  against  retrogra- 
dation. 

“I’m  going  to  keep  it  up,”  she  had  said 
to  herself  through  shut  teeth,  when  her  mo- 
ther and  Bet  had  stood  like  roaring  lions, 
so  to  speak,  in  the  way  of  her  projects — 
“I’m  going  to  keep  it  up  if  it  kills  me.” 

But  it  Avas  not  going  to  kill  her.  Her 
plans  once  matured  and  system  once  in- 
augurated, she  had  an  executive  ability 
and  a natural  love  of  method  which  were 
gradually  developing,  and  which  made 
things  easy  for  her. 
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Young  Sparhawk  remembered  his  part- 
ing words  to  her.  Indeed,  they  and  Mer- 
cy Wicks’s  face  had  been  in  his  mind  a 
great  deal  since  he  had  made  such  an  un- 
expectedly long  call  at  Wicks’s  Hollow, 
and  he  had  wanted  to  go  and  see  her 
again  even  before  he  could  invent  a reason- 
able excuse.  But  he  learned  that  a camp- 
meeting was  to  be  held  in  a grove  half- 
way between  Marlinsburg  and  Wicks’s 
Hollow,  and  he  decided  to  invite  Mercy  to 
attend  it  on  a certain  afternoon  with  him. 
As  he  mounted  his  buggy  and  took  an 
early  start  for  the  mountain  he  could  not 
conceal  from  himself  that  the  camp-meet- 
ing would  offer  a pleasanter  way  of  keep- 
ing his  promise  to  Mercy  than  bringing 
her  down  to  Marlinsburg,  where  he  was 
well  known,  and  where  he  understood  that 
no  amount  of  deference  to  his  acknow- 
ledged desire  to  do  good  would  mitigate 
the  fact  that  he  was,  in  a small  way, 
“waiting  upon”  a young  woman  in  just 
the  social  position  of  Miss  Mercy  Wicks. 

Mercy,  in  the  mean  time,  had  passed 
through  a rather  liarrowing  experience, 
Mr.  Jim  Baskins  having  made  her  anoth- 
er visit,  and  his  maimer  having  been  such 
that  Mercy  had  felt  it  incumbent  upon 
her  to  treat  him  in  a very  cavalier,  not 
to  say  forbidding,  way.  In  fact,  so  very 
caustic  had  she  been  upon  his  departure 
that  Mr.  Jim  Baskins  had  left  in  high 
dudgeon,  and  she  knew  very  well  that 
he  would  never  come  back.  He  had  not 
“made  love”  to  Mercy,  but  her  quick 
sense  had  detected  strong  indications  that 
he  was  about  to  do  so,  and  she  had  felt 
that  that  was  something  she  could  not 
and  would  not  allow.  She  had  thought 
of  it  since  with  some  misgivings.  How 
kind  Jim  Baskins  had  been  to  give  her  those 
books!  What  a blessing  they  had  proved 
to  her!  Perhaps  she  had  been  too  rude 
to  him ; and  then  perhaps — she  had  glean- 
ed this  impression  from  the  stories  that  she 
had  read — perhaps  she  ought  to  give  Mr. 
Baskins  back  the  books  he  had  brought 
her.  This  was  much  against  Mercy’s  in- 
clinations, and  she  did  not  propose  to  do 
it  unless  some  new  revelation  of  her  duty 
should  be  made  to  her. 

When  young  Sparhawk  drove  up  to 
the  door,  therefore,  Mercy  was  sitting  in 
a deep  brown-study  by  the  window,  writh 
her  sewing  lying  unheeded  in  her  lap ; but 
when  his  eyes  met  hers,  a tell-tale  glow 
overspread  her  face,  and  she  sprang  up  to 
welcome  Ijim.  A voice  within  him  chided 
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him  a little  as  he  saw  her  brightening  face. 
Were  these  quite  the  circumstances  under 
which  to  do  missionary  work  to  the  best 
advantage  ? 

But  it  was  a beautiful  day,  and  he  felt 
young  and  happy,  and  he  acknowledged 
to  himself  a very  strong  desire  to  listen 
again  to  this  frank  girl’s  pleasant  voice, 
and  to  watch  her  as  she  made  her  odd 
comments  upon  life  and  books. 

But  Mercy  steadfastly  refused  to  go  to 
the  meeting  with  him.  And  when  he 
found  there  was  really  no  use  in  urging 
her,  he  asked  her  suddenly  if  she  wouldn’t 
ride  a little  way  with  him. 

Her  face  flushed  with  pleasure,  and  her 
heart  beat  so  fast  that  she  could  scarcely 
answer  him. 

“To  drive  with  you?”  she  repeated, 
wonderingly.  This  was  like  the  books 
that  she  had  read.  It  was  like  a beauti- 
ful dream.  But  she  preserved  outwardly 
her  usual  calm  dignity  of  demeanor  as 
she  made  her  preparations,  and  amid  the 
wide-mouthed  but  fortunately  indistinct 
comments  of  her  mother  and  of  Bet,  she 
kissed  Looly,  and  drove  away  with  Wes- 
ley Sparhawk.  Their  road  lay  through 
piny,  shady  woods.  The  girl  threw  off 
her  ugly  sun-bonnet,  and  her  fair  hair 
curled  about  her  glowing  face  as  she  talk- 
ed gayly  with  him  of  the  books  that  she 
had  read  and  of  the  scenes  through  which 
they  had  been  passing. 

It  Avas  like  a fairy  hour  to  her,  and  a 
most  delightful  experience  to  him,  and 
when  he  left  her  at  the  door  of  the  little 
cabin  he  i>romised  to  come  up  soon  again, 
and  to  bring  her  up  some  books  of  which 
he  had  been  telling  her. 

Before  many  days  he  kept  his  word, 
and  appeared  bearing  the  parcel  of  books 
that  he  had  promised.  A week  later  he 
came  again,  and  another  visit  succeeded. 
By  this  time  the  young  man  owned  to  him- 
self that  he  was  the  victim  of  a violent 
passion  for  the  beautiful  backwoods  girl, 
and  Mercy  knew  in  her  secret  heart  that 
she  was  living  but  for  her  lover’s  smile, 
and  that  the  days  were  dark  when  he  did 
not  come.  Still  the  young  man  said  no- 
thing. So  beautiful  a dream  should  not 
be  disturbed,  he  reasoned  in  his  blindness. 

One  evening,  after  he  had  left  her,  Mercy 
watched  him  out  of  sight,  and  Looly,  who 
had  come  quietly  up  beside  her  as  she 
stood  looking  after  him,  twined  her  arms 
around  her  sister,  and  they  walked  grave- 
ly in  together.  Then  Mercy  moved  si- 
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lently  about  the  room  preparing  the  sup- 
per. Her  mother  had  grown  almost  af  raid 
of  her,  and  very  respectful,  since  this  fine 
young  man  had  begun  to  come  to  Wicks’s 
Hollow,  and,  indeed,  Mercy’s  manner,  al- 
ways dignified,  had  become  almost  majes- 
tic during  these  glorified  weeks  which 
had  seen  the  growth  of  this  love  in  her 
heart — a love  such  as  the  common  souls 
by  which  she  was  surrounded  could  nei- 
ther appreciate  nor  understand.  They 
had  all  felt  a subtle  change  in  her,  even 
to  “ the  boys,”  but  they  had  dared  to  say 
very  little  to  her,  though  at  Bet,  who  was 
constantly  indulging  in  flirtations  with 
the  neighboring  farmers’  sous,  they  were 
always  flinging  taunts  and  innuendoes. 
To-night,  however,  when  “Jake”  came 
home  he  had  been  drinking  a little,  and 
he  had  met  Wesley  Sparhawk  as  he  had 
been  going  home. 

“Fine  beau  ye  have  thar,  Merce,”  he 
said,  sulkily,  as  he  came  in  at  the  door. 
“ Wonder ’f  he’ll  be  too  stuck  up  ter  speak 
to  his  gal’s  relations  after  the  weddin'  ?” 

Mercy  turned  on  him  with  flaming 
eyes,  and  seemed  to  grow  perceptibly 
taller  as  she  looked  at  him. 

“He's  not  my  ‘beau’!”  she  cried,  pas- 
sionately. “Don’t  you  ever  say  such  a 
thing  as  that  again and  the  boy,  excited 
though  he  was  with  drink,  did  not  dare  to 
open  his  lips  again. 

That  night  Mercy  went  early  to  bed,  but 
her  brother’s  words  rang  in  her  ears,  and 
she  kept  thinking,  over  and  over  again, 
of  the  story  of  which  Wesley  Sparhawk 
had  talked  with  her  week#  before. 

“He  had  been  brought  up  in  luxury, 
and  she— so  differently.”  “They  could 
never  have  been  happy.  ” ‘ ‘ It  could  never 
have  happened  in  real  life.” 

As  she  thought,  she  sobbed  and  cried 
until,  with  the  violence  of  her  grief,  al- 
though the  night  had  worn  then  into  the 
small  hours,  she  even  weakened  Looly, 
who  begged  piteously  to  know  why  she 
was  weeping.  The  morning  was  growing 
red  in  the  east  before  she  finally  fell  asleep. 

The  next  day  she  read  the  story  over 
again.  Somehow  lately  she  had  not 
thought  much  about  it.  After  she  finish- 
ed reading  it  she  laid  the  book  down  and 
thought  out  a sequel  to  it.  Her  quicken- 
ed imagination  devised  a multitude  of 
things  which  a girl  like  the  one  in  the 
story  might  do  to  shock  and  offend  a fas- 
tidious husband.  No ; such  a thing  could 
not  happen  in  real  life,  as  Wesley  Spar- 
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hawk  had  said.  It  ought  not  to  happen. 
People  should  marry  people  something 
like  themselves;  and  as  she  worked  out 
the  problem  more  and  more  clearly  and 
convincingly  in  her  mind,  a little  poem 
which  she  had  read  somewhere,  and  which 
had  for  its  refrain, 

“I  have  dreamed  my  dream, 

I have  wakened  at  last,” 

flitted  through  her  mind  again  and 
again  as  she  went  sternly  about  her  work. 

In  the  afternoon  she  had  usually  sat 
down  of  late  to  a long,  happy  time  of  sew- 
ing, or  of  reading  with  Looly,  but  to-day 
Mercy  could  not  work.  She  could  only 
sit  and  hold  her  little  sister  and  cry  silent- 
ly as  she  kissed  and  kissed  the  wondering 
child's  face.  It  was  only  two  or  three 
nights  before  that  she  had  made  the  long, 
lonely  journey  up  the  mountain-side  to  de- 
posit some  more  money  for  Looly.  The 
boys  were  getting  very  impatient  lately 
because  so  little  of  their  father's  earnings 
found  its  way  into  their  hands,  and  Mercy 
was  inwardly  fretted  lest  Jim  Baskins  in 
his  pique  had  managed  to  let  them  know 
her  secret.  She  had  therefore  removed 
the  box  in  which  she  kept  the  money  to 
an  altogether  different  part  of  the  mount- 
ain from  where  it  had  been  before,  and 
had  hidden  it  anew. 

“Whatever  happens  to  me,  my  pet, 
your  future  shall  be  sure/’  she  murmured 
in  the  child’s  ear.  “Mercy  will  see  to  it 
that  her  little  Looly  has  a chance.  She 
shall  have  everything  that  Mercy  can  get 
for  her.” 

Then  she  looked  up  and  started,  for  a 
horse  was  cantering  swiftly  down  the  hill, 
and  she  knew  that  Wesley  Sparhawk  had 
come  again. 

He  alighted,  fastened  his  horse,  and 
came  toward  her.  She  looked  very  grave 
and  stately,  and  very  cold,  though  her  lashes 
were  wet, and  she  was  holding  her  little  sis- 
ter to  her  with  desperate  closeness.  When 
he  had  left  her  on  the  evening  before,  she 
had  been  all  smiles  and  warmth.  He 
could  not  understand  this  sudden  change. 
He  took  a seat  beside  her  underneath  the 
great  tree  where  she  had  been  sitting, and 
then  she  released  Looly, whispering  in  her 
ear,  and  the  child  silently  disappeared, 
leaving  them  alone  together. 

Young  Sparhawk's  face  was  very  pale, 
and  his  lips  trembled,  and  as  soon  as  the 
little  girl  had  left  them  he  began,  impetu- 
ously: “I  have  come  back  because— be- 
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cause  I have  thought  it  over  a good  many 
times,  and  I want— I want,  as  you  say, 
Mercy — I want  to  ‘give  you  a chance.’ 
You  are  young  yet,  Mercy:  don’t  you 
want  to  go  to  school  ?” 

She  looked  at  him  in  vague  bewilder- 
ment. “I  couldn’t,”  she  gasped.  “Oh 
no;  it's  out  of  the  question.  There’s  Loo- 
]y,  and  father,  and  Bet,  and  all  of  them, 
and  I couldn’t.  I’m  twenty  now,  and  oh, 
I couldn’t  that  way,  anyway.” 

She  stopped,  for  her  voice  began  to 
choke.  Her  sleeplessness  of  the  night  be- 
fore, and  the  long  strain  which  she  had 
been  unconsciously  enduring  for  the  last 
few  weeks,  and  which  had  culminated  in 
her  terrible  mental  struggle  of  the  past 
twenty-four  hours,  had  left  her  very  weak. 
She  knew  what  he  was  going  to  say,  and  a 
voice  within  her  kept  repeating:  “It  can 
never  be;  it  can  never  be.” 

“I’ve  come,  Mercy,”  he  said,  huskily, 
“to  think  everything  of  you,  and  I be- 
lieve you  love  me.  Now  the  only  thing 
you  need  to  make  you  all  that — all  that — 
is  necessary  is  an — an  education.  I’ve 
plenty  of  money,  Mercy,  and  two  or  three 
years  at  a good  boarding-school  would  be 
all  that  you  would  need,  and  then,  then — ” 
And  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he  knew  Bet 
to  be  furtively  watching  him  from  a con- 
venient window,  he  seized  Mercy’s  hand 
and  drew  closer  beside  her. 

“Don’t  you  Imow,”  she  said,  with  a 
great  effort,  and  in  a strangely  altered 
voice — “don’t  you  know  in  the  story — he 
had  been  brought  up  in  luxury,  and  she — 
it  had  been  so  different  with  her  ?” 

“That  was  another  case  altogether,” 
said  Wesley  Sparhawk,  impatiently.  ‘ ‘ She 
had  not  been  educated.” 

“Oh  yes,  she  had,”  corrected  Mercy, 
growing  more  fluent  as  her  convictions 
became  more  intense.  “She  had,  as  you 
say,  4 seen  a great  deal  of  the  world,’  ” and 
she  went  on  to  describe  some  of  the  details 
of  the  story  which  had  apparently  escaped 
his  mind,  until  he  stopped  her,  imperi- 
ously. 

“Well,  they  were  not  we,  Mercy,”  he 
said.  “I  can’t  be  happy  without  you, 
and  if  you  want  me  to  have  any  peace  of 
mind,  you  must  marry  me.  You're  a good 
girl ; you’re  a perfect  queen,  Mercy ; you’re 
the  noblest  girl  I ever  saw.  Just  think 
what  you’ve  done  up  here  in  the  woods 
without  any  help — in  fact,  with  everything 
against  you!  It’s  wonderful!  How  dif- 
ferent your  life  is  now  from  what  it  was 
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only  six  short  months  ago  when  I first 
saw  you,  and — ” 

She  stopped  him  with  a gesture  of  de- 
spair. 

“But  I could  never  learn — ” 

“Yes,  yes—” 

“No,  I could  never  learn  to  be  what 
your  wife  ought  to  be.  I should  always 
feel  that  you  had  stooped  to  marry  me. 

I could  never  bear  the  scorn  of  your 
friends,  nor  your  scorn  of  mine.  Oh,  it 
would  kill  me!” 

Her  hands  hid  her  face  from  him,  and 
she  began  to  sob. 

“Now  listen  to  me,  Mercy,”  he  com- 
menced, again  peremptorily,  but  again 
she  stopped  him. 

“ I can  not  tell  you  how  plain  it  is  to 
me,”  she  said,  growing  calm  and  dispas- 
sionate once  more:  “it  is  as  if  an  angel 
had  shown  me  what  was  going  to  happen. 

I seem  to  see  our  life  just  as  it  would  be, 
even  if  I should  try  to  learn  how  to  be 
different,  and  should  marry  you.  I seem 
to  see  such  suffering  for  you,  such  misery 
for  me — ” 

“The  picture  is  not  true!”  he  cried,  de- 
spairingly. “ I shall  do  by  you  just  what 
is  right  as  nearly  as  I can  find  it  out,  and 
it  ivould  bring  happiness  to  us  both.  I 
have  always  had  my  way,  Mercy,  and  I 
am  not  a bad  man,  am  I ? I should  not 
scorn  you  nor  let  you  be  scorned.  I would 
kill  any  one — ” 

She  checked  him  again. 

“It  is  of  no  use,”  she  said.  “I  have 
made  up  my  mind  that  it  is  best  that  you 
should  go  and  not  come  back.  You  will 
find  somebody — ” Her  eyes  filled  with 
tears,  her  voice  failed  her,  and  she  left 
her  sentence  unfinished.  “ I commenced,” 
she  said,  a moment  later,  while  he  watch- 
ed her  in  a silence  half  mournful,  half 
angry — “I  commenced  by  working  for 
Looly,  and  I am  sure  that  that  is  my 
work  that  God  has  given  me  to  do — to  help 
Looly  on — and  that  that’s  why  He  never 
gave  me  any  chance  for  myself.  I think 
you  are  good — oh,  I do  respect  you  very 
much — but  I think  I can  stand  it,  and  be 
happy”  (after  a while)  “ working  for  Loo- 
ly. You  had  better  go  now.  Good-by.” 

She  walked  away  from  him  slowly, 
sorrowfully,  but  with  an  air  that  forbade 
him  from  following  her.  He  turned  once 
when  he  had  nearly  reached  his  horse,  but 
she  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  so  he  mount- 
ed and  rode  away.  A few  days  later  he 
came  again,  but  she  had  seen  him  coming, 
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and  in  evident  expectation  that  he  would 
return,  had  prepared  a note,  which,  run- 
ning away  herself,  she  had  left  with  Loo- 
ly  to  be  given  him.  It  said,  in  Mercy’s 
cramped  and  unaccustomed  hand,  “You 
must  not  come;  I shall  always  be  gone.” 
And  after  that  he  came  no  more. 

It  was  a raw  and  gusty  day  in  the  fol- 
lowing March,  when  Mr.  Wesley  Spar- 
hawk,  sitting  in  his  father’s  elegant  libra- 
ry in  Marlinsburg,  was  told  that  a visitor 
wished  to  see  him,  and  a moment  later 
Mercy  Wicks  was  shown  into  the  room. 
At  first  he  did  not  know  her,  but  she  qui- 
etly removed  her  woollen  hood,  and  then, 
in  spite  of  a great  change  which  had  come 
over  her  face,  he  recognized  it. 

“ My  God  r he  cried,  springing  up  and 
leading  her  tenderly  to  a seat.  “ What  is 
it,  Mercy?  What  ails  you  ? Have  you 
been  ill  ?” 

She  nodded  mutely.  Tears  were  trick- 
ling down  her  face,  and  she  coughed  again 
and  again. 

“Ah,  you  have  come  to  tell  me,”  he 
cried,  “that  you  have  changed  your 
mind  ?” 

“ No,  no,”  she  said,  unsteadily ; “ I was 
right;  I see  it  now  more  plainly  than  I 
saw  it  before ; but,  oh ! it  was  very  sweet 
to  have  you — love — me !” 

Her  tears  began  to  flow  again,  and  the 
young  man,  overcome  by  the  pathos  of 
her  looks  and  of  her  words,  laid  his  head 
in  his  hands  upon  the  table  and  sobbed 
aloud. 

When  she  grew  calmer,  she  drew  a 
heavy  bag  from  underneath  her  shawl. 

“I  came  to  bring  you  this,”  she  said. 
“ It’s  Looly’s  money,  you  know,  that  I 
used  to  keep  on  the  mountain.  I went  up 
there  two  or  three  weeks  ago  and  got  it. 
I was  growing  so  weak  that  I knew  I 
couldn’t  go  again,  and  I’ve  brought  it  to 


you.  You’ll  see  that  it  is  spent  for  Looly 
— you’ll  see  that  she  has  everything  done 
for  her  that  this  money  can  buy,  won’t 
you  ?— for  the  love  that  you  said  you  had 
for  me.” 

He  bowed  assent,  and  took  the  money 
in  his  hands.  He  could  not  speak,  but  she 
had  grown  quite  calm,  and  went  on  to  tell 
him  about  herself. 

“I’ve  been  running  down  ever  since 
you  saw  me,”  she  said.  “They  say  it’s 
quick  consumption,  or  something  like  that, 
and  the  doctor  said  that  it  would  kill  me 
to  go  out  to-day ; but  I felt  able,  and  I want- 
ed you  to  see  to  this.  I felt  as  if  I could 
trust  you,  and  you  would  know  just  what 
kind  of  a lady  I wanted  Looly  to  be.  If 
I’m  to  die  before  she  is  grown  up,  of 
course  it  might  as  well  be  soon  as  a little 
later.  I think  Looly ’d  better  go  away 
somewhere  before  long.  I’ve  told  pa,  and 
he  has  promised  to  do  just  as  you  say.  I 
rode  down  with  him,  and  I know  lie’s  in  a 
hurry  to  go  back,  so  I reckon  I hadn’t  bet- 
ter stay  any  longer,  for  you  understand.” 

She  rose  weakly,  and  though  he  begged 
to  be  allowed  to  take  her  home,  she  would 
only  let  him  go  with  her  to  the  place  where 
she  was  to  join  her  father. 

“ I declare!”  said  one  street  idler  to  an- 
other, as  he  saw  them  going  by  together, 
“who’s  that  Wesley  Sparliawk’s  helping 
along  with  such  care  ? Looks  like  some- 
body out  of  the  backwoods,  and  I reckon 
it  is.  By-tlie-way,  I’ve  heard  he  was  just 
smitten  with  a daughter  of  that  old  Wicks 
that  lives  up  on  the  mountain  in  what  they 
call  ‘Wicks’s  Hollow.’  Heard  that  he 
offered  himself  to  her,  and  she  wouldn’t 
have  him ; but  of  course  that  couldn’t  pos- 
sibly be  so.” 

“Of  course,”  rejoined  his  companion, 
with  an  incredulous  sneer,  as  they  watch- 
ed the  strange  pair  out  of  sight. 

A month  later  Mercy  Wicks  died. 


A BRUISED  ROSE. 

BY  CHARLES  W.  COLEMAN.  JI  N. 


THE  revelry  that  fill’d  the  night  is  done: 
Hush’d  is  the  patter  of  once  dancing  feet, 
The  rustle  of  rich  fabrics,  laughter  sweet; 
The  music  still’d,  and  morning,  newly  born, 
Hears  but  its  echo. 
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One  poor  bruised  rose, 

Let  fall  upon  the  floor  from  some  fair  breast. 
Is  all  that  tells  it  was  no  cunning  jest 
Wrought  by  the  deft  romancer  of  repose; 

The  music,  laughter— all  a fitful  gleam. 
Press’d  from  the  pillow  of  a broken  dream. 
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IT  is  much  to  be  desired  that  the  effort  to 
reform  criminals  should  be  put  upon  a 
philosophical  basis.  Efforts  resting*  on  un- 
calculating philanthropy,  on  the  general 
impulse  of  humanity,  on  sentimentality, 
have  been  tried  with  very  moderate  suc- 
cess. Here  and  there  a criminal  has  been 
reformed  by  kindness,  by  a change  in  his 
physical  condition,  by  an  appeal  to  his 
moral  nature,  by  a stroke  of  religious  con- 
viction of  sin.  But  observation  of  the 
criminal  class,  made  even  in  the  best  pris- 
ons, the  model  prisons,  those  conducted 
in  accordance  with  the  most  advanced  hu- 
manitarian ideas,  must  convince  any  one 
that  the  rose-water  method,  the  rewards 
and  punishments  method,  the  sanitary 
method,  are  alike  and  all  united  inade- 
quate to  touch  the  great  criminal  mass. 
To  reach  that,  with  rescue  and  salvation 
for  any  considerable  number,  we  must  re- 
sort to  more  radical  measures;  we  must 
know  what  the  criminal  of  the  determined 
criminal  class  is  in  his  nature;  and  we 
must  study  some  method  likely,  on  philo- 
sophical principles,  to  change  the  tenden- 
cy and  direction  of  that  person’s  life. 

In  regard  to  the  criminal  class,  society 
has  two  duties — one  to  itself,  the  other  to 
the  criminal.  No  society  can  afford,  for 
its  own  sake,  to  be  brutal  and  barbarous 
in  its  dealingwiththe  unfortunate,  the  out- 
cast, the  confirmed  vicious.  Society  itself 
is  hardened  and  made  base  by  public  exe- 
cutions, by  such  foul,  degrading,  horrible 
prisons  as  were  common  forty  years  ago, 
by  the  spectacle  of  chain-gangs  of  fero- 
cious, sodden  wretches,  such  as  may  be 
seen  to-day  at  work  on  the  public  highways 
in  Georgia  and  elsewhere.  These  sights 
are  exceedingly  demoralizing  and  brutal- 
izing to  all  who  witness  them.  It  is  to 
be  noted  that  in  prisons  of  the  old  bar- 
baric sort  the  attendants  tend  to  the  low 
level  of  the  prisoners  they  guard.  The 
reform  of  prisons  and  in  prison  methods 
was  therefore  a step  demanded  by  the 
self-respect  of  the  community.  As  a step 
in  civilization  it  has  been  worth  all  it 
cost.  It  marks  a higher  plane  of  humani- 
ty reached.  It  was  necessary  to  any  fui’- 
ther  action.  We  shall  never  go  back  to 
the  old  methods  of  dealing  with  criminals 
any  more  than  we  shall  go  back  to  the  old 
methods  of  dealing  with  the  insane. 

But  when  we  come  to  ask  what  is  the 
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net  result  of  all  this  upon  the  criminals, 
when  we  inquire  what  effect  clean,  whole- 
some, well-aired  prisons,  good  diet,  decent 
clothes,  mitigation  of  time  of  sentence  by 
orderly  behavior,  books,  gaslight  in  cells, 
lectures,  holiday  dinners,  tracts,  sympa- 
thetic visitations,  flowers,  have  upon  the 
prison  class  itself,  we  must  confess  that 
the  outlay,  in  money  and  feeling  and  ef- 
fort, is  altogether  disproportionate  to  the 
number  of  criminals  changed  from  their 
law-breaking  lives.  The  lot  of  prisoners 
is  a good  deal  easier  than  it  used  to  be;  in 
some  cases  they  come  out  of  prison  no 
more  degraded  than  when  they  went  in; 
in  rare  cases  they  do  reform ; but  I fear  it 
is  the  simple  truth  that  the  criminal  class 
is  essentially  untouched  by  all  our  amelio- 
rations, by  all  our  philanthropy  and  sen- 
timentality. Mind,  I do  not  say  that  pris- 
on reform  has  not  at  all  lessened  the  num- 
ber of  those  who  return  for  second,  third, 
and  fourth  terms,  and  that  I do  not  say  it 
has  not  hindered  from  further  degrada- 
tion some  who,  as  we  may  say,  were  acci- 
dentally in  State-prison,  not  belonging  to 
the  determined  criminal  class.  But  I do 
say  that  the  present  system  fails  to  deal 
with  the  difficulty  in  any  adequate  way; 
for  our  prisons  are  full  and  enlarging, 
and  the  criminal  class  grows  and  becomes 
daily  an  increasing  danger. 

Is  there  any  remedy  ? Is  there  any  way, 
theoretically,  that  promises  to  change  the 
confirmed  criminal?  Is  there  any  evidence 
that  this  theoretical  way  will  work  prac- 
tically ? Yes.  I firmly  believe  there  is  a 
way,  and  there  is  an  example.  That  reme- 
dy, that  way,  is  education,  but  education 
under  proper  conditions.  And  by  educa- 
tion I do  not  mean  the  teaching  of  know- 
ledges, the  imparting  of  information, 
learning  from  books  or  any  other  source. 

I mean  education  in  the  original  significa- 
tion of  the  word ; that  is,  discipline,  the  de- 
velopment of  unknown,  unused  powers, 
the  restoration  of  lost  powers — in  short,  a 
training  and  bringing  out  of  all  the  pow- 
ers and  faculties  that  go  to  make  up  a man, 
sound  in  mind,  in  morals,  in  body.  A 
very  radical  remedy  ? Yes,  we  must  ac- 
knowledge that  it  is.  Nothing  but  a rad- 
ical remedy  will  reach  the  radical  difficul- 
ty. We  are  dealing  with  human  nature, 
with  perverted  and  diseased  human  na- 
ture, and  we  must  go  very  deep,  and  not 
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expect  any  adequate  result  from  any  su- 
perficial treatment. 

Now  what  is  the  confirmed  criminal  ? 
As  a preliminary  to  this  inquiry,  I want 
to  say  that  the  object  of  it,  and  of  this 
paper,  is  to  meet  squarely  the  common  ob- 
jection to  education  as  the  leading  fac- 
tor in  prison  reform,  namely,  that  to  edu- 
cate one  of  the  criminal  class  is  to  make 
him  a more  accomplished  and  dangerous 
rascal,  to  fit  him  with  tools  to  prey  more 
successfully  upon  society.  If  this  is  a 
sound  objection,  we  must  look  elsewhere 
for  any  philosophical  or  ethical  basis  of 
prison  reform. 

Now  what  is  the  criminal  as  we  know 
him  in  State-prison  ? I do  not  mean  the 
exceptional  prisoner  who  has  fallen  once, 
or  whose  crime  was  due  to  some  sudden 
temptation,  to  passion,  to  intoxication.  I 
am  speaking  of  the  heavy  mass  in  our 
jails  who  were  either  born  in  vice  and 
nurtured  in  crime,  inheriting  it  or  acquir- 
ing it  young,  or  who  from  a decent  estate, 
by  repeated  violation  of  the  law.  have  be- 
come criminals.  They  are  in  an  abnor- 
mal condition,  physically,  mentally,  mor- 
ally. Physically  they  are  brutalized,  if 
not  diseased.  Look  at  their  faces,  the 
shape  of  their  heads;  they  are  heavy,  logy 
in  movement,  coarse  in  fibre,  physically 
degraded,  as  a rule.  Crime,  the  habit  of 
wickedness,  is  not  only  stamped  upon  the 
face,  it  is  ingrained  in  the  physical  man, 
and  the  body  which  was  meant  to  be 
the  temple  of  a noble  spirit  is  a tenement 
fit  for  a degraded  soul.  I mean  this  lit- 
erally,that  the  flesh  itself  is  inert,  debased, 
even  where  it  is  not  organically  impaired 
by  vice. 

This  heavy,  degraded  body  is  a type  of 
the  distorted,  abnormal  mind.  The  mind 
may  not  be  what  the  psychological  spe- 
cialist would  call  diseased,  but  it  is  dwarf- 
ed, and  either  undeveloped  or  far  from 
being  in  a healthy  state.  It  may  be  ab- 
normally developed  in  certain  directions, 
just  as  the  man's  body  may  be  strong  or 
skilled  for  certain  purposes.  But  it  is 
lacking  in  many  vital  qualities  of  a good 
mind.  It  may  be  sharp,  ferret-like,  cun- 
ning, but  it  is  narrow,  lion-receptive;  it 
wants  stability,  character;  the  will-power 
is  inert  for  any  persistence  in  a good  pur- 
pose. As  soon  as  the  man  attempts  to 
put  his  life  into  normal  conditions,  he 
finds  that  his  intellect  is  unable  to  serve 
him.  In  short,  vice,  vicious  thinking, 
has  impaired  his  powers. 

Dlgltl^fQcfbgle1 


Of  course  his  moral  nature  is  in  perfect 
sympathy  with  his  physical  and  mental 
state.  He  has  not  only  lost  any  impulse 
to  choose  between  right  and  wrong,  he 
has  largely  lost  the  power  of  discrimina- 
ting between  right  and  wrong.  He  pre- 
fers evil.  Everything  in  his  nature,  by 
long  habit,  gravitates  toward  the  bad  and 
the  base.  The  man  is  consistent  with 
himself.  His  mind  is  as  sluggish  and 
brutal  as  his  body.  The  moral  nature  is 
warped  and  debilitated.  It  is  easier  for 
such  a person  to  do  wrong  than  to  do 
right,  to  live  basely  than  to  live  cleanly. 
And  he  hates  to  make  any  effort  to 
change.  Well  he  may,  for  the  effort 
must  be  a radical  one. 

Now,  for  such  a man,  if  you  propose  to 
reform  him,  improved  physical  conditions 
are  not  enough.  Good  food,  wholesome 
lodgings,  pure  air,  regular  work,  will  make 
him  more  decent,  in  a manner  increase 
his  self-respect  perhaps,  make  him  a more 
tractable  prisoner;  but  for  any  effect  on 
the  man’s  character,  in  most  cases,  this  is 
only  a pampering  that  will  not  dispose 
him  to  a better  life  when  his  sentence  ex- 
pires. For  such  a man,  with  a mind  so 
stunted  and  warped,  no  amount  of  know- 
ledge will  avail  to  supply  his  radical  defi- 
ciencies. His  mind  does  not  so  much 
need  learning  as  it  needs  discipline,  the 
development  and  strengthening  of  its 
powers.  For  such  a man,  whose  moral 
nature  is  as  unstable  as  water,  no  tem- 
porary or  seutimental  religious  excite- 
ment will  avail  to  put  his  feet  on  a rock 
where  he  can  stand  against  temptation. 

A man  coarse  in  fibre,  weak  in  will,  an 
easy  prey  to  vice,  can  be  excited,  can  be 
melted  into  tears,  will  fall  into  a mush  of 
repentance,  but  the  mood  will  probably 
only  be  a passing  sentiment. 

No:  this  abnormal  creature  must  have 
some  treatment  that  will  change  his  three- 
fold nature  and  radically  remake  him.  I 
can  see  no  power  within  the  grasp  of  man 
that  can  do  this  except  discipline,  applied 
to  the  body,  to  the  mind,  to  the  moral 
sense,  simultaneously,  and  so  long  con- 
tinued that  body,  mind,  and  soul  get  new 
fixed  habits.  Individuals  doubtless  are. 
sometimes,  as  I said,  reformed  by  kind- 
ness, by  sympathy,  by  favorable  environ- 
ment, by  a chance  seed  falling  into  their 
hearts.  But  for  the  most  of  the  criminal 
class  in  our  prisons  I see  no  hope  of  any 
considerable  improvement  of  condition 
except  by  the  sort  of  discipline  I speak  of. 
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Let  us  see  how  this  ought  to  work  upon 
the  man — how,  in  fact,  it  has  worked  in 
one  institution  with  which  we  are  famil- 
iar. I do  not  refer  to  this  institution  for 
the  sake  of  saying  anything  of  the  tact 
and  skill  of  its  manager,  but  to  call  your 
attention  to  the  philosophic  basis  upon 
which  his  effort  rests.  For  it  is  very  im- 
portant that  the  fact  should  be  recognized 
that  a principle  is  involved  in  the  attempt 
at  the  Elmira  Reformatory  which  is  en- 
tirely independent  of  the  adaptability  of 
its  manager  to  deal  with  men.  Of  course 
much  depends  upon  the  man  in  any  sys- 
tem or  institution.  In  teaching  deaf-mutes 
there  is  great  difference  in  the  power  of 
men  to  awaken  inert  faculties.  We  may 
have  a good  system  of  municipal  govern- 
ment the  working  of  which  may  be  de- 
feated by  a bad  or  incompetent  mayor,  or 
we  may  have  a defective  system  which  may 
yield  fair  results  with  a competent, honest 
executive ; but  it  remains  true  that  a good 
system  will  eventually  give  the  best  re- 
sults. What  I am  concerned  to  say  about 
Elmira  is  that  the  system  is  philosophical, 
and  capable,  with  modifications  here  and 
there,  of  universal  application. 

I will  not  here  enter  upon  the  question, 
which  is  a question  by  itself, whether  it  is 
worth  while  to  attempt  to  reform  the  crim- 
inal class,  any  further  than  to  remark  that 
it  is  better  economy  for  the  tax-payer  to 
spend  money  in  this  way,  with  such  re- 
sults as  are  demonstrable,  than  to  pay 
more  money  for  handling  the  criminal 
class  the  way  we  handle  it  now.  The  cost 
of  reforming  a certain  number  of  crim- 
inals, who  are  to  some  extent  self-support- 
ing while  in  confinement,  is  less  than  the 
cost  of  watching,  catching,  trying,  and  im- 
prisoning them,  on  shorter  or  longer  sen- 
tences, over  and  over  again,  to  say  nothing 
of  their  depredations  on  society.  Nor  will 
I say  anything  of  the  labor-reform  demand 
that  prison  labor  must  produce  nothing 
that  free  labor  might  produce,  except  to 
point  out  the  absurdity  of  the  position  that 
honest  men  should  be  taxed  for  the  lodg- 
ing, feeding,  and  clothing  of  willful  crim- 
inals in  idleness. 

In  order  to  reform  any  person  addicted 
to  evil  living,  an  adequate  motive  must  be 
offered.  At  Elmira  the  powerful  motive 
is  the  desire  of  regaining  liberty.  This 
would  seem  enough,  but  it  is  not  always 
sufficient  to  arouse  ambition  in  a sluggish 
nature,  especially  when  the  period  of  in- 
carceration is  fixed  and  is  short.  This 


motive,  then,  has  to  be  supplemented  by 
others.  A way  must  be  found  to  arouse 
the  sluggish  body  and  interest  the  dormant 
mind.  It  is  sometimes  long  before  this 
way  can  be  discovered.  These  ruined  na- 
tures have  often  very  little  that  can  be  ap- 
pealed to  successfully.  But  I believe  there 
is  in  most  men  and  women,  however  de- 
graded, the  seed  of  a better  life.  The  first 
step  will  probably  be  the  awakening  an 
interest  in  something  outside  themselves ; 
not  a purpose  of  change,  but  simply  an 
interest.  It  may  be  a desire  to  learn  the 
alphabet,  or  an  awakened  taste  for  read- 
ing, or  a little  inclination  to  know  some- 
thing. It  may  be  a pride  in  personal  ap- 
pearance, or  a wish  to  get  commendation 
for  good  behavior,  or  a dawning  sense  of 
the  agreeableness  of  order,  neatness,  clean- 
liness. Or  it  may  be  some  pleasure  in  a 
discovered  power  to  do  well  a piece  of 
work.  This  interest,  once  aroused,  can  be 
stimulated  by  various  incitements,  slight 
rewards  of  promotion,  the  fear  of  social 
degradation ; and  this  path  of  doing  well 
will  become  powerfully  attractive  when  it 
is  seen  to  be  the  path,  and  the  only  one,  to 
liberty.  But  this  interest  in  any  form, 
with  even  the  prize  of  liberation,  can  not 
be  depended  on  to  last.  The  will  of  the 
criminal  is  weak  and  vacillating.  He  can 
not  be  depended  on,  he  can  not  depend 
upon  himself,  for  continuance.  He  may 
fail  and  fall  again  and  again.  The  only 
remedy  in  his  case — and  it  is  the  common 
case — is  to  keep  him  at  it,  keep  him  trying, 
until  a habit  is  formed,  until  his  will  is 
strengthened,  until,  in  fact,  it  is  mentally 
and  physically  just  as  easy  for  him  to  live 
a normal,  healthful  life  as  it  was  to  live  a 
disorderly  life. 

In  the  life  that  is  required  of  him  under 
the  Elmira  system  it  is  very  difficult  for  a 
man  to  sham.  The  study,  the  work,  the 
behavior,  demanded  of  him  continuous- 
ly almost  preclude  hypocrisy.  The  neo- 
phyte may  try  to  pass  himself  off  as  do- 
cile, and  even  as  pious,  but  no  deceit  lasts 
long  under  this  severe,  exacting,  trying 
discipline,  which  is  applied  equally  to  his 
attention  in  the  workshop,  his  alertness 
in  school,  and  to  all  the  details  of  his  per- 
sonal behavior  and  appearance.  The  re- 
quirements are  too  rigid.  If  the  man  does 
not  put  himself  willingly  and  honestly 
into  harmony  with  his  position,  he  is  pret- 
ty certain  to  break  down  and  go  back  into 
the  harder  conditions  of  prison  life.  These 
he  finds  very  unwelcome  after  a taste  of 
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something  better,  and  he  tries  again,  with 
a new  resolution.  The  pressure  is  inces- 
sant. The  incentive  of  liberty,  better  ap- 
prehended as  he  gets  into  a normal  state, 
is  always  inviting  him.  Meanwhile  hab- 
it is  doing  its  work.  He  can  continue 
longer  in  a straight  course.  He  begins  to 
feel  in  all  his  renovated  physical  and  mor- 
al nature  not  only  the  desire  for  liberty, 
but  a longing,  however  faint,  to  make  a 
man  of  himself. 

The  important  thing,  as  necessary  in 
this  system  to  getting  out  of  confinement 
as  to  becoming  a man,  is  the  formation 
of  habit.  And  here  is  where  the  notion 
of  an  indeterminate  sentence  comes  in  as 
the  only  condition  of  forming  a fixed 
habit. 

An  indeterminate  sentence  is  the  sen- 
tence of  a convict  to  confinement  until  in 
the  judgment  of  some  tribunal  he  is  fit  to 
go  out  into  society  again,  until  it  is  evi- 
dent that  he  is  likely  to  be  law-abiding.  If 
a person  is  determined  upon  a criminal 
life,  the  best  thing  that  can  be  done  for 
him  and  for  society  is  to  confine  him 
where  he  can  do  no  mischief,  and  where 
his  labor  will  pay  for  his  keeping,  so  that 
he  may  not  be  an  expense  to  society  nor 
a terror  to  it.  And,  logically,  he  should 
be  confined  until  there  is  good  reason  to 
believe  that  he  will  be  a self-supporting, 
law-abiding  member  of  community.  Now 
the  difficulty  heretofore  has  been  to  deter- 
mine when  a person  might  safely  be  re- 
leased on  an  indeterminate  sentence.  Un- 
der the  present  prison  system,  if  release 
depended  simply  on  good  behavior,  on  ex- 
ternal observance  of  rules,  most  criminals 
are  shrewd  enough  to  behave  admirably, 
and  to  even  offer  evidence  of  Christian 
con  version,  in  order  to  get  release.  Where 
is  there  a tribunal  that  could  pass  upon 
his  character  ? The  Elmira  system  com- 
pels a person  literally  to  work  out  his 
own  salvation.  It  will  take  some  men  a 
longer  and  some  men  a shorter  time  to  do 
it,  that  is,  to  acquire  such  a habit  that  for 
a given  period  they  can  stand  perfect  in 
study,  in  work,  in  conduct.  Under  our 
present  rule  of  determinate  sentences 
there  are  many  incorrigible  cases.  Prob- 
ably there  are  some  natures  incapable  of 
being  changed  to  anything  better.  Let 
such  stay  where  they  can  pay  for  their 
living  and  not  injure  society.  But  it  is 
difficult  to  say  of  any  man  that  he  can  not 
be  reached  and  touched  by  discipline,  phys- 
ical, mental,  and  moral,  for  a longtime  and 
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continuous;  that  it  is  impossible  to  drill 
him,  in  years  of  effort,  into  a habit  of  de- 
cent living  and  a liking  for  an  orderly 
life.  It  is  impossible,  psychologically  and 
physiologically,  for  a person  to  obey  rigid 
rules  of  order  and  decency,  to  be  drilled 
in  mental  exercises,  to  be  subject  to  super- 
vision for  intelligent  and  attentive  labor, 
for  a considerable  length  of  time,  and  not 
form  new  habits,  not  be  changed  sensibly 
and  probably  radically.  It  may  be  in 
one  year,  it  may  be  in  ten  years,  but  ul- 
timately habits  will  be  formed,  and  the 
man  can  not,  without  a greater  or  less  ef- 
fort, be  what  he  was  before  he  was  sub- 
jected to  this  process. 

This  is  the  education  of  which  I speak ; 
this  is  the  education  which  does  not  fit  or 
incline  a man  to  be  an  expert  criminal, 
but  which  makes  a disorderly  life  in  his 
case  improbable.  And  he  himself  deter- 
mines when  he  is  fit  to  go  out  of  confine- 
ment and  out  of  the  discipline  to  which 
he  has  been  subjected.  His  record  shows 
it,  for  his  record  shows  whether  he  has 
acquired  new  habits  and  is  really  changed. 
Of  course  some  tribunal  must  pass  upon 
this  record  and  upon  the  whole  appear- 
ance and  tendency  of  the  man,  but  its 
work  is  comparatively  easy,  and  liable  to 
few  mistakes.  After  release,  of  course 
something  must  be  done  to  place  this  man, 
who  has  acquired  a habit  of  and  a liking 
for  a correct  life,  in  a position  in  commu- 
nity where  he  has  a chance  to  maintain 
himself.  He  can  not  be  turned  loose  to 
all  temptations  in  face  of  the  contempt  of 
the  world.  But  philanthropy  can  provide 
for  that  as  a part  of  the  system  which  has 
given  him,  by  long  discipline,  the  habit  of 
decent  living.  And  it  will  happen  that 
when  the  community  understands  this 
system,  the  finding  employment  for  men 
who  have  been  in  State-prison  will  not  be 
so  difficult  as  it  is  now. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that  nobody 
likes  to  give  employ  ment  to  or  take  i nto  any 
position  of  trust  a convict  released  from 
our  present  prisons.  Commonly  there  is 
less  reason  to  trust  him  than  before  that 
experience.  But  the  case  is  exactly  re- 
versed as  to  a man  who  has  been  subjected 
for  years  to  the  discipline  I describe.  Be- 
fore you  complain  of  want  of  sympathy 
in  the  community,  prison  management 
must  show  that  it  has  done  something  to 
deserve  that  sympathy. 

The  key-note  of  the  system,  let  me  re- 
peat, is  the  discipline  of  education  of  the 
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body,  the  mind,  and  the  moral  nature, 
applied  simultaneously,  and  continued, 
by  means  of  the  indeterminate  sentence, 
long  enough  to  form  a habit  of  orderly 
living.  Along  with  this  habit  will  inev- 
itably go  the  taste  for  a better  life.  The 
man  out  of  jail  who  has  a love  of  reading 
and  a habit  of  it  has  one  safeguard  against 
dissipation.  But  when  one  who  has  been 
a criminal  has  not  only  this  habit,  but  also 
that  of  neatness,  of  order,  of  wholesome 
occupation,  has  lost  something  of  the  in- 
ertness of  body  and  gained  alertness  of 
mind  and  an  interest  in  the  broader  affairs 
of  life,  and  has  at  the  same  time  such  a 
quickening  of  the  moral  faculties  as  will 
enable  him  to  discriminate  between  right 
and  wrong,  he  is  tolerably  well  furnished 
for  the  conflict  of  life. 

We  are  not  expecting  a Utopia.  We 
know  the  tendency  of  human  nature. 
Even  the  best  bred  and  nurtured  fall  into 
vice  and  crime.  All  the  children's  aid 
societies  can  not  dry  up  all  the  sources 
of  criminal  life.  We  shall  have  criminals 
and  the  sad  necessity  of  prisons.  But  we 
certainly  can  practice  some  economy  in 
dealing  with  the  one  and  in  administering 
the  other;  we  can  arrive  at  a sensible, 
philosophic  basis  of  action,  and  not  go 


on  wasting  our  energies  anti  disappointing 
our  sentimentality  by  the  present  unphil- 
osophical  and  inadequate  if  not  haphaz- 
ard methods. 

I have  confined  my  remarks  to  one 
topic — is  there  in  the  Elmira  system  a 
philosophical  basis  for  us  to  work  on  in 
prison  reform  ? It  seems  to  me  there  is. 
Observation  teaches  that  there  is  little  ef- 
ficacy in  any  desultory  attempts  to  teach 
prisoners  certain  knowledges,  or  in  any 
mere  bettering  of  their  physical  condi- 
tion. The  only  thing  likely  to  tell  is  a 
rigid  discipline  bearing  upon  the  whole 
nature  of  the  man. 

Well,  this  system  is,  in  combination, 
a compulsory  workshop,  school,  physical 
gymnasium.  You  may  expect  to  get  ap- 
proximately from  these  the  same  results 
that  you  get  for  boys  and  men  in  shops, 
schools,  gymnasia,  outside  of  prisons.  But 
you  know  how  much  depends  in  your 
industrial  establishment,  in  your  school, 
in  your  drill-room,  upon  the  conductor. 
There  are  many  good  schools : if  you 
want  a Rugby,  you  must  have  an  Arnold. 
Now  in  the  prison  system  I describe,  if 
you  throw  in  sympathy,  some  enthusiasm 
of  humanity,  some  trust  in  man,  you  will 
get  back  as  a result  what  you  give. 


INDIAN  SUMMER. 
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XXI. 


WHEN  Colville  came  to  himself,  his 
first  sensation  was  delight  in  the 
softness  and  smoothness  of  the  turf  on 
which  he  lay;  then  the  strange  color  of 
the  grass  commended  itself  to  his  notice; 
and  presently  he  perceived  that  the  tiling 
under  his  head  was  a pillow,  and  that 
he  was  in  bed.  He  was  supported  in 
this  conclusion  by  the  opinion  of  the 
young  man  who  sat  watching  him  a little 
way  off,  and  who  now  smiled  cheerfully 
at  the  expression  in  the  eyes  which  Col- 
ville turned  inquiringly  upon  him. 

“ Where  am  I?”  he  asked,  with  what 
appeared  to  him  very  unnecessary  feeble- 
ness of  voice. 

The  young  man  begged  his  pardon  in 
Italian,  and  when  Colville  repeated  his 
question  in  that  tongue,  he  told  him  that 
he  was  in  Palazzo  Pinti,  whither  he  had 
been  brought  from  the  scene  of  his  acci- 
dent. He  added  that  Colville  must  not 
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talk  till  the  doctor  had  seen  him  and  giv- 
en him  leave,  and  he  explained  that  lie 
was  himself  a nurse  from  the  hospital,  who 
had  been  taking  care  of  him. 

Colville  moved  his  head  and  felt  the 
bandage  upon  it;  he  desisted  in  his  at- 
tempt to  lift  his  right  arm  to  it  before  the 
attendant  could  interfere  in  behalf  of  the 
broken  limb.  He  recalled  dimly  and 
fragmentarily  long  histories  that  he  had 
dreamed,  but  he  forbore  to  ask  how  long 
he  had  been  in  his  present  case,  and  he 
accepted  patiently  the  apparition  of  the 
doctor  and  other  persons  who  came  and 
went,  and  were  at  his  bedside  or  not  there, 
as  it  seemed  to  him,  between  the  opening 
and  closing  of  an  eye.  As  the  days  pass- 
ed they  acquired  greater  permanence  and 
maintained  a more  uninterrupted  identi- 
ty. He  was  able  to  make  quite  sure  of 
Mr.  Morton  and  of  Mr.  Waters;  Mrs.  Bow- 
en came  in,  leading  Effie,  and  this  gave 
him  a great  pleasure.  Mrs.  Bowen  seem- 
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ed  to  have  grown  younger  and  better. 
Imogene  was  not  among  the  phantoms 
who  visited  him;  and  he  accepted  her  ab- 
sence as  quiescently  as  he  accepted  the 
presence  of  the  others.  There  was  a cheer- 
fulness in  those  who  came  that  permitted 
him  no  anxiety,  and  he  was  too  weak  to 
invite  it  by  any  conjecture.  He  consent- 
ed to  be  spared  and  to  spare  himself; 
and  there  were  some  things  about  the  af- 
fair which  gave  him  a singular  and  per- 
haps not  wholly  sane  content.  One  of 
these  was  the  man-nurse,  who  had  evi- 
dently taken  care  of  him  throughout.  He 
celebrated,  whenever  he  looked  at  this  ca- 
pable person,  his  escape  from  being,  in 
the  odious  helplessness  of  sickness,  a bur- 
den upon  the  strength  and  sympathy  of  the 
two  women  for  whom  he  had  otherwise 
made  so  much  trouble.  His  satisfaction 
in  this  had  much  to  do  with  his  recov- 
ery, which,  when  it  once  began,  progress- 
ed rapidly  to  a point  where  he  was  told 
that  Imogene  and  her  mother  were  at  a 
hotel  in  Florence,  waiting  till  he  should 
be  strong  enough  to  see  them.  It  was 
Mrs.  Bowen  who  told  him  this,  with  an 
air  which  she  visibly  strove  to  render 
non-committal  and  impersonal,  but  which 
betrayed,  nevertheless,  a faint  apprehen- 
sion for  the  effect  upon  him.  The  atti- 
tude of  Imogene  and  her  mother  was  cer- 
tainly not  one  to  have  been  expected  of 
people  holding  their  nominal  relation  to 
him,  but  Colville  had  been  revising  his 
impressions  of  events  on  the  day  of  his 
accident;  Imogene’s  last  look  came  back 
to  him,  and  he  could  not  think  the  situa- 
tion altogether  unaccountable. 

“Have  I been  here  a long  time?”  he 
asked,  as  if  he  had  not  heeded  what  she 
told  him. 

“About  a fortnight,”  answered  Mrs. 
Bowen. 

“And  Imogene — how  long  has  she  been 
away  ?” 

“Since  they  knew  you  would  get  well.” 

“ I will  see  them  any  time,”  he  said, 
quietly. 

“ Do  you  think  you  are  strong  enough?” 

“I  shall  never  be  stronger  till  I have 
seen  them,”  he  returned,  with  a glance  at 
her.  “Yes;  I want  them  to  come  to-day. 
I shall  not  be  excited;  don’t  be  troubled 
— if  you  were  going  to  be,”  he  added. 
“Please  send  to  them  at  once.” 

Mrs.  Bowen  hesitate^,  but  after  a mo- 
ment left  the  room.  J&fie  returned  in  half 
an  hour  with  a lady  who  revealed  even  to 


Colville’s  languid  regard  evidences  of  the 
character  which  Mrs.  Bowen  had  attrib- 
uted to  Imogene’s  mother.  She  was  a 
large,  robust  person,  laced  to  sufficient 
shapeliness,  and  she  was  well  and  simply 
dressed.  She  entered  the  room  with  a 
waft  of  some  clean,  wholesome  perfume, 
and  a quiet  temperament  and  perfect 
health  looked  out  of  her  clear,  honest  eyes 
— the  eyes  of  Imogene  Graham,  though 
the  girl's  were  dark  and  the  woman’s  were 
blue.  When  Mrs.  Bowen  had  named 
them  to  each  other,  in  withdrawing,  Mrs. 
Graham  took  Colville’s  weak  left  hand  in 
her  fresh,  strong  right,  and  then  lifted 
herself  a chair  to  his  bedside,  and  sat 
down. 

“How do  you  do  to-day,  sir ?”  she  said, 
with  a touch  of  old-fashioned  respectful- 
ness in  the  last  word.  “Do  you  think 
you  are  quite  strong  enough  to  talk  with 
me  ?” 

“I  think  so,”  said  Colville,  with  a faint 
smile.  “At  least  I can  listen  with  forti- 
tude.” 

Mrs.  Graham  was  not  apparently  a per- 
son adapted  to  joking.  “I  don’t  know 
whether  it  will  require  much  fortitude  to 
hear  what  I have  to  say  or  not,”  she  said, 
with  her  keen  gaze  fixed  upon  him.  “ It’s 
simply  this:  I am  going  to  take  Imogene 
home.” 

She  seemed  to  expect  that  Colville 
would  make  some  reply  to  this,  and  he 
said,  blankly,  “Yes?” 

“I  came  out  prepared  to  consent  to 
what  she  wished,  after  I had  seen  you, 
and  satisfied  myself  that  she  was  not  mis- 
taken; for  I had  always  promised  myself 
that  her  choice  should  be  perfectly  un- 
trammelled, and  I have  tried  to  bring  her 
up  with  principles  and  ideas  that  would 
enable  her  to  make  a good  choice.” 

“Yes,”  said  Colville  again.  “I’m 
afraid  you  didn’t  take  her  temperament 
and  her  youth  into  account,  and  that  she 
disappointed  you.” 

“ No,  I can't  say  that  she  did.  It  isn't 
that  at  all.  I see  no  reason  to  blame  her 
for  her  choice.  Her  mistake  was  of  an- 
other kind.” 

It  appeared  to  Colville  that  this  very 
sensible  and  judicial  lady  found  an  intel- 
lectual pleasure  in  the  analysis  of  the  case, 
which  modified  the  intensity  of  her  ma- 
ternal feeling  in  regard  to  it,  and  that, 
like  many  people  who  talk  well,  she  liked 
to  hear  herself  talk  in  the  presence  of  an- 
other appreciative  listener.  He  did  not 
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offer  to  interrupt  her,  and  she  went  on. 
“No,  sir,  I am  not  disappointed  in  her 
choice.  I think  her  chances  of  happiness 
would  have  been  greater,  in  the  abstract, 
with  one  nearer  her  own  age;  but  that  is 
a difference  which  other  things  affect  so 
much  that  it  did  not  alarm  me  greatly. 
Some  people  are  younger  at  your  age  than 
at  hers.  No,  sir,  that  is  not  the  point.” 
Mi's.  Graham  fetched  a sigh,  as  if  she 
found  it  easier  to  say  what  was  not  the 
point  than  to  say  what  was,  and  her  clear 
gaze  grew  troubled.  But  she  apparently 
girded  herself  for  the  struggle.  “As  far 
as  you  are  concerned,  Mr.  Colville,  I have 
not  a word  to  say.  Your  conduct  through- 
out has  been  most  high-minded  and  con- 
siderate and  delicate.” 

It  is  hard  for  any  man  to  deny  merits 
attributed  to  him,  especially  if  he  has  been 
ascribing  to  himself  the  opposite  demer- 
its. But  Colville  summoned  his  dispersed 
forces  to  protest  against  this. 

“Oh,  no,  no,”  he  cried.  “Anything 
but  that.  My  conduct  has  been  selfish 
and  shameful.  If  you  could  understand 
all-” 

“I  think  I do  understand  all — at  least 
far  more,  I regret  to  say,  than  my  daugh- 
ter has  been  willing  to  tell  me.  And  I 
am  more  than  satisfied  with  you.  I thank 
you  and  honor  you.” 

“Oh  no;  don’t  say  that,”  pleaded  Col- 
ville. “ I really  can’t  stand  it.” 

“And  when  I came  here  it  was  with 
the  full  intention  of  approving  and  con- 
firming Imogene’s  decision.  But  I was 
met  at  once  by  a painful  and  surprising 
state  of  things.  You  are  aware  that  you 
have  been  very  sick  ?” 

“Dimly,”  said  Colville. 

“I  found  you  very  sick,  and  I found 
my  daughter  frantic  at  the  error  which 
she  had  discovered  in  herself — discovered 
too  late,  as  she  felt.”  Mrs.  Graham  hesi- 
tated, and  then  added,  abruptly,  “She had 
found  out  that  she  did  not  love  you.” 

“Didn’t  love  me?”  repeated  Colville, 
feebly. 

“She  had  been  conscious  of  the  truth 
before,  but  she  had  stifled  her  misgivings 
insanely,  and,  as  I feel,  almost  wickedly, 
pushing  on,  and  saying  to  herself  that 
when  you  were  married,  then  there  would 
be  no  escape,  and  she  must  love  you.” 

“ Poor  girl  ! poor  child ! I see,  I see.” 

“ But  the  accident  that  was  almost  your 
death  saved  her  from  that  miserable  folly 
and  iniquity.  Yes,”  she  continued,  in 
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answer  to  the  protest  in  his  face,  “folly 
and  iniquity.  I found  her  half  crazed  at 
your  bedside.  She  was  fully  aware  of 
your  danger,  but  while  she  was  feeling 
all  the  remorse  that  she  ought  to  feel — 
that  any  one  could  feel— she  was  more 
and  more  convinced  that  she  never  had 
loved  you  and  never  should.  I can  give 
you  no  idea  of  her  state  of  mind.” 

“Oh,  you  needn’t!  you  needn’t!  Poor, 
poor  child !” 

“Yes,  a child  indeed.  If  it  had  not 
been  for  the  pity  I felt  for  her — But  no 
matter  about  that.  She  saw  at  last  that 
if  your  heroic  devotion  to  her”  — Col- 
ville did  his  best  to  hang  his  pillowed 
head  for  shame — “if  your  present  danger 
did  not  awaken  her  to  some  such  feeling 
for  you  as  she  had  once  imagined  she  had ; 
if  they  both  only  increased  her  despair 
and  self-abhorrence — then  the  case  was  in- 
deed hopeless.  She  was  simply  distract- 
ed. I had  to  tear  her  away  almost  by 
force.  She  has  had  a narrow  escape  from 
brain -fever.  And  now  I have  come  to 
implore,  to  demand ” — Mrs.  Graham,  with 
all  her  poise  and  calm,  was  rising  to  the 
hysterical  key — “her  release  from  a fate 
that  would  be  worse  than  death  for  such 
a girl.  I mean  marrying  without  the 
love  of  her  whole  soul.  She  esteems  you, 
she  respects  you,  she  admires  you,  she 
likes  you;  but — ” Mrs.  Graham  pressed 
her  lips  together,  and  her  eyes  shone. 

“She  is  free,”  said  Colville,  and  with 
the  words  a mighty  load  rolled  from  his 
heart.  “ There  is  no  need  to  demand 
anything.” 

“I  know.” 

“There  hasn’t  been  an  hour,  an  instant, 
during — since  I— we — spoke  together  that 
I wouldn’t  have  released  her  if  I could 
have  known  what  you  tell  me  now.” 

“Of  course ! — of  course !” 

“ I have  had  my  fears— my  doubts;  but 
whenever  I approached  the  point  I found 
no  avenue  by  which  we  could  reach  a 
clearer  understanding.  I could  not  say 
much  without  seeming  to  seek  for  myself 
the  release  I was  offering  her.  ” 

“Naturally.  And  what  added  to  her 
wretchedness  was  the  suspicion  at  the  bot- 
tom of  all  that  she  bad  somehow  forced 
herself  upon  you  — misunderstood  you, 
and  made  you  say  and  do  things  to  spare 
her  that  you  would  not  have  done  volun- 
tarily.” This  was  advanced  tentatively. 

In  the  midst  of  his  sophistications  Colville 
had,  as  most  of  his  sex  have,  a native, 
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fatal,  helpless  truthfulness,  which  betray- 
ed him  at  the  most  unexpected  moments, 
and  this  must  now  have  appeared  in  his 
countenance.  The  lady  rose  haughtily. 
She  had  apparently  been  considering  him, 
but,  after  all,  she  must  have  been  really 
considering  her  daughter.  44  If  anything 
of  the  kind  was  the  case,”  she  said,  “I 
will  ask  you  to  spare  her  the  killing 
knowledge.  It’s  quite  enough  for  me  to 
know  it.  And  allow  me  to  say,  Mr.  Col- 
ville, that  it  would  have  been  far  kinder 
in  you — ” 

“Ah,  think , my  dear  madam!”  he  ex- 
claimed. 44  How  could  I ?” 

She  did  think,  evidently,  and  when  she 
spoke  it  was  with  a generous  emotion,  in 
which  there  was  no  trace  of  pique. 

4 4 You  couldn’t.  You  have  done  right ; 
I feel  that,  and  I will  trust  you  to  say  any- 
thing you  will  to  my  daughter.” 

44  To  your  daughter  ? Shall  I see  her  ?” 

“She  came  with  me.  She  wished  to 
heg  your  forgiveness.” 

Colville  lay  silent.  “There  is  no  for- 
giveness to  be  asked  or  granted,”  he  said 
at  length.  41  Why  should  she  suffer  the 
pain  of  seeing  me  ? — for  it  would  be  no- 
thing else.  What  do  you  think  ? Will 
it  do  her  any  good  hereafter?  I don't 
care  for  myself.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  to  think,”  said 
Mrs.  Graham.  “She  is  a strange  child. 
She  may  have  some  idea  of  reparation.” 

“Oh,  beseech  her  from  me  not  to  im- 
agine that  any  reparation  is  due ! Where 
there  has  been  an  error  there  must  be 
blame ; but  wherever  it  lies  in  ours,  I am 
sure  it  isn’t  at  her  door.  Tell  her  I say 
this ; tell  her  that  I acquit  her  with  all  my 
heart  of  every  shadow  of  wrong;  that  I 
am  not  unhappy,  but  glad  for  her  sake 
and  my  own  that  this  has  ended  as  it 
has.”  He  stretched  his  left  hand  across 
the  coverlet  to  her,  and  said,  with  the  fee- 
bleness of  exhaustion:  “Good-by.  Bid 
her  good-by  for  me.” 

Mrs.  Graham  pressed  his  hand  and  went 
out.  A moment  after  the  door  was  flung 
open,  and  Imogen©  burst  into  the  room. 
She  threw  herself  on  her  knees  beside  his 
bed.  “ I will  pray  to  you !”  she  said,  her 
face  intense  with  the  passions  working  in 
her  soul.  She  seemed  choking  with  words 
which  would  not  come;  then,  with  an  in- 
articulate cry  that  must  stand  for  all,  she 
caught  up  the  hand  that  lay  limp  on  the 
coverlet;  she  crushed  it  against  her  lips, 
and  ran  oqt  of  the  room. 
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He  sank  into  a peathl  ^torpor,  the  phys- 
ical refusal  of  his  brain  to  take  account 
of  what  had  passed.  When  he  woke 
from  it,  little  EfBe  Bowen  was  airily  tip- 
toeing about  the  room,  fondly  retouching 
its  perfect  order.  He  closed  his  eyes,  and 
felt  her  come  to  him  and  smoothe  the  sheet 
softly  under  his  chin.  Then  he  knew  she 
must  be  standing  with  clasped  hands  ad- 
miring the  effect.  Some  one  called  her 
in  whisper  from  the  door.  It  closed,  and 
all  was  still  again. 

XXII. 

Colville  got  himself  out  of  the  comfort 
and  quiet  of  Mrs.  Bowen’s  house  as  soon 
as  he  could.  He  made  the  more  haste 
because  he  felt  that  if  he  could  have  re- 
mained with  the  smallest  trace  of  self- 
respect,  he  would  have  been  glad  to  stay 
there  forever. 

Even  as  it  was, the  spring  had  advanced 
to  early  summer,  and  the  sun  was  lying 
hot  and  bright  in  the  piazzas,  and  the 
shade  dense  and  cool  in  the  narrow  streets, 
before  he  left  Palazzo  Pinti;  the  Lung’ 
Arno  was  a glare  of  light  that  struck  back 
from  the  curving  line  of  the  buff  houses; 
the  river  had  shrivelled  to  a rill  in  its 
bed;  the  black  cypresses  were  dim  in  the 
tremor  of  the  distant  air  on  the  hill-slopes 
beyond;  the  olives  seemed  to  swelter  in 
the  sun,  and  the  villa  walls  to  burn  whiter 
and  whiter.  At  evening  the  mosquito 
began  to  wind  his  tiny  horn.  It  was  the 
end  of  May,  and  nearly  everybody  but 
the  Florentines  had  gone  out  of  Florence, 
dispersing  to  Villa  Reggio  by  the  sea,  to 
the  hills  of  Pistoja,  and  to  the  high,  cool 
air  of  Siena.  More  than  once  Colville 
had  said  that  he  was  keeping  Mrs.  Bowen 
after  she  ought  to  have  got  away,  and  she 
had  answered  that  she  liked  hot  weather, 
and  that  this  was  not  comparable  to  the 
heat  of  Washington  in  June.  She  was 
looking  very  well,  and  younger  and  pret- 
tier than  she  had  since  the  first  days  of 
their  renewed  acquaintance  in  the  win- 
ter. Her  southern  complexion  enriched 
itself  in  the  sun;  sometimes  when  she 
came  into  his  room  from  out  doors  the 
straying  brown  hair  curled  into  loose 
rings  on  her  temples,  and  her  cheeks 
glowed  a deep  red. 

She  said  those  polite  things  to  appease 
him  as  long  as  he  was  not  well  enough 
to  go  away,  but  she  did  not  try  to  detain 
him  after  his  strength  sufficiently  return- 
ed. It  was  the  blow  on  the  head  that 
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kept  him  longest.  After  his  broken  arm 
and  his  other  bruises  were  quite  healed 
he  was  aware  of  physical  limits  to  think- 
ing of  the  future  or  regretting  the  past, 
and  this  sense  of  his  powerlessness  went 
far  to  reconcile  him  to  a life  of  present 
inaction  and  oblivion.  Theoretically  he 
ought  to  have  been  devoured  by  remorse 
and  chagrin,  but  as  a matter  of  fact  he 
suffered  very  little  from  either.  Even  in 

(people  who  are  in  full  possession  of  their 
capacity  for  mental  anguish  one  observes 
that  after  they  have  undergone  a certain 
amount  of  pain  they  cease  to  feel. 

Colville  amused  himself  a good  deal 
with  Effie’s  endeavors  to  entertain  him 
and  take  care  of  him.  The  child  was 
with  him  every  moment  that  she  could 
steal  from  her  tasks,  and  her  mother  no 
longer  attempted  to  stem  the  tide  of  her 
devotion.  It  was  understood  that  Effie 
should  joke  and  laugh  with  Mr.  Colville 
as  much  as  she  chose;  that  she  should 
fan  him  as  long  as  he  could  stand  it;  that 
she  should  read  to  him  when  he  woke, 
and  watch  him  when  he  slept.  She 
brought  him  his  breakfast,  she  petted  him 
and  caressed  him,  and  wished  to  make 
him  a monster  of  dependence  and  self- 
indulgence.  It  seemed  to  grieve  her  that 
he  got  well  so  fast. 

The  last  night  before  he  left  the  house 
she  sat  on  his  knee  by  the  window  look- 
ing out  beyond  the  fire-fly  twinkle  of 
Oltrarno  to  the  silence  and  solid  dark  of 
the  solemn  company  of  hills  beyond. 
They  had  not  lighted  the  lamps  because 
of  the  mosquitoes,  and  they  had  talked 
till  her  head  dropped  against  his  shoulder. 

Mrs.  Bowen  came  in  to  get  her.  ‘ ‘ Why, 
is  she  asleep  ?” 

“Yes.  Don’t  take  her  yet,”  said  Col- 
ville. 

Mrs.  Bowen  rustled  softly  into  the  chair 
which  Effie  had  left  to  get  into  Colville’s 
lap.  Neither  of  them  spoke,  and  he  was 
so  richly  content  with  the  peace,  the  tacit 
sweetness  of  the  little  moment,  that  he 
would  have  been  glad  to  have  it  silently 
endure  forever.  If  any  troublesome  ques- 
tion of  his  right  to  such  a moment  of  bliss 
obtruded  itself  upon  him,  he  did  not  con- 
cern himself  with  it. 

“We  shall  have  another  hot  day,  to- 
morrow,” said  Mrs.  Bowen  at  length. 
“I  hope  you  will  find  your  room  com- 
fortable.” 

“Yes;  it’s  at  the  back  of  the  hotel, 
mighty  lugji  and  wide,  and  no  sun  ever 
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comes  into  it  except  when  they  show  it  to 
foreigners  in  winter.  Then  they  get  a 
few  rays  to  enter  as  a matter  of  business, 
on  condition  that  they  won’t  detain  them. 

I dare  say  I shall  stay  there  some  time.  I 
suppose  you  will  be  getting  away  from 
Florence  very  soon  ?” 

“Yes.  But  I haven’t  decided  where  to 
go  yet.” 

“Should  you  like  some  general  expres- 
sion of  my  gratitude  for  all  you’ve  done 
for  me,  Mrs.  Bowen  ?” 

“ No ; I would  rather  not.  It  has  been 
a great  pleasure— to  Effie.” 

“Oh,  a luxury  beyond  the  dreams  of 
avarice.”  They  spoke  in  low  tones,  and 
there  was  something  in  the  hush  that  sug- 
gested to  Colville  the  feasibility  of  taking 
into  his  unoccupied  hand  one  of  the  pretty 
hands  which  the  pale  night  light  showed 
him  lying  in  Mrs.  Bowen’s  lap.  But  he 
forbore,  and  only  sighed.  “Well,  then, 

I will  say  nothing.  But  I shall  keep  on 
thinking,  all  my  life.” 

She  made  no  answer. 

“When  you  are  gone,  I shall  have  to 
make  the  most  of  Mr.  Waters,”  he  said. 

“He  is  going  to  stop  all  summer,  I be- 
lieve.” 

“Oh  yes.  When  I suggested  to  him 
the  other  day  that  he  might  find  it  too 
hot,  he  said  that  he  had  seventy  New  Eng- 
land winters  to  thaw  out  of  his  blood,  and 
that  all  the  summers  he  had  left  would 
not  be  more  than  he  needed.  One  of  his 
friends  told  him  that  he  could  cook  eggs 
in  his  piazza  in  August,  and  he  said  that 
he  should  like  nothing  better  than  to  cook 
eggs  there.  He’s  the  most  delightfully 
expatriated  compatriot  I’ve  ever  seen.” 

“Do  you  like  it?” 

“It’s  well  enough  for  him.  Life  has 
no  claims  on  him  any  more.  I think  it’s 
very  pleasant  over  here,  now  that  every- 
body’s gone,”  added  Colville,  from  a con- 
fused resentfulness  of  collectively  remem- 
bered Days  and  Afternoons  and  Evenings. 
“How  still  the  night  is!” 

A few  feet  clapping  by  on  the  pavement 
below  alone  broke  the  hush. 

“Sometimes  I feel  very  tired  of  it  all, 
and  want  to  get  home,”  sighed  Mrs.  Bow- 
en. 

“Well,  so  do  I.” 

“I  can’t  believe  it’s  right  staying  away 
from  the  country  so  long.”  People  often 
say  such  things  in  Europe. 

“No,  I don’t,  either,  if  you’ve  got  any- 
thing to  do  there.” 
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“ You  can  always  make  something  to 
do  there.” 

“Oh  yes.”  Some  young  men,  break- 
ing from  a street  near  by,  began  to  sing. 
“We  shouldn’t  have  that  sort  of  thing  at 
home.” 

“No.”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  pensively. 

“I  heard  just  such  singing  before  I fell 
asleep  the  night  after  that  party  at  Ma- 
dame Uccelli’s,  and  it  filled  me  with  fury.” 

“Why  should  it  do  that?” 

“I  don’t  know.  It  seemed  like  voices 
from  our  youth — Lina.” 

She  had  no  resentment  of  his  use  of  her 
name  in  the  tone  with  which  she  asked : 
“ Did  you  hate  that  so  much  ?” 

“No;  the  loss  of  it.” 

They  both  fetched  a deep  breath. 

“The  Uccellis  have  a villa  near  the 
Baths  of  Lucca, ’’said  Mrs.  Bowen.  “They 
have  asked  me  to  go.” 

“Do  you  think  of  going?”  inquired 
Colville.  “I’ve  always  fancied  it  must 
be  pleasant  there.” 

“No;  I declined.  Sometimes  I think 
I will  just  stay  on  in  Florence.” 

“I  dare  say  you’d  find  it  perfectly  com- 
fortable. There’s  nothing  like  having  the 
range  of  one’s  own  house  in  summer.” 
He  looked  out  of  the  window  on  the  blue- 
black  sky. 

[“‘And  deepening  through  their  silent  spheres, 

\ Heaven  over  heaven  rose  the  night,’  ** 

lie  quoted.  “It’s  wonderful!  Do  you 
remember  how  I used  to  read  1 Mariana 
in  the  South’  to  you  and  poor  Jenny? 
How  it  must  have  bored  her  I What  an 
ass  I was !” 

“Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen,  breathlessly, 
in  sympathy  with  his  reminiscence  rather 
than  in  agreement  with  his  self-denuncia- 
tion. 

Colville  broke  into  a laugh,  and  then  she 
began  to  laugh  too,  but  not  quite  willing- 
ly, as  it  seemed. 

Effie  started  from  her  sleep.  “What — 
what  is  it  ?”  she  asked,  stretching  and  shiv- 
ering as  half-wakened  children  do. 

4 4 Bed-time,  ” said  her  mother,  promptly, 
taking  her  hand  to  lead  her  away.  “ Say 
good-night  to  Mr.  Colville.” 

The  child  turned  and  kissed  him. 
“ Good-night,”  she  murmured. 

“Good-night,  you  sleepy  little  soul !”  It 
seemed  to  Colville  that  he  must  be  a pretty 
good  man,  after  all,  if  this  little  thing 
loved  him  so. 

“Do  you, always  kiss  Mr.  Colville  good- 
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night  ?”  asked  her  mother  when  she  began 
to  undo  her  hair  for  her  in  her  room. 

“Sometimes.  Don't  you  think  it's 
nice  ?” 

“Oh  yes,  nice  enough.” 

Colville  sat  by  the  window*  a long  time, 
thinking  Mrs.  Bowen  might  come  back; 
but  she  did  not  return. 

Mr.  Waters  came  to  see  him  the  next 
afternoon  at  his  hotel. 

“Are  you  pretty  comfortable  here  ?”  he 
asked. 

“Well,  it’s  a change,”  said  Colville. 

“ I miss  the  little  one  awfully.” 

“She’s  a winning  child,”  admitted  the 
old  man.  “ That  combination  of  conven- 
tionality and  naiveU  is  very  captivating. 

I notice  it  in  the  mother.” 

“Yes,  the  mother  has  it  too.  Have  you 
seen  them  to-day  ?” 

“ Yes;  Mrs.  Bowen  was  sorry  to  be  out 
when  you  came.” 

“I  had  the  misfortune  to  miss  them. 

I had  a great  mind  to  go  again  to-night.” 
The  old  man  said  nothing  to  this.  “ The 
fact  is,”  Colville  went  on,  “I’m  so  ha- 
bituated to  being  there  that  I’m  rather 
spoiled.” 

“Ah,  it's  a nice  place,”  Mr.  Waters  ad- 
mitted. 

“Of  course  I made  all  the  haste  I could 
to  get  away,  and  I have  the  reward  of  a 
good  conscience.  But  I don’t  find  that 
the  reward  is  very  great.” 

The  old  gentleman  smiled.  “ The  dif- 
ficulty is  to  know  conscience  from  self- 
interest.” 

“Oh,  there’s  no  doubt  of  it  in  my  case,” 
said  Colville.  “ If  I’d  consulted  my  own 
comfort  and  advantage,  I should  still  be 
at  Palazzo  Pinti.” 

“I  dare  say  they  would  have  been  glad 
to  keep  you.” 

“ Do  you  really  think  so?”  asked  Col- 
ville, with  sudden  seriousness.  “I  wish 
you  would  tell  me  why.  Have  you  any 
reason — grounds?  Pshaw!  I’m  absurd!” 
He  sank  back  into  the  easy -chair  from 
whose  depths  he  had  pulled  himself  in 
the  eagerness  of  his  demand,  and  wiped 
his  forehead  with  his  handkerchief.  “Mr. 
Waters,  you  remember  my  telling  you  of 
my  engagement  to  Miss  Graham  ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“That  is  broken  off — if  it  were  ever 
really  on.  It  was  a great  mistake  for 
both  of  us— a tragical  one  for  her,  poor 
child,  a ridiculous  one  for  me.  My  only 

consolation  is  that  it  was  a mistake  and 
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no  more;  but  I don’t  conceal  from  myself 
that  I might  have  prevented  it  altogether 
if  I had  behaved  with  greater  wisdom  and 
dignity  at  the  outset.  But  I’m  afraid  I 
was  flattered  by  an  illusion  of  hers  that 
ought  to  have  pained  and  alarmed  me, 
and  the  rest  followed  inevitably,  though 
I was  always  just  on  the  point  of  escaping 
the  consequences  of  my  weakness  — my 
wickedness.” 

“Ah,  there  is  something  extremely  in- 
teresting in  all  that,”  said  the  old  minis- 
ter, thoughtfully.  “The  situation  used 
to  be  figured  under  the  old  idea  of  a com- 
pact with  the  devil.  His  debtor  was  al- 
ways on  the  point  of  escaping,  as  you  say, 
but  I recollect  no  instance  in  which  he 
did  not  pay  at  last.  The  myth  must  have 
arisen  from  man’s  recognition  of  the  in- 
exorable sequence  of  effect  from  cause  in 
the  moral  world,  which  even  repentance 
can  not  avert.  Goethe  tries  to  imagine 
an  atonement  for  Faust’s  trespass  against 
one  human  soul  in  his  benefactions  to 
the  race  at  large ; but  it  is  a very  cloudy 
business.” 

“It  isn’t  quite  a parallel  case,”  said 
Colville,  rather  sulkily.  He  had,  in  fact, 
suffered  more  under  Mr.  Waters’s  gener- 
alization than  he  could  from  a more  per- 
sonal philosophy  of  the  affair. 

“ Oh  no;  I didn’t  think  that,”  consent- 
ed the  old  man. 

“And  I don’t  think  I shall  undertake 
any  extended  scheme  of  drainage  or  sub- 
soiling in  atonement  for  my  little  dream,” 
Colville  continued,  resenting  the  parity 
of  outline  that  grew  upon  him  in  spite  of 
his  protest.  They  were  both  silent  for  a 
while,  and  then  Colville  cried  out:  “Yes, 
yes ; they  are  alike.  I dreamed,  too,  of 
recovering  and  restoring  my  own  lost 
and  broken  past  in  the  love  of  a young 
soul,  and  it  was  in  essence  the  same  cru- 
elly egotistic  dream;  and  it’s  nothing  in 
my  defense  that  it  was  all  formless  and 
undirected  at  first,  and  that  as  soon  as  I 
recognized  it  I abhorred  it.” 

“Oh  yes,  it  is,”  replied  the  old  man, 
with  perfect  equanimity.  “Your  asser- 
tion is  the  hysterical  excess  of  Puritan- 
ism, in  all  times  and  places.  In  the  moral 
world  we  are  responsible  only  for  the 
wrong  that  we  intend.  It  can’t  be  other- 
wise.” 

“And  the  evil  that's  suffered  from  the 
wrong  we  didn’t  intend  ?” 

“Ah,  perhaps  that  isn't  evil.” 

“It's  pain l” 
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“It's  pain,  yes.” 

“And  to  have  wrung  a young  and  in- 
nocent heart  with  the  anguish  of  self- 
doubt, with  the  fear  of  wrong  to  another, 
with  the  shame  of  an  error  such  acs  I allow- 
ed, perhaps  encouraged,  her  to  make — ” 

“ Yes,”  said  the  old  man.  “The  young 
suffer  terribly.  But  they  recover.  Aft- 
erward we  don’t  suffer  so  much,  but  we 
don't  recover.  I wouldn’t  defend  you 
against  yourself  if  I thought  you  serious- 
ly in  the  wrong.  If  you  know  yourself 
to  be,  you  shouldn't  let  me.” 

Thus  put  upon  his  honor,  Colville  was 
a long  time  thoughtful.  “How  can  I 
tell?”  he  asked.  “You  know  the  facts; 
you  can  judge.” 

“ If  I were  to  judge  at  all,  I should  say 
you  were  likely  to  do  a greater  wrong 
than  any  you  have  committed.” 

“I  don’t  understand  you.” 

“Miss  Graham  is  a young  girl,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  that  the  young  clergyman 
— what  was  his  name  ?” 

“ Morton.  Do  you  think — do  you  sup- 
pose there  was  anything  in  that?”  de- 
manded Colville,  with  eagerness  that  a 
more  humorous  observer  than  Mr.  Waters 
might  have  found  ludicrous.  “He  was 
an  admirable  young  fellow,  with  an  ex- 
cellent head  and  a noble  heart.  I un- 
derrated him  at  one  time,  though  I recog- 
nized his  good  qualities  afterward;  but  I 
was  afraid  she  did  not  appreciate  him.” 

“ I’m  not  so  sure  of  that,”  said  the  old 
man,  with  an  astuteness  of  manner  whicli 
Colville  thought  authorized  by  some  sort 
of  definite  knowledge. 

“I  would  give  the  world  if  it  were  so !*’ 
he  cried,  fervently. 

“But  you  are  really  very  much  more 
concerned  in  something  else.” 

“ In  what  else  ?” 

“Can’t  you  imagine  ?” 

“No,”  said  Colville;  but  he  felt  him- 
self growing  very  red  in  the  face. 

“ Then  I have  no  more  to  say.” 

“Yes,  speak!”  And  after  an  interval 
Colville  added,  “Is  it  anything  about — 
you  hinted  at  something  long  ago — Mrs. 
Bowen  ?” 

“Yes;”  the  old  man  nodded  his  head. 

“ Do  you  owe  her  nothing  ?” 

“ Owe  her  nothing  ? Everything ! My 
life!  What  self-respect  is  left  me!  Im- 
measurable gratitude!  The  homage  of 
a man  saved  from  himself  as  far  as  his 
stupidity  and  selfishness  would  permit! 
Why,  I — I love  her!”  The  words  gave 
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him  courage.  “In  every  breath  and  sea  of  glimmering  heat,  into  which  Mr. 
pulse!  She  is  the  most  beautiful  and  gra-  Waters  plunged  with  the  security  of  a 
cious  and  wisest  and  best  woman  in  the  salamander.  He  wore  a broad-brimmed 
world!  I have  loved  her  ever  since  I met  Panama  hat,  a sack-coat  of  black  alpaca, 
her  here  in  Florence  last  winter.  Good  and  loose  trousers  of  the  same  material, 
heavens ! I must  have  always  loved  her ! and  Colville  fancied  him  doubly  defended 
But,”  he  added,  falling  from  the  rapture  against  the  torrid  waves  not  only  by  the 
of  this  confession,  “she  simply  loathes  me  /”  stored  cold  of  half  a century  of  winters  at 
“It  was  certainly  not  to  your  credit  Haddam  East  Village,  but  by  an  inner 
that  you  were  willing  at  the  same  time  to  coolness  of  spirit,  which  appeared  to  dif- 
marry  some  one  else.”  fuse  itself  in  an  appreciable  atmosphere 

“Willing!  I wasn’t  willing!  I was  about  him.  It  was  not  till  he  was  gone 
bound  hand  and  foot ! Yes — I don’t  care  that  Colville  found  himself  steeped  in 
what  you  think  of  my  weakness — I was  perspiration  and  glowing  with  a strange 
not  a free  agent.  It’s  very  well  to  con-  excitement, 
demn  one’s  self,  but  it  may  be  carried  too  XXII I. 

far;  injustice  to  others  is  not  the  only  in-i  Colville  went  back  to  his  own  room, 
justice,  or  the  worst.  What  I was  will-  and  spent  a good  deal  of  time  in  the  con- 
ing to  do  was  to  keep  my  word — to  prevent  templation  of  a suit  of  clothes,  adapted  to 
ithat  poor  child,  if  possible,  from  ever  find-  the  season,  which  had  been  sent  home 
'ing  out  her  mistake.”  J from  the  tailor’s  just  before  Mr.  Waters 

If  Colville  expected  this  heroic  confes-  came  in.  The  coat  was  of  the  lightest 
sion  to  impress  his  listener,  he  was  disap-  serge,  the  trousers  of  a pearly  gray  tend- 
pointed.  Mr.  Waters  made  him  no  reply,  ing  to  lavender,  the  waistcoat  of  cool  white 
and  he  was  obliged  to  ask,  with  a degree  duck.  On  his  way  home  from  Palazzo 
of  sarcastic  impatience,  “I  suppose  you  Pinti  he  had  stopped  in  Via  Tornabuoni 
scarcely  blame  me  for  that  ?”  and  bought  some  silk  gauze  neck-ties,  of  a 

“ Oh,  I don’t  know  that  I blame  people  tasteful  gayety  of  tint  which  he  had  at 
for  things.  There  are  times  when  it  the  time  thought  very  well  of.  But  now, 
seems  as  if  we  were  all  puppets,  pulled  as  he  spread  out  the  whole  array  on  his 
this  way  or  that,  without  control  of  our  bed,  it  seemed  too  emblematic  of  a light 
own  movements.  Hamlet  was  able  to  brow-  and  blameless  spirit  for  his  wear.  He 
beat  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  with  ought  to  put  on  something  as  nearly  anal- 
his  business  of  the  pipe;  but  if  they  had  ogous  to  sackcloth  as  a modern  stock  of 
been  in  a position  to  answer  they  might  dry-goods  afforded;  he  ought,  at  least,  to 
have  told  him  that  it  required  far  less  wear  the  grave  materials  of  his  winter 
skill  to  play  upon  a man  than  any  other  costume.  But  they  were  really  in  sup- 
instrument.  Most  of  us,  in  fact,  go  sound-  portable  in  this  sudden  access  of  summer, 
ing  on  without  any  special  application  of  Besides,  he  had  grown  thin  during  his 
breath  or  fingers,  repeating  the  tunes  that  sickness,  and  the  things  bagged  about 
were  played  originally  upon  other  men./  him.  If  he  vrere  going  to  see  Mrs.  Bow- 
It  appears  to  me  that  you  suffered  your-l  en  that  evening,  he  ought  to  go  in  some 
self  to  do  something  of  the  kind  in  this!  decent  shape.  It  was  perhaps  providen- 
affair.  We  are  a long  time  learning  to\  tial  that  he  had  failed  to  find  her  at  home 
act  with  common-sense,  or  even  common  \in  the  morning,  when  he  had  ventured 
sanity,  in  what  are  called  matters  of  the  thither  in  the  clumsy  attire  in  which  he 
affections.  A broken  engagement  may  had  been  loafing  about  her  drawing-room 
be  a bad  thing  in  some  cases,  but  I am  for  the  past  week.  He  now  owed  it  to  her 
inclined  to  think  that  it  is  the  very  best  to  appear  before  her  as  well  as  he  could, 
thing  that  could  happen  in  most  cases  \ How  charmingly  punctilious  she  always 
where  it  happens.  The  evil  is  done  long  (was  herself! 

before;  the  broken  engagement  is  merely  y As  he  put  on  his  new  clothes  he  felt  the 
sanative,  and  so  far  beneficent.”  (moral  support  which  the  becomingness  of 

The  old  gentleman  rose,  and  Colville,  ( dress  alone  can  give.  With  the  blue  silk 
dazed  by  the  recognition  of  his  own  cow-  gauze  lightly  tied  under  his  collar,  and  the 
ardice  and  absurdity,  did  not  try  to  de-  lapels  of  his  thin  coat  thrown  back  to 
tain  him.  But  he  followed  him  down  to  admit  his  thumbs  to  his  waistcoat  pock- 
the  outer  gate  of  the  hotel.  The  after-  ets,  he  felt  almost  cheerful  before  his 
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pouring  into  the  piazza  a 
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glass.  Should  he  shave  ? As  once  before, 
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this  important  question  occurred  to  him. 
His  thinness  gave  him  some  advantages 
of  figure,  but  he  thought  that  it  made  his 
face  older.  What  effect  would  cutting 
off  his  beard  have  upon  it  ? He  had  not 
seen  the  lower  part  of  his  face  for  fifteen 
years.  No  one  could  say  what  recent 
ruin  of  a double  chin  might  not  be  lurk- 
ing there.  He  decided  not  to  shave,  at 
least  till  after  dinner,  and  after  dinner  he 
was  too  impatient  for  his  visit  to  brook 
the  necessary  delay. 

He  was  shown  into  the  salotto  alone, 
but  Effie  Bowen  came  running  in  to  meet 
him.  She  stopped  suddenly,  bridling. 

44  You  never  expected  to  see  me  looking 
quite  so  pretty,”  said  Colville,  tracing  the 
cause  of  her  embarrassment  to  his  sum- 
mer splendor.  “Where  is  your  mam- 
ma ?” 

“She  is  in  the  dining-room,”  replied 
the  child,  getting  hold  of  his  hand.  4 4 She 
wants  you  to  come  and  have  coffee  with 
us.” 

“By  all  means  — not  that  I haven’t 
had  coffee  already,  though.” 

She  led  the  way,  looking  up  at  him  shy- 
ly over  her  shoulder  as  they  went. 

Mrs.  Bowen  rose,  napkin  in  lap,  and 
gave  him  a hand  of  welcome.  “How 
are  you  feeling  to-day  ?”  she  asked,  polite- 
ly ignoring  his  finery. 

“ Like  a new  man,”  he  said.  And  then 
he  added,  to  relieve  the  strain  of  the  situ- 
ation, “Of  the  best  tailor’s  make  in  Flor- 
ence.” 

“ You  look  very  well,”  she  smiled. 

“Oh,  I always  do  when  I take  pains,” 
said  Colville.  “The  trouble  is  that  I 
don’t  always  take  pains.  But  I thought 
I would  to-night,  in  calling  upon  a lady.” 

“Effie  will  feel  very  much  flattered,” 
said  Mrs.  Bowen. 

“ Don’t  refuse  a portion  of  the  satisfac- 
tion,” he  cried. 

“ Oh,  is  it  for  me  too  ?” 

This  gave  Colville  consolation  which 
no  religion  or  philosophy  could  have 
brought  him;  and  his  pleasure  was  not 
marred,  but  rather  heightened,  by  the  lit- 
tle pangs  of  expectation,  bred  by  long  cus- 
tom, that  from  moment  to  moment  Imo- 
gene  would  appear.  She  did  not  appear, 
and  a thrill  of  security  succeeded  upon 
each  alarm.  He  wished  her  well  with  all 
his  heart;  such  is  the  human  heart  that 
he  wished  her  arrived  home  the  betroth- 
ed of  that  excellent,  that  wholly  unob- 
jectionable young  man,  Mr.  Morton. 

Di  a.v  Google 


“Will  you  have  a little  of  the  ice  be- 
fore your  coffee  ?”  asked  Mrs.  Bowen,  pro- 
posing one  of  the  moulded  creams  with 
her  spoon. 

“Yes,  thank  you.  Perhaps  I will  take 
it  in  place  of  the  coffee.  They  forgot  to 
offer  us  any  ice  at  the  table  cThdte  this 
evening.” 

“This  is  rather  luxurious  for  us,”  said 
Mrs.  Bowen.  “It's  a compromise  with 
Effie.  She  wanted  me  to  take  her  to  Gia- 
cosa’s  this  afternoon.” 

4 4 1 thought  you  would  come,”  whisper- 
ed the  child  to  Colville. 

Her  mother  made  a little  face  of  mock 
surprise  at  her.  “Don’t  give  yourself 
away,  Effie.” 

“ Why,  let  us  go  to  Giacosa’s  too,”  said 
Colville,  taking  the  ice.  “We  shall  be 
the  only  foreigners  there,  and  we  shall 
not  even  feel  ourselves  foreign.  It’s  as- 
tonishing how  the  hot  weather  has  dis- 
persed the  tourists.  I didn’t  see  a Bae- 
deker on  the  whole  way  up  here,  and  I 
walked  down  Via  Tornabuoni,  across 
through  Porta  Rosso,  and  the  Piazza  della 
Signoria,  and  the  Uffizzi.  You’ve  no  idea 
how  comfortable  and  home-like  it  was — 
all  the  statues  loafing  about  in  their  shirt 
sleeves,  and  the  objects  of  interest  stretch- 
ing and  yawning  round,  and  having  a 
good  rest  after  their  winter’s  work.” 

Effie  understood  Colville’s  way  of  talk- 
ing wrell  enough  to  enjoy  this;  her  mo- 
ther did  not  laugh. 

41  Walked  ?”  she  asked. 

44  Certainly.  Why  not  ?” 

44  You  are  getting  well  again.  You’ll 
soon  be  gone  too.” 

“ I’ve  got  well.  But  as  to  being  gone, 
there’s  no  hurry.  I rather  think  I shall 
wait  now  to  see  how  long  you  stay.” 

“We  may  keep  you  all  summer,”  said 
Mrs.  Bowen,  drooping  her  eyelids  indiffer- 
ently. 

“ Oh,  very  well.  All  summer  it  is, 
then.  Mr.  Waters  is  going  to  stay,  and 
he  is  such  a very  cool  old  gentleman  that 
I don’t  think  one  need  fear  the  wildest 
antics  of  the  mercury  where  he  is.” 

When  Colville  had  finished  his  ice, 
Mrs.  Bowen  led  the  w^ay  to  the  salotto; 
and  they  all  sat  down  by  the  wihdoW^ 
there  and  watched  the  sunset  die  on  San 
Miniato.  The  bronze  copy  of  Michel- 
angelo’s David,  in  the  Piazzale  belowr  the 
church,  blackened  in  perfect  relief  against 
the  pink  sky  and  then  faded  against  the 
gray  while  they  talked.  They  wTere  so 
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domestic  that  Colville  realized  with  dif- 
ficulty that  this  was  an  image  of  what 
might  be  rather  than  what  really  was; 
the  very  ease  with  which  he  could  appar- 
ently close  his  hand  upon  the  happiness 
within  his  grasp  unnerved  him.  The  talk 
strayed  hither  and  thither,  and  went  and 
came  aimlessly.  A sound  of  singing  float- 
ed in  from  the  kitchen,  and  Effle  eagerly 
asked  her  mother  if  she  might  go  and  see 
Maddalena.  Maddalena’s  mother  had 
come  to  see  her,  and  she  was  from  the 
mountains. 

“ Yes,  go,”  said  Mrs. Bowen ; “ but  don’t 
stay  too  long.” 

“Oh,  I will  be  back  in  time,”  said  the 
child;  and  Colville  remembered  that  he 
had  proposed  going  to  Giacosa’s. 

“Yes;  don’t  forget.”  He  had  forgot- 
ten it  himself. 

“Maddalena  is  the  cook,”  explained 
Mrs.  Bowen.  “She  sings  ballads  to  Effie 
that  she  learned  from  her  mother,  and  I 
suppose  Effie  wants  to  hear  them  at  first 
hand.” 

“Oh  yes,”  said  Colville,  dreamily.  ' 
' They  were  alone  now,  and  each  little 

Science  seemed  freighted  with  a meaning 
eeper  than  speech. 

“Have  you  seen  Mr.  Waters  to-day?” 
asked  Mrs.  Bowen,  after  one  of  these 
lapses. 

“Yes ; he  came  this  afternoon.” 

“He  is  a very  strange  old  man.  I 
should  think  he  would  be  lonely  here.” 

“ He  seems  not  to  be.  He  says  he  finds 
company  in  the  history  of  the  place.  And 
his  satisfaction  at  having  got  out  of  Had- 
dam  East  Village  is  perennial.” 

“But  he  will  want  to  go  back  there  be- 
fore he  dies.” 

“I  don’t  know.  He  thinks  not.  He’s 
a strange  old  man,  as  you  say.  He  has 
the  art  of  putting  all  sorts  of  ideas  into 
people’s  heads.  Do  you  know  what  we 
talked  about  this  afternoon  ?” 

“No,  I don’t,”  murmured  Mrs.  Bowen. 
“About  you.  And  he  encouraged  me 
to  believe — imagine — that  I might  speak 
to  you — ask — tell  you  that — I loved  you, 
Lina.”  He  leaned  forward  and  took  one 
of  the  hands  that  lay  in  her  lap.  It  trem- 
bled with  a violence  inconceivable  in  re- 
lation to  the  perfect  quiet  of  her  attitude. 
But  she  did  not  try  to  take  it  away. 
“Could  you — do  you  love  me?” 

“Yes,”  she  whispered;  but  here  she 
sprang  up  and  slipped  from  his  hold  alto- 
gether as,  with  an  inarticulate  cry  of  rapt- 
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ure,  he  released  her  hand  to  take  her  in 
his  arms. 

He  followed  her  a pace  or  two.  “And 
you  will — will  be  my  wife  ?”  he  pursued, 
eagerly. 

“Never!”  she  answered;  and  now  Col- 
ville stopped  short,  while  a cold  bewilder- 
ment bathed  him  from  head  to  foot.  It 
must  be  some  sort  of  jest,  though  he  could 
not  tell  were  the  humor  was,  and  he  could 
not  treat  it  otherwise  than  seriously. 

“Lina,  I have  loved  you  from  the  first 
moment  that  I saw  you  this  winter,  and 
Heaven  knows  how  long  before !” 

“Yes;  I know  that.” 

“And  every  moment.” 

“Oh,  I know  that  too.” 

“Even  if  I had  no  sort  of  hope  that 
you  cared  for  me,  I loved  you  so  much 
that  I must  tell  you  before  we  parted — ” 

“I  expected  that — I intended  it.” 

“You  inteuded  it!  and  you  do  love 
me ! And  yet  you  won’t — Ah,  I don’t 
understand !” 

“How  could  you  understand  ? I love 
you — I blush  and  burn  for  shame  to  think 
that  I love  you.  But  I will  never  marry 
you : I can  at  least  help  doing  that,  and 
I can  still  keep  some  little  trace  of  self- 
respect.  How  you  must  really  despise 
me,  to  think  of  anything  else,  after  all 
that  has  happened ! Did  you  suppose 
that  I was  merely  waiting  till  that  poor 
girl’s  back  was  turned,  as  you  were  ? Oh, 
how  can  you  be  yourself,  and  still  be  your- 
self ? Yes,  Jenny  Wheelwright  was  right. 

You  are  too  much  of  a mixture,  Theodore 
yColville” — her  calling  him  so  showed  how 
often  she  had  thought  of  him  so — “too 
much  for  her,  too  much  for  Imogene,  too 
much  for  me;  too  much  for  any  woman 
except  some  wretched  creature  who  enjoys 
being  trampled  on  and  dragged  through 
the  dust,  as  you  have  dragged  me.” 

“J  dragged  you  through  the  dust? 
There  hasn’t  been  a moment  in  the  past 
six  months  when  I wouldn't  have  rolled 
myself  in  it  to  please  you.” 

“ Oh,  I knew  that  well  enough!  And 
do  you  think  that  was  flattering  to  me  ?” 

“That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I 
only  know  that  I love  you,  and  that  I 
couldn’t  help  wishing  to  show  it  even 
when  I wouldn’t  acknowledge  it  to  myself. 

That  is  all.  And  now  when  I am  free  to 
speak,  and  you  own  that  you  love  me,  you 
won’t — I give  it  up!”  he  cried,  desper- 
ately. But  in  the  next  breath  lie  implored, 

“ Why  do  you  drive  me  from  you,  Lina  ?” 
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4 4 Because  you  have  humiliated  me  too 
much.”  She  was  perfectly  steady,  but  he 
knew  her  so  well  that  in  the  twilight  he 
knew  what  bitterness  there  must  be  in  the 
smile  which  she  must  be  keeping  on  her 
lips.  44 1 was  here  in  the  place  of  her  mo- 
ther, her  best  friend,  and  you  made  me 
treat  her  like  an  enemy.  You  made  me 
betray  her  and  cast  her  off.” 

44I?” 

“Yes,  you!  I knew  from  the  very 
first  that  you  did  not  really  care  for  her, 
that  you  were  playing  with  yourself,  as 
you  were  playing  with  her,  and  I ought 
to  have  warned  her.” 

44 It  appears  to  me  you  did  warn  her,” 
said  Colville,  with  some  resentful  return 
of  courage. 

44 1 tried,”  she  said,  simply,  “and  it 
made  it  worse.  It  made  it  worse  because 
I knew  that  I was  acting  for  my  own 
sake  more  than  hers,  because  I wasn’t — 
disinterested.”  There  was  something  in 
this  explanation,  serious,  tragic,  as  it  was 
to  Mrs. Bowen, which  made  Colville  laugh. 
She  might  have  had  some  perception  of 
its  effect  to  him,  or  it  may  have  been  mere- 
ly from  a hysterical  helplessness,  but  she 
laughed  too  a little. „ 

“But  why,”  he  gathered  courage  to 
ask,  “do  you  still  dwell  upon  that  ? Mr. 
Waters  told  me  that  Mr.  Morton  -that 
there  was — ” 

“He  is  mistaken.  He  offered  himself, 
and  she  refused  him.  He  told  me.” 
“Oh!” 

“Do  you  think  she  would  do  otherwise, 
with  you  lying  here  between  life  and  death  ? 
No:  you  can  have  no  hope  from  that.” 

Colville,  in  fact,  had  none.  This  blow 
crushed  and  dispersed  him.  He  had  not 
strength  enough  to  feel  resentment  against 
Mr.  Waters  for  misleading  him  with  this 
ignis  fatuus. 

4 4 No  one  warned  him,  and  it  came  to 
that,”  said  Mrs.  Bowen.  4 4 It  was  of  a 
piece  with  the  whole  affair.  I was  weak 
in  that  too.” 

Colville  did  not  attempt  to  reply  on  this 
point.  He  feebly  reverted  to  the  inquiry 
regarding  himself,  and  was  far  enough 
from  mirth  in  resuming  it. 

“I  couldn’t  imagine,”  he  said,  “that 
you  cared  anything  for  me  when  you 
warned  another  against  me.  If  I could — ” 

“You  put  me  in  a false  position  from 
the  beginning.  I ought  to  have  sympa- 
thized with  her  and  helped  her,  instead  of 
making  the  poor  child  feel  that  somehow 
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I hated  her.  I couldn't  even  put  her  on 
guard  against  herself,  though  I knew  all 
along  that  she  didn’t  really  care  for  you,  # 
[but  was  just  in  love  with  her  own  fancy  1 
for  you.  Even  after  you  were  engaged  I ) 
ought  to  have  broken  it  off ; I ought  to 
have  been  frank  with  her ; it  was  my  duty ; 
but  I couldn’t  without  feeling  that  I was 
acting  for  myself  too,  and  I would  not 
submitto  that  degradation.  No!  I would 
rather  have  died.  I dare  say  you  don’t  un- 
derstand. How  could  you  ? You  are  a 
man,  and  the  kind  of  man  who  couldn’t. 
At  every  point  you  made  me  violate  every 
principle  that  was  dear  to  me.  I loathed 
myself  for  caring  for  a man  who  was  in 
love  with  me  when  he  was  engaged  to 
another.  Don’t  think  it  was  gratifying 
to  me.  It  was  detestable;  and  yet  I did 
let  you  see  that  I cared  for  you.  Yes,  I 
even  tried  to  make  you  care  for  me — false- 
ly, cruelly,  treacherously.” 

44  You  didn’t  have  to  try  very  hard,” 
said  Colville,  with  a sort  of  cold  resigna- 
tion to  his  fate. 

44  Oh  no;  you  were  quite  ready  for  any 
hint.  I could  have  told  her  for  her  own 
sake  that  she  didn’t  love  you,  but  that 
would  have  been  for  my  sake  too ; and  I 
would  have  told  you  if  I hadn’t  cared  for 
you  and  known  how  you  cared  for  me. 
I’ve  saved  at  least  the  consciousness  of 
this  from  the  wreck.” 

“I  don’t  think  it’s  a great  treasure,” 
said  Colville.  44 1 wish  that  you  had  saved 
the  consciousness  of  having  been  frank 
even  to  your  own  advantage.” 

44  Do  you  dare  to  reproach  me, Theodore 
Colville  ? But  perhaps  I’ve  deserved  this 
too.” 

4 4 No,  Lina,  you  certainly  don’t  deserve 
it,  if  it’s  unkindness,  from  me.  I won’t  af- 
flict you  with  my  presence:  but  will  you 
listen  to  me  before  I go  ?” 

She  sank  into  a chair  in  sign  of  assent. 
He  also  sat  down.  He  had  a dim  impres- 
sion that  he  could  talk  better  if  he  took 
her  hand,  but  he  did  not  venture  to  ask 
for  it.  He  contented  himself  with  fixing 
his  eyes  upon  as  much  of  her  face  as  he 
could  make  out  in  the  dusk,  a pale  blur 
in  a vague  outline  of  dark. 

44 1 want  to  assure  you,  Lina — Lina,  my 
love,  my  dearest,  as  I shall  call  you  for 
the  first  and  last  time! — that  I do  under- 
stand everything,  as  delicately  and  fully 
as  you  could  wish,  all  that  you  have  ex- 
pressed and  all  that  you  have  left  unsaid. 

I understand  how  high  and  pure  your 
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ideals  of  duty  are,  and  how  heroically, 
angelically,  you  have  struggled  to  fulfill 
them,  broken  and  borne  down  by  my 
clumsy  and  stupid  selfishness  from  the 
start.  I want  you  to  believe,  my  dearest 
love — you  must  forgive  me! — that  if  I 
didn’t  see  everything  at  the  time,  I do  see 
it  now,  and  that  I prize  the  love  you  kept 
from  me  far  more  than  any  love  you 
could  have  given  me  to  the  loss  of  your 
self-respect.  It  isn’t  logic — it  sounds  more 
like  nonsense,  I am  afraid — but  you  know 
what  I mean  by  it.  You  are  more  perfect, 
more  lovely,  to  me  than  any  being  in  the 
world,  and  I accept  whatever  fate  you 
choose  for  me.  I would  not  win  you 
against  your  will  if  I could.  You  are 
sacred  to  me.  If  you  say  we  must  part,  I 
know  that  you  speak  from  a finer  discern- 
ment than  mine,  and  I submit.  I will  try 
to  console  myself  with  the  thought  of 
your  love,  if  I may  not  have  you.  Yes,  I 
submit.” 

His  instinct  of  forbearance  had  served 
him  better  than  the  subtlest  art.  His 
submission  was  the  best  defense.  He  rose 
with  a real  dignity,  and  she  rose  also. 
“Remember,”  he  said,  “ that  I confess  all 
you  accuse  me  of,  and  that  I acknowledge 
the  justice  of  what  you  do — because  you 
do  it.”  He  put  out  his  hand  and  took  the 
hand  which  hung  nerveless  at  her  side. 
“You  are  quite  right.  Good-by.”  He 
hesitated  a moment.  “May  I kiss  you, 
Lina  ?”  He  drew  her  to  him,  and  she  let 
him  kiss  her  on  the  lips. 

“ Good-by, ”phe  whispered.  “Go — ” 

“I  am  going.” 

Effie  Bowen  ran  into  the  room  from  the 
kitchen.  “Aren’t  you  going  to  take — ” 
She  stopped  and  turned  to  her  mother. 
She  must  not  remind  Mr.  Colville  of  his 
invitation ; that  was  what  her  gesture  ex- 


Colville  would  not  say  anything.  He 
would  not  seize  his  advantage,  and  play 
upon  the  mother’s  heart  through  the  feel- 
ings of  her  child,  though  there  is  no  doubt 
that  he  was  tempted  to  prolong  the  situa- 
tion by  any  means.  Perhaps  Mrs.  Bowen 
divined  both  the  temptation  and  the  re- 
sistance. “Tell  her,” she  said,  and  turn- 
ed away. 

“I  can’t  go  with  you  to-night,  Effie,” he 
said,  stooping  toward  her  for  the  inquiring 
kiss  that  she  gave  him.  “I  am — going 
away,  and  I must  say  good-by.” 

The  solemnity  of  his  voice  alarmed  her. 
4 1 Going  away !”  she  repeated. 
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“Yes — away  from  Florence.  I’m  afraid 
I shall  not  see  you  again.” 

The  child  turned  from  him  to  her  mo- 
ther again,  who  stood  motionless.  Then, 
as  if  the  whole  calamitous  fact  had  sud- 
denly flashed  upon  her,  she  plunged  her 
face  against  her  mother’s  breast.  “ I can’t 
bear  it !”  she  sobbed  out;  and  the  reticence 
of  her  lamentation  told  more  than  a storm 
of  cries  and  prayers. 

Colville  wavered. 

“ Oh,  you  must  stay!”  said  Lina,  in  the 
self-contemptuous  voice  of  a woman  who 
falls  below  her  ideal  of  herself. 


XXIV. 

In  the  levities  which  the  most  un- 
deserving husbands  permit  themselves 
with  the  severest  of  wives,  there  were 
times  after  their  marriage  when  Colville 
accused  Lina  of  never  really  intending 
to  drive  him  away,  but  of  meaning,  after 
a disciplinary  ordeal,  to  marry  him  in  re- 
ward of  his  tested  self-sacrifice  and  obe- 
dience. He  said  that  if  the  appearance 
of  Effie  was  not  a coup  de  thedtre  con- 
trived beforehand,  it  was  an  accident  of 
no  consequence  whatever;  that  if  she  had 
not  come  in  at  that  moment,  her  mother 
would  have  found  some  other  pretext  for 
detaining  him.  This  is  a point  which  I 
would  not  presume  to  decide.  I only  know 
that  they  were  married  early  in  June  be- 
fore the  syndic  of  Florence,  who  tied  a 
tricolor  sash  round  his  ample  waist  for 
the  purpose,  and  never  looked  more  pater- 
nal or  venerable  than  when  giving  the 
sanction  of  the  Italian  state  to  their  union. 

It  is  not,  of  course,  to  be  supposed  that  Mrs. 
Colville  was  contented  with  the  civil  rite, 
though  Colville  may  have  thought  it  quite 
sufficient.  The  religious  ceremony  took 
place  in  the  English  chapel,  the  assistant 
clergyman  officiating  in  the  absence  of 
the  incumbent, who  had  already  gone  out 
of  town. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Waters  gave  away  the 
bride,  and  then  went  home  to  Palazzo 
Pinti  with  the  party,  the  single  and  singu- 
larly honored  guest  at  their  wedding  feast, 
for  which  Effie  Bowen  went  with  Colville 
to  Giacosa’s  to  order  the  ices  in  person. 

She  has  never  regretted  her  choice  of  a 
step-father,  though  when  Colville  asked 
her  how  she  would  like  him  in  that  rela- 
tion she  had  a moment  of  hesitation,  in 
which  she  reconciled  herself  to  it;  as  to 
him  she  had  no  misgivings.  He  has  some- 
times found  himself  the  object  of  little 
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jealousies  on  her  part,  but  by  promptly  de-)  day,  and  spent  the  morning.  He  has  a 
ciding  all  questions  between  her  and  her\  parish  at  Erie,  and  there  is  talk  of  his 
) mother  in  Effie’s  favor,  he  has  convincedv  coming  to  Buffalo.” 

. her  of  the  groundlessness  of  her  suspi-<  “Oh,  Heaven  grant  it!”  said  Colville, 
) cions.  / with  sudden  piety. 

In  the  absence  of  any  social  pressure  to  “ Why  ?”  demanded  his  wife, 

the  contrary,  the  Colvilles  spent  the  sum-  “Well,  I wish  she  was  married.” 

mer  in  Palazzo  Pinti.  Before  their  fel-  “You  have  nothing  whatever  to  do 
low-sojourners  returned  from  the  villeggia - with  her.  ” 

ture  in  the  fall,  however,  they  had  turned  It  took  him  some  time  to  realize  that 
their  faces  southward,  and  they  are  now  this  was  the  fact. 

in  Rome,  where,  arriving  as  a married  “No,”  he  confessed;  “ but  what  do  you 
couple,  there  was  no  inquiry  and  no  in-  think  about  it  ?” 

terest  in  their  past.  “There  is  no  telling.  We  are  such 

It  is  best  to  be  honest,  and  own  that  the  simpletons  ! If  a man  will  keep  on  long 
affair  with  Imogene  has  been  the  grain  of  enough — But  if  it  isn’t  Mr.  Morton,  it 
sand  to  them.  No  one  was  to  blame,  or  will  be  some  one  else — some  young  per- 
very  much  to  blame;  even  Mrs.  Colville  son.” 

says  that.  It  was  a thing  that  happened,  Colville  rose  and  went  round  the  break- 
but  one  would  rather  it  had  not  happened,  fast  table  to  her.  “I  hope  so,”  he  said. 

Last  winter,  however,  Mrs.  Colville  re-  “ I have  married  a young  person,  and  it 
ceived  a letter  from  Mrs.  Graham  which  would  only  be  fair.” 
suggested,  if  it  did  not  impart,  consola-  This  magnanimity  was  irresistible, 
tion.  “Mr.  Morton  was  here  the  other  THE  end. 


THE  TAZIEH.  OR  PASSION  PLAY  OF  PERSIA. 


BY  S.  G.  W. 

ONE  of  the  least  known  but  most  re- 
markable religious  phenomena  of  the 
age  is  the  Tazieh,  or  Passion  Play  of  Persia. 
But  in  order  to  give  an  intelligible  de- 
scription of  the  Tazieh  it  is  first  necessary 
to  tax  the  patience  of  the  reader  with  the 
repetition  of  a few  salient  points  attend- 
ing the  rise  of  Mohammedanism. 

After  the  death  of  Mohammed,  the  suc- 
cession was  disputed.  It  belonged  by 
natural  right  to  Ali,  who  was  married  to 
Fathimeh,  the  only  surviving  daughter 
of  the  Prophet.  But  it  was  not  until  the 
accession  and  assassination  of  Abu  Bekr, 
Omar,  and  Othman  that  Ali  was  finally 
elected  to  the  caliphate.  Even  then  he 
was  not  permitted  to  enjoy  the  long-de- 
ferred honors  without  deadly  opposition. 
But  after  crushing  two  rivals,  Ali  found 
himself  unable  to  overcome  Muliaviyeh. 
It  was  at  Damascus  that  the  latter,  an 
astute  chieftain,  had  established  the  cal- 
iphate in  the  line  of  the  Ommiades. 
When  Ali  was  in  turn  assassinated,  his 
oldest  son,  Hassan,  assumed  the  caliphate 
at  Medina.  At  the  head  of  a powerful 
army  he  marched  to  encounter  Muliaviyeh. 
The  enthusiasm  of  his  forces  promised  vic- 
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tory ; but  Hassan  was  a man  of  peaceable 
disposition,  and  he  now  proposed  to  abdi- 
cate in  favor  of  Muliaviyeh,  reserving  the 
succession  for  himself  after  the  death  of 
the  latter.  But  Yezid,  the  son  of  Muhavi- 
yeh,  caused  Hassan  to  be  poisoned  by  one 
of  his  wives. 

The  accession  of  Yezid  was  accepted  by 
the  various  provinces  of  the  now  exten- 
sive dominions  of  Islam,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Medina  and  Mecca,  and  the  Per- 
sian satrapy  of  which  Bagdad  and  Cufa 
were  chief  cities,  which  gave  in  their  al- 
legiance to  Hussein,  the  brother  of  Has- 
san, and,  like  him,  a grandson  of  the 
Prophet,  by  the  same  mother.  Hussein 
was  a man  of  different  metal  from  Has- 
san, and  he  therefore  boldly  prepared  for 
a final  conflict  that  was  to  decide  the 
claims  of  the  Aliites  and  the  Ommiades. 

Escaping  from  Medina,  Hussein  hasten- 
ed with  his  family  toward  Cufa.  Ali  had 
made  that  city  his  capital;  he  was  buried 
in  the  sacred  shrine  of  Kerbelah,  near 
that  city,  and  it  was  natural  that  Hussein 
should  now  rely  on  the  professed  alle- 
giance of  the  people  of  Cufa,  who  warmly 
invited  him  to  proceed  thither,  promising 
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him  every  support  in  the  approaching  de- 
cision of  arms.  But  the  Cufaites  were  pro- 
verbially volatile  and  unstable.  To-day 
one  thing,  to-morrow  another,  they  had 
hardly  sent  a pressing  invitation  to  Hus- 
sein to  resort  to  their  city,  when  they 
allowed  themselves  to  be  diverted  from 
their  purpose  by  a messenger  sent  by  Ye- 
zid,  and  tamely  allowed  an  army  to  be 
sent  to  crush  Hussein.  There  was  suspi- 
cion in  the  air;  the  known  fickleness  of 
the  people  of  Cufa  suggested  the  utmost 
caution;  and  Hussein  was  urged  to  delay 
his  departure,  or  at  least  to  leave  his 
family  behind.  But  Hussein  was  a true 
believer  in  predestination.  “ What  is 
written  is  written,”  is  the  doctrine  of  the 
Koran.  Of  what  wortli  is  faith  if  it  will 
not  bear  the  test  in  the  hour  of  trial  ? 
Therefore,  with  his  family  and  a small 
troop  of  horse,  Hussein  went  forth  un- 
flinchingly to  meet  his  doom. 

The  heroism  of  Husselu  was  the  more 
remarkable  because  from  the  outset  of  his 
journey  he  was  oppressed  by  a presenti- 
ment of  death  stalking  across  the  desert 
and  rapidly  overtaking  the  small  troop 
of  devoted  victims  wearily  marching  to 
the  grave.  On  the  low  banks  of  the 
tawny  Euphrates,  the  scene  of  so  many 
tragedies  of  the  long-forgotten  ages,  the 
despairing  band  was  brought  to  a halt  by 
the  army  which  had  been  sent  to  inter- 
cept its  progress.  The  negotiations  which 
followed  proved  futile,  for  the  general  of 
Yezid,  the  fierce  emir  Obeld  Allah,  would 
accept  of  nothing  short  of  an  uncondi- 
tional surrender,  preceded  by  an  oath  of 
allegiance  to  Yezid.  The  four  brothers 
of  Hussein  and  all  his  companions  also 
declined  to  accept  the  safe-conduct  offered 
to  them  on  these  conditions. 

In  the  mean  time  the  enemy  ^iad  plant- 
ed themselves  between  the  camp  of  Hus- 
sein and  the  Euphrates,  and  to  the  other 
horrors  of  the  terrible  hour  was  now  add- 
ed that  of  thirst  in  a land  quivering  with 
intolerable  heat.  The  last  night  in  the 
little  camp  was  one  of  solemn  prepara- 
tion, of  brooding  gloom,  and  portentous 
dreams.  Hussein  and  Zeineb,  brother 
and  sister,  held  mournful  converse  on  the 
terrors  of  the  morrow,  the  day  that  should 
see  the  destruction  of  the  family  of  the 
Prophet  of  God.  Around  them  gathered 
their  children  and  kinsfolk  and  the  small 
band  of  faithful  defenders.  Hussein  urged 
them  to  fly  while  there  was  yet  time, 
for  the  enemy  sought  only  the  life  of  one, 
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his  own.  “Allah  forbid  that  we  desert 
you  now!”  they  all  exclaimed  with  one 
accord. 

The  attack  was  commenced  by  Shemr, 
a fierce  partisan ; the  combat  continued 
until  the  hour  for  noon  prayer,  when 
there  came  a cessation  of  arms.  During 
the  truce  Hussein  chanted  the  Song  of 
Fear,  which  is  only  recited  in  moments 
of  extreme  peril.  The  final  catastrophe 
was  not  long  deferred  after  the  resump- 
tion of  the  struggle.  Hussein  fell, pierced 
with  over  thirty  wounds,  and  his  head 
was  struck  off  by  the  ferocious  Shemr, 
who  carried  the  gory  trophy  to  Obeld  Al- 
lah. Zeineb,  with  some  of  the  women 
and  children,  was  spared,  and  eventually 
taken  into  the  presence  of  Yezid.  Yezid 
acted  with  moderation,  and  the  remaining 
descendants  of  the  Prophet  seemed  to  have 
retired  from  further  participation  in  pub- 
lic affairs,  content  to  be  religious  teachers 
and  expounders  of  the  Koranic  laws. 

Not  so, however,  was  it  with  others,  who, 
although  not  of  the  house  of  Ali,  were 
firm  believers  in  the  riglitsof  the  descend- 
ants of  the  Prophet  Among  the  foremost 
adherents  of  the  cause  was  Al  Much  tar, 
called  the  Avenger.  Assuming  the  office  of 
vindicator  of  the  memory  and  rights  of 
Ali,  Al  Muchtar  entered  on  a mission  of 
extermination  against  all  who  were  con- 
cerned in  the  slaughter  of  Hussein.  The 
story  of  his  persistent  efforts  and  marvel- 
lous exploits  merits  a separate  narrative, 
but  it  suffices  to  state  here  that  in  the  Ac- 
complishment of  his  tremendous  task  Al 
Muchtar  succeeded  so  thoroughly  that,  be- 
sides slaying  nearly  all  the  leaders  in  that 
great  tragedy,  and  an  immense  multitude 
in  numerous  battles,  he  slaughtered  nearly 
threescore  thousand  in  cold  blood. 

The  career  of  Al  Muchtar  is,  however, 
only  an  episode  in  the  great  drama  now 
about  to  follow,  which  was  destined  to  in- 
volve nations  as  actors,  a great  religious 
phenomenon  directly  resulting  from  the 
tragedy  on  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates. 

The  entire  Mohammedan  world  now 
seemed  to  acknowledge  the  sway  of  the 
caliphs  of  the  line  of  Ominiyeh  and  their 
successors.  The  claims  of  Ali  and  his 
family  were  apparently  forgotten.  But 
not  so;  in  Iran,  or  Persia,  the  sectaries  of 
Ali  were  biding  their  time. 

In  Persia  the  memory  of  Ali  and  his 
unfortunate  family  was  preserved  with 
profound  veneration  by  a small  and  per- 
secuted sect,  many  of  whom  sealed  their 
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faith  with  their  blood.  They  called  them- 
selves Sheahs,as  opposed  to  the  Sunneesor 
orthodox  Mussulmans.  The  fathers  of  this 
devoted  sect  were  the  Twelve  Holy  Imams. 
First  in  order  was  Ali,  then  his  sons  Has- 
san  and  Hussein,  and  after  them  nine  suc- 
cessors, who  became  the  expounders  of  the 
faith,  and  established  the  code  of  laws  based 
on  the  Koran,  which  differs  in  many  points 
from  the  theocratic  code  of  the  Sunnees. 
All  of  the  Twelve  Hoi}’  Imams  suffered 
martyrdom  excepting  the  last;  he  is  call- 
ed El  Mahdi,  or  Machdee;  he  disappeared 
ages  ago,  and  is  believed  to  be  living  still, 
destined  to  return  once  more  and  reunite 
the  various  sects  of  Islamism.  Hence  the 
interest  that  was  displayed  by  Mohammed- 
ans of  all  sects  in  the  self  styled  Machdee 
of  Soudan. 

Extraordinary  sanctity  attaches  to  the 
tombs  of  the  Holy  Imams;  they  are  re- 
sorted to  by  vast  multitudes  of  pilgrims; 
the  dead  are  sent  long  distances  to  be 
buried  in  the  holy  dust  of  those  sacred 
spots,  The  direct  descendants  of  Fathimeh 
and  Ali  received  the  title  of  Seyed.  Be- 
sides the  Holy  Imams,  the  Seyeds  of  Per- 
sia have  multiplied  until  they  now  num- 
ber many  thousands.  They  are  distin- 
guished by  turbans  and  girdles  of  green 
and  black.  But  for  a long  period  the 
Sheahs,  or  sectaries  of  Ali  in  Persia,  were 
a persecuted  sect  of  enthusiasts,  receiving 
scant  tolerance  from  the  numerous  dynas- 
ties which  rapidly  succeeded  each  other, 
and  generally  advocated  the  Sunnee  doc- 
trines. After  nine  hundred  years  of  he- 
roic faith  and  endurance,  the  hour  of  tri- 
umph came  to  the  Sheahs,  as  it  comes  to 
all  who  wait  and  believe. 

In  the  latter  part  of  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury there  was  born  at  Ardebil  a child 
named  Ismael.  On  his  father’s  side  he 
was  descended  from  Muza  Khazim,  the 
seventh  Holy  Imam,  and  was  therefore  in 
the  direct  line  of  descent  from  Fathimeh 
and  Ali.  Ismael  instigated  a revolt,  in 
which  he  succeeded  in  deposing  the  Kurd- 
ish dynasty.  He  mounted  the  throne  of 
Persia  in  1499,  and  founded  the  dynasty 
of  the  Sufavehs,  the  greatest  she  has  seen 
since  the  time  of  Anushirvan  the  Just. 
Ismael,  as  the  descendant  of  Ali,  caused 
himself  to  be  styled  Shah  Shea-an,  King 
of  the  Sheahs.  Not  only  did  he  consoli- 
date Persia  once  more  into  a great  empire, 
but  he  also  united  nearly  the  entire  popu- 
lation in  a common  zeal  for  the  faith  of 
the  sectaries  of  Ali.  The  Mohammedan 
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world  soon  learned  not  only  that  Persia 
was  once  more  a vast  dominant  power, 
but  also  that  she  presented  a united  front 
against  the  Sunnee  nations  who  surround- 
ed her  on  all  sides. 

Inspired  with  new  zeal  and  national  en- 
thusiasm, the  Persian  Sheahs  of  the  early 
Sufaveh  period  demanded  a vent  for  their 
sectarian  fervor.  This  they  partially  found 
in  the  celebration  of  the  anniversaries  of 
the  most  important  events  in  the  lives  of 
Ali  and  his  descendants.  The  idea  of 
thus  commemorating  these  anniversaries 
appears  to  have  been  borrowed  from  a 
practice  established  by  Muhaviyeh,  the 
first  of  the  line  of  the  Ommiades.  The 
circumstances  connected  with  the  mur- 
der of  the  third  caliph,  Osman,  were  in 
the  highest  degree  dramatic.  Muhaviyeh 
caused  the  event,  on  each  anniversary,  to 
be  represented  at  his  court  in  Damascus, 
whether  by  recitations  or  dramatic  im- 
personation, or  both,  does  not  appear. 
This  circumstance  very  probably  suggest- 
ed to  the  Persians  a similar  commemora- 
tion of  the  principal  events  in  the  lives  of 
the  founders  of  the  Sheah  faith.  What 
form  of  celebrating  the  death  of  Hussein 
was  in  vogue  before  the  Sufaveh  period 
we  can  only  imagine  from  what  occurred 
with  more  pomp  and  pageantry  under 
that  dynasty.  Tradition  states,  however, 
that  during  the  brief  Dailamee  dynasty, 
about  933  to  986  a.d.,  the  practice  began 
of  commemorating  the  chief  events  in  the 
history  of  the  Sheah  sect  by  lectures  and 
recitations  given  by  prominent  mollahs, 
or  priests,  from  pulpits  erected  in  the  pub- 
lic squares,  or,  by  invitation,  in  the  resi- 
dences of  prominent  citizens,  during  the 
three  holy  months  of  the  Sheah  faith. 
These  recitations  were  called  rhozeh.  The 
rhozeli  recitations  continue  in  full  force 
to  the  present  day.  But  the  zeal  of  the 
Sufaveh  period,  aided  as  it  was  by  an  opu- 
lence and  splendor  which  have  rendered 
the  reigns  of  Shah  Abbas  the  Great  and 
his  successors  almost  proverbial,  quickly 
suggested  more  pomp  and  circumstance 
in  the  commemoration  of  the  martyrdom 
of  the  saints  of  the  Sheah  faith.  Sir  John 
Chardin,  in  his  generally  reliable  work 
on  Persia  in  that  period,  has  described  the 
spectacle  he  witnessed  at  Ispahan  during 
the  holy  month  of  Moharrem.  We  are 
enabled,  from  his  narrative,  to  form  a 
conception  of  the  elaborate  ceremonies 
which  already,  in  the  fifth  reign  of  the 
Sufavehs,  had  become  an  established  cus- 
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tom  at  these  anniversaries.  It  does  not 
appear  from  his  description,  however, 
nor  from  anything  I can  learn  elsewhere, 
that  any  attempt  was  made  in  that  age  to 
give  a dramatic  character  to  the  repre- 
sentations of  these  solemn  scenes.  The 
idea  of  dramatizing  them  appears  to  have 
come  only  gradually,  and  is  still  in  a 
somewhat  nebulous  condition. 

Every  circumstance  connected  with 
this  commemorative  period  of  public  lam- 
entation is  quite  subordinate  or  subsid- 
iary to  the  great  dramatic  representation 
of  the  tragedy  (the  Tazieh)  which  involved 
the  descendants  of  Ali  and  Fathimeh  in 
one  common  destruction.  The  leading 
purpose  of  this  drama  is  to  represent  the 
slaughter  of  Hussein,  the  son  of  Ali,  and 
his  family. 

It  is  not  easy  for  those  of  other  beliefs 
to  gain  access  to  the  royal  Takieh— for  so 
the  building  is  called  where  the  drama 
called  the  Tazieh  is  unfolded  for  ten  suc- 
cessive days.  Having  been  specially  fa- 
vored by  an  invitation  from  the  Zahiri 
Douleh,  a son-in-law  of  the  Shah,  to  wit- 
ness three  scenes  of  this  extraordinary 
performance,  I shall  endeavor  to  give  a 
faithful  description  of  what  I actually  saw. 
I am  convinced,  after  careful  reflection, 
that  one  who  has  seen  the  Tazieh  has  en- 
joyed the  opportunity  of  forming  some 
conception  of  the  manner  in  which  the 
dramas  of  ancient  Greece  were  placed  on 
the  stage,  and  of  the  effect  they  produced 
on  the  imaginative  and  more  simple  and 
emotional  audiences  of  that  period,  who 
needed  no  factitious  scenery  or  other  arti- 
ficial aids  to  clothe  the  ideal  with  all  the 
actuality  of  the  real. 

I was  invited  to  attend  on  the  fifth  day 
of  the  Tazieh.  We  arrived  at  the  Takieh 
toward  noon.  On  alighting  from  the  car- 
riage I was  surprised  to  see  an  immense 
circular  building,  as  large  as  the  amphi- 
theatre of  Verona,  solidly  constructed  of 
brick.  Ferauches,  or  liveried  footmen, 
cleared  the  way  before  us.  Thrashing 
right  and  left,  they  opened  a lane  through 
the  crowd  that  packed  the  great  portal. 
Entering  a dark,  vaulted  vestibule,  I 
groped,  or  rather  was  pushed  by  the 
throng,  toward  a stairway  crowded  with 
servants  whose  masters  had  already  ar- 
rived. We  finally  landed  on  the  first 
gallery,  which  led  around  the  building. 
A few  steps  in  the  twilight,  and  then  an 
embroidered  curtain  was  raised,  and  I en- 
tered the  bqx  of  the  Zahiri  Douleh.  It 
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was  in  two  parts,  the  first  higher  than  the 
other;  stepping  into  the  front  and  lower 
division,  I was  invited  to  sit  or  recline  on 
the  left  of  my  host,  upon  a superbly  em- 
broidered cushion  of  velvet  (the  seat  of 
honor  is  at  the  left  hand  in  Persia).  The 
walls  of  the  loggia  were  hung  with  cash- 
mere  shawls  of  price,  and  the  choicest  of 
rugs  enriched  the  floor.  A number  of 
Persian  gentlemen  of  lower  rank  occupied 
the  back  part  of  the  apartment;  all  alike 
were  seated  on  their  knees  and  heels — a 
most  painful  position  for  one  not  accus- 
tomed to  it  from  infancy.  Having  will- 
ingly made  a concession  to  popular  feel- 
ing  by  wearing  a Persian  kolab,  or  black 
conical  cap,  made  of  stuff  imitating  sheep- 
skin, I was  able  to  sit  at  the  extreme  front 
of  the  box,  and  see  and  be  seen  without 
the  interposition  of  a screen  of  gauze, 
which  is  required  in  the  case  of  foreigners 
who  are  permitted  occasionally  to  visit 
the  royal  Takieh. 

On  looking  forth  over  the  vast  arena  a 
sight  met  my  gaze  which  was  indeed  rare 
and  extraordinary.  The  interior  of  the 
building  is  two  hundred  feet  in  diameter 
and  some  eighty  feet  high.  An  enormous 
domical  frame  of  timbers,  firmly  spliced 
and  braced  with  iron,  springs  from  the 
walls,  giving  support  to  the  awning  which 
protects  the  interior  from  the  sunlight 
and  the  rain.  From  the  centre  of  the 
dome  a large  chandelier  was  suspended, 
furnished*with  four  electric  burners— a re- 
cent innovation.  A more  Oriental  form  of 
illuminating  the  building  was  seen  in  the 
prodigious  number  of  lustres  and  candle- 
sticks, all  of  glass,  and  protected  from  the 
air  by  glass  shades  open  at  the  top,  and 
variously  colored ; they  were  concentrated 
against  the  wall  in  immense  glittering 
clusters. 

The  arrangement  of  the  boxes,  or,  more 
strictly,  loggias,  was  peculiar.  The  walls 
rarely  indicated  any  serious  attempt  at  dec- 
oration, excepting  in  simple  string  courses 
or  cornices  of  brick,  the  chief  material  ap- 
parent, and  yet  the  general  effect  was  pic- 
turesquely grand,  the  architect  being  evi- 
dently conscious  that  by  merely  following 
the  arrangement  suggested  by  the  aim  in 
view  he  would  achieve  a noble  architectu- 
ral expression.  On  one  side  the  loggia  of 
the  Shah  raised  the  arch  of  its  broad  win- 
dow to  twice  the  dimensions  of  the  neigh- 
boring loggias.  Opposite,  again,  was  a row 
of  alcoves  associated  together  by  a line  of 
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dows,  which  were  concealed  by  a green 
lattice,  and  framed  with  green  mouldings 
carved  and  gilded;  these  were  appropri- 
ated to  the  wives  of  the  Shah. 

The  entrances  to  the  floor,  or  pit,  differed 
in  width,  the  widest  being  some  thirty  feet; 
the  arched  roofs  extended  to  a height  of 
thirty  and  forty  feet  respectively.  These 
vaulted  passages  being,  of  course,  pierced 
through  the  walls,  gave  a means  for  gau- 
ging the  solidity  of  the  structure,  the 
walls  being  upward  of  fifty  feet  in  thick- 
ness on  the  ground. 

In  the  centre  of  the  arena  was  a cir- 
cular stage  of  masonry,  raised  three  feet 
high,  and  approached  by  two  stairways. 
Attached  to  the  side  of  the  theatre  was  a 
pulpit  of  white  marble  of  the  form  uni- 
versally followed  in  Mohammedan  coun- 
tries, being  simply  a lofty,  narrow  flight 
of  steps,  protected  by  a solid  balustrade 
on  each  side,  and  crowned  with  a canopy. 
The  spiritual  exaltation  or  the  age  and 
rank  of  the  speaker  suggest  from  what 
elevation  he  shall  exhort  the  people  seated 
on  the  pavement  below  him. 

But  I soon  discovered  that  all  the  archi- 
tectural details  of  this  remarkable  build- 
ing were  secondary  to  the  extraordinary 
spectacle  offered  by  the  assembled  multi- 
tude. The  entire  arena,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a narrow  passage  around  the  stage, 
was  absolutely  packed  with  women — thou- 
sands and  thousands.  At  a rough  esti- 
mate it  seemed  to  me  nearly  four  thousand 
women  were  seated  on  their  heels  on  the 
earthen  floor,  which  was  made  slightly 
sloping,  in  order  to  enable  those  in  the 
rear  to  see  over  the  heads  of  those  before 
them;  not  that  any  of  them  could  com- 
plain of  high  bonnets  to  obstruct  the  sight, 
for  not  a bonnet  was  to  be  seen,  nor  ever 
had  been  seen  there.  It  was  a dense,  com- 
pact mass  of  women  uniformly  dressed  in 
blue-black  mantles,  each  having  a white 
veil  drawn  tightly  over  the  head  and  face, 
the  only  vent  for  sight  being  a small  ob- 
long lattice  of  beautifully  worked  lace  di- 
rectly before  the  eyes.  This  was  attached 
to  the  back  of  the  head  by  a glittering 
buckle,  those  of  the  wealthier  women 
sparkling  with  gold  and  brilliants.  This 
is  the  only  vanity  a Persian  woman  is 
permitted  to  indulge  in  when  abroad. 
They  make  up  for  it  at  home  by  an  extrav- 
agant display  of  rouge  and  jewels— at  least 
so  say  they  who  have  seen  them.  Four 
thousand  white  heads  and  dark  blue  man- 
tles, and  not  a face  to  be  seen ! It  is  unne- 
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cessary  to  describe  the  confused  chattering 
which  arose  from  this  multitude  of  fair 
ones  while  waiting  for  the  show  to  begin ; 
it  goes  without  saying. 

An  amusing  character  in  the  crowd  was 
a quizzical  old  fellow  with  a cup  and  a 
jug  of  water,  doling  out  drinks  as  an  act 
of  devotion.  This  he  has  done  for  many 
years  at  the  Tazieh,  in  order  to  remind  the 
people  that  Hussein  suffered  in  his  last 
hours  from  the  agonies  of  thirst.  As  at  a 
Spanish  bull -fight,  venders  of  refresh- 
ments might  be  seen  with  lemonade,  tea, 
and  kalians,  or  water-pipes,  the  latter 
smoked  by  women  as  well  as  men.  The 
masculine  sex  was  in  a small  minority 
in  the  arena,  and  what  few  men  were 
there  stood  behind  the  compact  army  of 
women.  Most  of  the  men  present  were 
in  the  galleries.  Tea,  coffee,  and  pipes 
were  served  in  our  box  repeatedly,  and 
cigars  for  myself  and  dragoman,  Persians 
preferring  not  to  invite  Christians  to 
smoke  their  kalians.  But  after  the  per- 
formance began,  all  smoking  and  refresh- 
ments were  banned  as  indicating  a frivol- 
ity inconsistent  with  the  tragical  events 
of  the  drama.  The  interval  of  waiting, 
although  long,  was  neither  tedious  nor  un- 
profitably  employed,  for  from  time  to  time 
some  zealot  gave  vent  to  a profound  44  Ya 
Ali!  ya  Hussein!'’  when  many  voices 
would  join  in,  and  thus  by  gradual  ac- 
cessions of  fervor  expectation  was  inten- 
sified and  piety  increased.  The  holy  zeal 
of  the  faithful  was  yet  further  stimulated 
by  the  mollalis,  both  old  and  young — one 
a mere  boy  of  fifteen — who  ascended  the 
pulpit  in  turn,  and  exhorted  the  people 
with  a rliozeh,  or  religious  rhapsody,  on 
the  virtues  and  martyrdom  of  Ali  and  the 
Twelve  Holy  Imams.  As  in  a camp-meet- 
ing frequent  Amens  are  heard,  so,  when- 
ever some  especially  eloquent  period  wfas 
rolled  forth  in  fervid  tones,  responses 
were  heard  from  every  quarter,  now  a 
loud  “Ya  Hussein!'’  or  anon  the  sound 
of  some  one  smiting  his  bare  bosom. 

At  length  a crowd  was  seen  massing  in 
the  great  entrance  opposite  the  royal  log- 
gi^which  resolved  itself  into  a procession 
of  nearly  two  hundred  men,  who  proved 
to  be  ferauclies,  or  servants  of  the  king’s 
household.  Led  by  the  head  steward  of 
the  palace,  they  entered  the  theatre  two 
by  twro,  slowly  marching  around  the  cir- 
cular stage.  They  were  dressed  in  black 
mourning  livery.  Each  had  the  breast 
bare,  and  with  regular  cadence  as  they 
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marched  they  smote  their  bosoms  with 
their  right  hands.  The  skin  was  crimson, 
for  twice  daily  for  five  days  they  had  re- 
peated this  painful  performance.  The 
reader  will  remember  that  at  the  Crucifix- 
ion the  spectators  smote  their  breasts;  it 
has  in  all  ages  been  one  of  the  most  com- 
mon of  Oriental  ceremonies  for  express- 
ing lamentation.  This  procession,  like  all 
which  followed,  delayed  a moment  oppo- 
site the  royal  loggia  and  saluted  the  Shah. 
Directly  after  them  followed  a confused 
group  of  men  in  Arab  costume,  who  beat 
their  breasts  in  unison  with  a force  that 
excited  apprehension  lest  they  should  kill 
themselves  by  smiting  over  the  heart  with 
such  continuous  violence.  After  them 
came  a group  nude  above  the  middle. 
They  held  in  each  hand  a large  block  of 
hard  wood,  which  they  struck  together 
with  a sharp,  exasperating  rhythm,  alter- 
nately before  them  and  over  their  heads. 
The  last  two  groups,  like  the  chorus  in 
the  Greek  plays,  were  collectively  sym- 
bolical of  a class,  representing  in  tins  case 
the  wild  Arabs  of  the  desert,  who  from 
afar  beheld  the  march  of  Hussein  through 
their  country,  and  bewailed  without  be- 
ing able  to  assist  the  martyrs  in  their  last 
struggle.  As  the  last  of  the  three  proces- 
sions filed  out  of  the  building,  the  strains 
of  martial  music  burst  on  the  ear,  solemn- 
ly breathing  a funereal  dirge.  It  was  one 
of  the  military  bands  of  the  Shah,  and 
was  followed  in  steady  procession  by  six 
other  regimental  bands,  each  striking  up 
a minor  strain  as  the  band  before  it  left 
the  building.  The  last  band  had  ceased 
its  music  and  disappeared,  when,  in  the 
gate  through  which  they  had  entered,  an- 
other group  was  seen  collecting  and  form- 
ing. In  front,  facing  the  audiencfc,  were 
several  children  dressed  in  green ; at  their 
side  warriors  were  gathered,  glittering  in 
the  chain  shirts  and  gold-inlaid  helmets 
of  past  ages.  Suddenly  on  the  solemn  si- 
lence, like  the  trill  of  a bird  at  night,  came 
the  voice  of  one  of  the  children,  first  low 
and  solemn,  then  rising  to  a high,  clear 
tone  indescribably  wild  and  thrillingly  pa- 
thetic, chanting  a tragic  ode  of  remarkable 
effect  and  power.  He  who  has  once  heard 
that  strain  can  never  forget  the  impres- 
sion it  made.  This  song  of  lamentation 
was  an  announcement  to  the  spectators 
that  they  were  to  prepare  themselves  to 
behold  a soul-moving  tragedy,  the  mar- 
tyrdom of  Hussein  and  the  grandchildren 
of  the  Prophet.  Other  voices  gradually 
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joined  in  the  chant,  until  a sublime  choral 
elegy  pealed  over  the  vast  arena  with  such 
an  agony  of  sound  that  it  actually  seemed 
as  if  these  actors  in  this  theatric  scene 
were  actually  giving  expression  to  their 
own  death-song.  Still  chanting,  the  troop 
slowly  entered  the  arena,  and  with  mea- 
sured tread  marched  around  the  stage  and 
ascended  the  platform.  There  they  form- 
ed in  double  ranks,  and  with  low  obei- 
sance paid  their  salutations  to  the  king. 

There  was  no  scenery  on  the  stage ; the 
only  objects  it  contained  were  such  as  to 
arouse  the  amusement  of  one  who  reflected 
on  what  was  really  the  condition  of  af- 
fairs in  the  far-away  little  camp  by  the 
banks  of  the  tawny  Euphrates,  where  ages 
ago  the  group  of  martyrs  suffered  with 
thirst,  surrounded  by  savage  hordes,  and 
perished  miserably  on  the  hot  wastes  of 
Mesopotamia.  One  could  scarcely  repress 
a smile  at  the  chairs  covered  with  beaten 
gold  which  were  brought  from  the  royal 
treasury,  and  the  sofa  and  the  uncouth 
beds  covered  with  canopies  to  represent 
the  tents. 

Hussein  was  represented  by  an  actor 
named  Mollah  Hussein,  who  was  draped 
in  massive  robes  of  green  and  cashmere 
inwrought  with  gold.  His  head  was  cov- 
ered with  a large  Arabian  turban.  Dur- 
ing most  of  the  performance  of  this  day 
he  occupied  one  end  of  a sofa,  wrapped  in 
melancholy  reflections  on  the  approaching 
doom.  Abbas,  his  brother  by  another  mo- 
ther, was  personated  by  Mirza  Gholam 
Hussein,  who  was  completely  clad  in  a 
Saracenic  coat  of  mail  of  wire  links,  ter- 
minating in  a white  tunic.  His  head  was 
protected  by  a grand  helmet  of  olden  time, 
graced  with  plumes.  He  was  of  a hand- 
some cast  and  finely  shaped,  presenting 
altogether  an  impressive  impersonation  of 
the  romantic  heroes  of  whom  we  read  in 
the  picturesque  pages  of  Oriental  romance. 
Shemr,  one  of  the  leading  officers  of  the 
enemy,  was  arrayed  in  similar  fashion. 
After  Hussein  and  Abbas  and  Shemr,  the 
most  prominent  character  of  the  drama 
was  Zeineb,  the  sister  of  Hussein,  whose 
part  was  played  by  an  actor  named  Mollah 
Hussein  Zeineb  Khan.  He  spoke  in  falset- 
to. Of  course  all  the  female  characters 
were  represented  by  men  and  boys.  Zei- 
neb at  the  opening  of  the  scene  appeared 
shrouded  in  a thick  mantle,  seated  on  the 
earth,  bemoaning  her  fate.  The  children 
of  the  various  families  gathered  in  the 
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part,  representing  a feature  of  the  tragedy 
analogous  to  the  chorus  of  the  Greek 
plays.  The  entire  performance  was  di- 
rected by  a prompter,  who  walked  uncon- 
cernedly on  the  stage  and  gave  hints  to 
the  players,  or  placed  the  younger  actors 
in  their  position.  At  the  proper  moment, 
also,  by  a motion  of  the  hand,  he  gave  or- 
ders for  the  music  to  strike  up  or  cease. 
But  it  was  curious  how  soon  I forgot  to 
notice  him  at  all;  indeed,  after  a short 
time  I was  scarcely  aware  of  his  presence ; 
so  interested  had  I become  in  the  extraor- 
dinary character  of  all  that  was  going  on 
before  me  that  I forgot  there  was  no  scen- 
ery, and  seemed  to  myself  to  be  gazing 
upon  actual  events  as  they  once  occurred 
on  the  banks  of  the  Euphrates. 

The  orchestra  alluded  to  above  consisted 
of  a band  of  performers  who  are  stationed 
at  the  top  of  the  building,  fortunately,  as 
it  proved,  for  their  instruments  were  ket- 
tle-drums and  long  straight  horns,  harsh 
and  doleful  and  startling  enough  to  wake 
the  dead.  A signal  from  the  director  at 
the  commencement  of  each  scene  of  the 
Tazieh  awoke  the  confused  war  din  of  the 
kettle-drums,  and  instantly  after  followed 
a terrific  burst  from  the  horns.  At  the 
close  of  each  scene  the  same  fierce  music 
stimulated  the  glowing  enthusiasm  of  the 
faithful,  and  nerved  their  zeal  for  events 
yet  more  tragic  and  sublime. 

The  act  for  this  particular  day  began 
with  a scene  between  Zeineb  and  Hus- 
sein. In  an  impassioned  colloquy  they 
lamented  their  fate  and  encouraged  each 
other  to  the  exercise  of  mutual  fortitude. 
As  the  scene  closed  she  sank  to  the  dust, 
and  throwing  ashes  over  her  head,  lapsed 
into  an  attitude  of  impressive  silence  and 
reflection.  Superb  in  the  representation 
of  lamentation  and  affliction  was  the  scene 
which  followed,  when  the  young  Ali  Ac- 
bar, son  of  the  dead  Hassan,  heroically 
resolved  to  go  forth  and  fight  his  way  to 
the  river  to  bring  water  for  the  sufferers 
in  the  camp.  Clad  in  armor,  the  youthful 
hero  submitted  himself  as  a sacrifice,  for 
he  never  expected  to  return;  magnificent 
were  the  pathetic  tones  in  which  he  sang, 
as  it  were,  his  own  requiem.  The  words 
rang  forth  like  a trumpet  to  the  farthest 
nook  of  the  vast  building,  and  the  response 
came  in  united  wailings  from  the  thou- 
sands gathered  there.  Beginning  in  a 
low  murmur  like  the  sigh  of  a coming 
gale,  the  strange  sound  arose  and  fell  like 
the  weird  music  of  the  south  wind  in  the 
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rigging  of  a ship  careening  in  a dark 
night  on  the  swelling  surges  of  an  Atlantic 
storm.  For  several  moments  sobs  and 
sighs,  and  now  and  again  a half-suppress- 
ed shriek,  swept  from  one  side  of  the  build- 
ing to  the  other;  strong  men  wept;  there 
was  not  a dry  eye  in  the  loggia  where  I 
was  seated  except  my  own,  and  I confess 
that  I was  not  altogether  unmoved  by  this 
impressive  scene. 

A milk-white  Arabian  steed  from  the  v 
royal  stables,  superbly  caparisoned,  was 
now  led  into  the  arena,  and  after  receiv- 
ing the  waving  farewell  of  Hussein  and 
Zeineb  and  the  godspeed  of  the  chorus, 
Ali  Acbar  mounted  and  started  forth  on 
his  perilous  errand.  Instantly  from  sev- 
eral quarters  appeared  a troop  of  the  en- 
emy, on  horseback  and  on  foot,  armed 
Arabs  of  the  desert,  who  crowded  after  in 
fierce  pursuit.  It  was  really  exciting  to 
see  this  mad  race  around  the  arena,  where 
thousands  of  women  were  crowded  down 
to  the  very  edge  of  the  narrow  lane  which 
was  thronged  with  fighting  steeds  and 
warriors.  But  no  one  flinched ; the  horses 
were  well  trained,  and  no  accident  re- 
sulted. Finally  Ali  Acbar  turned  into 
one  of  the  avenues  of  exit  and  disappear- 
ed, surrounded  by  the  pursuing  host.  Nor 
did  he  re-appear,  for  soon  after  he  fell, 
covered  with  wounds. 

Now  followed  a savage  peal  from  the 
wild  war  horns,  and  Shemr,  the  leader  of 
the  beleaguering  army,  appeared,  clad  in 
complete  armor.  Summoning  the  camp 
to  surrender,  he  proceeded  to  hold  a long 
colloquy  with  Abbas.  Shemr  had  come 
to  order  Hussein  to  yield,  before  his  out- 
numbered troops  should  be  annihilated  by 
an  overwhelming  host.  Hussein  remained 
at  one  side,  wrapped  in  melancholy  fore- 
bodings, while  Abbas,  with  magnificent 
eloquence,  unconditionally  rejected  terms 
which  implied  the  abandonment  of  the 
claims  of  the  house  of  Ali  and  Fathimeh 
to  the  caliphate,  and  majestically  flung 
defiance  at  the  foe. 

After  having  seen  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  actors  of  the  age,  I can  not 
avoid  the  conclusion  that  this  colloquy 
between  Abbas  and  Shemr  would  do  cred- 
it to  any  stage.  In  parts,  perhaps,  rath- 
er too  declamatory,  it  was  as  a whole  a 
wonderful  dramatic  episode,  in  closing, 
Abbas,  as  if  endowed  with  prophetic  vi- 
sion, gave  vent  toa  noble  apostrophe  to  the 
future  splendor  of  Persia,  the  asylum  for 
the  devoted  followers  of  Ali.  These  elo- 
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quent  strophes  called  forth  deep  murmurs 
of  applause.  Waving  his  mailed  hand 
with  lofty  scorn,  Shemr,  with  equal  dra- 
matic stateliness,  hurled  at  Hussein  the 
responsibility  for  the  disasters  to  come, 
and  remounting  his  steed,  departed. 

Now  night  came  on;  by  tacit  consent 
the  decisive  conflict  was  deferred  until  the 
following  day,  and  all  in  the  camp  slept, 
most  of  them  for  the  last  time  on  earth, 
overpowered  with  anxiety  and  suspense. 
But  while  they  slumbered  they  were  not 
forgotten.  Aliand  Fathimeh,  the  parents 
of  those  who  were  devoted  to  die  for  de- 
fending the  rights  of  the  Prophet’s  house, 
could  not  rest  tranquil  in  their  graves.  If 
they  were  powerless  to  avert  the  doom  of 
their  children,  for  “what  is  written  is 
written,”  they  could  at  least  bewail  their 
fate  together.  Sublime  was  the  idea,  one 
probably  never  before  conceived  in  the 
drama — two  figures  shrouded  in  the  cere- 
ments of  the  tomb  conversing  in  sepul- 
chral accents  on  the  stage.  A very  dif- 
ficult scene  it  was  indeed  to  represent 
without  the  aid  of  scenery;  but,  notwith- 
standing, the  effect  was  solemn  and  im- 
pressive. As  Ali  and  Fathimeh  passed 
out  of  sight,  Shemr  and  one  of  his  gener- 
als appeared  from  the  hostile  army  to  re- 
connoitre the  camp  and  make  plans  for 
bringing  the  assault  on  the  morrow  to  a 
successful  issue. 

The  concluding  scene  of  this  act — if  each 
performance  can  be  characterized  by  a 
word  indicating  more  of  sequence  than 
actually  exists  in  the  drama  of  the  Tazieh 
—represented  the  commencement  of  the 
battle.  The  resisting  force  was  typified 
by  the  person  of  Abbas,  who,  after  a ter- 
rifying burst  of  kettle-drums  and  horns, 
bade  farewell  to  the  little  group  on  the 
stage,  being  first  invested  with  a white 
mantle  thrown  over  his  shoulders  by 
Hussein.  Immediately  on  mounting  his 
charger,  Abbas  encountered  a numerous 
troop  of  Arabs,  who  fairly  drove  him 
around  the  stage,  until  lie  disappeared  for 
a moment  in  the  wings,  followed  by  the 
enemy.  When  Abbas  re-appeared  he  pre- 
sented the  aspect  of  one  who  had  been  en- 
gaged in  a severe  conflict.  One  of  his 
arms  seemed  to  be  hewn  off,  and  his  rai- 
ment was  reeking  with  blood.  Again  the 
enemy  pursued  him,  and  when  he  once 
more  appeared  on  the  scene,  both  arms 
were  gone,  and  with  drooping  form  he 
barely  sustained  himself  on  the  saddle  of 
the  well-trained  steed,  which  also  moved 
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with  languid  and  battered  action.  When 
Abbas  reached  the  camp,  he  was  lifted  by 
wailing  friends  from  the  saddle,  and  fell 
on  the  sand  a maimed  and  bleeding  form. 

As  the  enemy  swarmed  on  the  scene,  and 
Shemr  raised  his  glittering  cimeter  to 
hew  off  the  head  of  the  prostrate  warrior, 
an  extraordinary  wail  of  anguish  burst 
with  one  accord  from  the  vast  audience. 

At  that  instant  the  king  arose  to  depart, 
and  at  once  the  scene  closed.  The  wound- 
ed man  sprang  to  his  feet,  the  uplifted 
sword  was  sheathed,  and  with  a great  tu- 
mult the  audience  surged  toward  the  ave- 
nues of  exit.  Many  of  the  women,  how- 
ever, would  not  leave  until  forced  to  move 
by  the  ushers,  so  anxious  were  they  to  re- 
tain their  places  for  the  performance  of 
the  evening.  I was  told  that  before  leav- 
ing the  building  the  king  sent  a costly 
garment  to  Mirza  Gholam  Hussein,  the 
actor  who  had  personated  Abbas,  in  token 
of  the  royal  appreciation  of  the  admirable 
histrionic  ability  he  had  displayed  on  this 
occasion. 

In  the  evening  of  the  same  day  my 
courteous  friend  again  invited  me  to  ac- 
company him.  Throughout  the  ten  days 
during  which  the  Tazieh  is  represented  at 
the  royal  Takieh  there  are  two  acts  or 
performances  each  day — one  in  the  after- 
noon and  one  in  the  evening.  On  the 
evening  in  question  we  arrived  half  an 
hour  before  the  commencement  of  the 
play.  The  audience  was  even  larger  than 
in  the  afternoon,  numbering  fully  10,000, 
but  the  general  effect  was  of  course  some- 
what different,  for  the  immense  interior 
was  now  brilliant  with  the  splendor  of 
many  thousand  candles  gleaming  through 
colored  globes.  Unfortunately  the  elec- 
tric lights  in  the  chandelier  suspended’ 
over  the  stage,  which  might  have  diffused' 
almost  a daylight  glow  over  the  most  im- 
portant part  of  the  scene,  were  so  dim  as- 
to  be  of  little  use. 

The  reader  will  remember  in  the  historic 
sketch  presented  in  the  earlier  paragraphs 
of  this  paper  the  episode  of  Much  tar  the 
Avenger.  The  performance  of  this  even- 
ing was  intended  to  present  the  devoted 
heroism  of  the  implacable  Muchtar,and  his 
final  triumph  over  Obeid  Allah,  the  im- 
mediate instigator  of  the  slaughter  of  Hus- 
sein. First  Obeid  Allah  was  seen  seated 
in  lordly  fashion  on  his  divan,  giving  ex- 
pression, in  terms  of  insolent  exultation, 
to  the  satisfaction  he  felt  that  at  last  the 

difficult  task  assigned  to  him  by  his  master 
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Yezid  was  accomplished.  * The  tidings  had 
been  brought  him  by  a swift  messenger 
that  Hussein  had  perished,  and  that  the 
house  of  Muhaviyeh  was  now  firmly  estab- 
lished on  the  throne  whose  foundations 
were  cemented  with  the  blood  of  the  de- 
scendants of  the  Prophet.  Soon  the  mo- 
notonous beat  of  camel  bells  was  heard,  and 
a train  of  the  ships  of  the  desert  appear- 
ed. They  bore  Zeineb  and  the  children 
who  had  been  spared  from  the  slaughter, 
and  were  preceded  by  slaves  carrying  the 
heads  of  Hussein,  Abbas,  and  other  heroes 
who  had  sacrificed  their  lives  with  them. 
Obeid  Allah  smote  the  head  of  Hussein, 
and  received  the  captives  with  haughty 
disdaiiv  But  Zeineb  replied  with  the 
reckless  eloquence  of  despair,  defying 
him  to  complete  his  deeds  of  sacrilege  and 
blood  by  murdering  the  remaining  de- 
scendants of  Ali,  who  were  now  in  his 
power.  With  singular  magnanimity  the 
ferocious  satrap  forbore  to  take  the  fran- 
tic Zeineb  at  her  word,  but  ordered  his 
guards  to  execute  Moslemah,  a man  of 
Cufa,  who  had  been  blinded  by  the  order 
of  Obeid  Allah  for  adhering  to  the  cause 
of  Ali,  and  who  now,  led  by  his  little 
child,  appeared  before  him  once  more  to 
upbraid  him  for  his  cruelties  and  crimes. 
Twice  the  child  shielded  the  father  from 
the  executioners  who  sought  to  hew  him 
down.  At  last  a fatal  thrust  intended  for 
the  father  felled  the  faithful  child  to  the 
earth,  where  he  lay  dead.  Moslemah,  miss- 
ing his  child,  and  now  without  a guide, 
sought  hither  and  thither,  calling  for  him 
in  moving  accents,  until  in  his  wild  grop- 
ing he  stumbled  on  the  lifeless  form.  He 
stooped  down,  and  with  intense  anxiety 
felt  the  corpse  from  head  to  foot, but  when 
the  terrible  truth  fairly  burst  on  his  mind, 
he  gave  an  agonizing  cry,  and  fell  across 
the  bosom  of  his  child.  This  episode, 
which  was  affecting  in  the  extreme,  was 
acted  with  consummate  ability.  But  now 
came  the  hour  for  retribution.  Muchtar 
the  Avenger  appeared  on  the  scene,  enter- 
ing the  stage  with  majestic  strides  and 
stentorian  tones.  His  armed  retainers 
dragged  Obeid  Allah  from  the  seat  of 
power,  and  with  contumely  and  abuse 
hurried  him  to  execution,  together  with 
his  chief  adhereuts.  This  part  of  the  play 
was  rather  too  realistic  for  the  modern 
stage,  two  men  being  actually  hanged  by 
ropes  suspended  from  the  dome  above, 
and  another  went  through  the  similitude 
of  bein£  ; beheaded,  while  a caldron  was 
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prepared  for  the  boiling  of  yet  another. 
But  at  this  critical  moment  it  was  discov- 
ered that  the  king  had  left  for  the  palace, 
and  the  performance  came  to  a termina- 
tion just  in  time  to  save  a poor  man  from 
a terrible  fate.  I could  not  help  noticing, 
however,  that  the  men  who  had  been  ex- 
ecuted proved  to  be  very  lively  corpses 
indeed  on  the  closing  of  the  entertain- 
ment. Although  of  a more  sensational 
character  than  the  previous  performance, 
the  acting  of  this  evening  contained  some 
features  which  were  scarcely  inferior  in 
quality  to  the  best  acting  of  El  Abbas. 
It  was  also  interesting  as  showing  the 
scope  of  the  great  national  drama  of  Per- 
sia. 

Not  until  the  second  day  after  this,  or 
the  seventh  of  the  Tazieh,  did  I have  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  it  again,  when  my 
kind  friend  once  more  placed  his  carriage 
and  loggia  at  my  disposal,  and  accompa- 
nied me  with  all  the  graceful  courtesy  of 
a true  Persian  gentleman.  As  the  Tazieh 
drew  near  its  close,  the  popular  anxiety 
to  see  it  increased  with  each  performance, 
and  long  before  the  hour  arrived  for  it  to 
begin  on  this  day,  the  doors  were  closed, 
the  building  being  packed  to  its  utmost 
capacity.  On  arriving  there  we  found 
a crowd  surging  back  and  forth,  anxiously 
waiting  for  a chance  to  gain  admittance 
within  the  immense  iron-lxmnd  portals. 

The  performance  on  this  occasion  open- 
ed, as  usual,  with  the  processions  described 
on  a previous  page.  The  regular  recur- 
rence of  the  funereal  music  and  bands  of 
mourners  with  each  act  of  the  drama, 
while  perhaps  slightly  monotonous,  was, 
however,  ingeniously  contrived  to  keep 
before  the  mind  of  the  spectators  that  this 
drama  is  not  a mere  spectacle  to  entertain, 
but  a great  commemorative  representa- 
tion intended  to  keep  alive  the  events  on 
which  the  religion  is  founded  which  has 
given  vitality  to  the  national  life  of 
Persia. 

The  performance  in  the  afternoon  of 
the  seventh  day  appeared  to  me  to  have 
been  designed  with  consummate  art,  ad- 
mirably adapted  as  it  was  to  the  character 
of  the  audience.  While  some  of  the  de- 
tails were  to  the  European  eye  absurd,  yet 
the  general  motif  was  finely  conceived 
with  a view  to  divert  the  attention  of  the 
audience. 

It  is  well  known  that  King  Suleiman, 
or  Solomon,  still  holds  a wide  repute 

throughout  the  East  for  his  vast  wisdom. 
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his  skill  in  dealing  with  the  mysteries  of 
nature,  and  the  imperial  dominion  he  ex- 
erted over  the  genii  and  demons  of  the 
unseen  world.  The  belief  in  the  magic 
power  of  Solomon,  of  which  we  have  so 
many  proofs  in  the  Arabian  Nights'  En- 
tertainments and  the  legends  of  Europe 
in  the  Dark  Ages,  still  obtains  in  Persia. 
Solomon  it  was,  in  all  his  glory,  who  was 
represented  on  the  stage  of  the  Tazieh 
this  day. 

The  lively  fancy  of  the  Persian  dram- 
atist seems  to  have  had  no  difficulty  in 
bringing  Solomon  into  the  play  of  the 
Tazieh,  and  that,  too,  in  a manner  that 
seems  natural  enough  to  the  Oriental 
mind.  The  great  king  was  so  versed  in 
the  gift  of  prevision,  or  second-sight,  that 
it  is  claimed  he  was  master  not  only  of  the 
past,  but  also  of  the  future.  Thus  it  was 
no  extraordinary  exercise  of  power  for 
his  eye  to  pierce  twelve  centuries  into  the 
future,  and  descry  the  events  that  were  to 
transpire  on  the  sands  of  Arabia  ages  aft- 
er he  and  his  glory  had  descended  to  the 
tomb.  Before  us  appeared,  therefore,  on 
this  day  the  great  and  renowned  King  Su- 
leiman, radiating  power  from  his  throne. 
As  evidences  of  his  influence  over  the 
genii  and  all  created  things,  he  now  sum- 
moned before  him  demons  and  jinn,  lions 
and  tigers,  crocodiles  and  all  creeping 
things.  From  all  sides  they  invaded  the 
arena  and  made  their  obeisance  to  the 
great  king.  It  must  be  admitted  that 
many  of  these  animals  were  not  strictly 
shaped  after  correct  models,  and  indicated 
only  moderate  acquaintance  with  natural 
history  or  anatomy.  But  they  interested 
the  people,  and  therefore  served  their  pur- 
pose. 

Having  given  this  exhibition  of  his 
power,  Solomon  now  prepared  to  receive 
the  Queen  of  Sheba  with  a pomp  suitable 
to  the  rank  of  the  “ high  contracting  par- 
ties,”for, according  to  the  Oriental  legends, 
the  Queen  of  Sheba  really  visited  the  king 
with  an  eye  to  matrimony.  This  scene, 
while  calling  for  little  exhibition  of  dra- 
matic talent,  was  very  interesting  as  a 
spectacular  show.  To  a European  it  was 
of  especial  value,  for  it  gave  a tolerably 
exact  representation  of  the  marriage  cere- 
monies of  an  Eastern  court.  First  came 
a train  of  camels  gay  with  elaborate 
housings;  strings  of  melodious  bells  jan- 
gled on  the  necks  of  these  stately  ani- 
mals and  gay  tufts  waved  on  their  lofty 
heads  as  they  marched  majestically  around 
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the  arena  with  velvet  tread.  The  furni- 
ture of  the  princess,  inclosed  in  iron- 
bound  chests,  was  carried  by  the  camels, 
and  also  on  a train  of  richly  saddled 
sumpter -mules.  A troop  of  horsemen 
magnificently  mounted  followed,  repre- 
senting the  military  escort  who  attended 
the  queen.  She  appeared  in  true  royal 
state,  seated  in  a how'dah  of  crimson  and 
gold,  borne  with  her  handmaids  on  the 
back  of  an  elephant. 

The  Queen  of  Sheba  having  arrived  in 
the  presence  of  King  Solomon  with  all 
the  pomp  essential  to  show  the  grandeur 
of  both  the  king  and  the  queen,  Solomon 
again  made  an  exhibition  of  his  necro- 
mantic skill  by  summoning  before  the 
audience  a scene  which  represented  the 
marriage  of  Khassim,  the  son  of  Hassan. 
The  event  occurred  the  day  previous  to 
the  final  attack  on  the  camp.  Hussein 
foresaw  that  he  and  the  larger  part  of  the 
adults  in  his  band  were  about  to  be  de- 
stroyed. There  was  danger  that  the  house 
of  Ali  might  become  extinct  unless  mea- 
sures were  taken  to  prevent  such  a result. 
Presuming  that  the  younger  members  of 
his  company  might  be  spared  when  the 
general  slaughter  occurred,  Hussein  was 
naturally  anxious  to  insure  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  family  while  he  was  yet  alive. 

It  was  therefore  agreed  that  the  two 
branches  of  the  family  should  be  united 
in  marriage  without  delay,  and  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  Khassim,  the  youthful  son  of 
the  murdered  Hassan,  and  Rudabeh,  the 
daughter  of  Hussein,  should  be  married 
that  very  day.  The  event  was  one  of  re- 
markable and  touching  character,  owing 
to  the  circumstances  which  attended  it, 
and  also  of  great  importance  in  the  his- 
tory of  Islamism,  and  especially  of  the 
sect  of  the  Shealis.  By  this  marriage  the 
house  of  Ali  was  preserved  from  extinc- 
tion ; it  gave  to  the  Shealis  nine  Holy 
Imams  and  the  great  dynasty  of  the  Su- 
favelis,  which  carried  Persia  to  an  exalt- 
ed pinnacle  of  power  and  splendor. 

The  preliminary  colloquy  of  Zeineb, 
the  sister  of  Hussein,  of  Leila,  the  mother 
of  Khassim,  and  of  the  young  bridegroom 
himself,  was  of  the  most  pathetic  and  im- 
passioned character.  The  knowledge  of 
what  the  morrow  was  to  bring  to  them 
gave  peculiar  solemnity  to  what,  under 
other  circumstances,  would  have  been  a 
season  for  festivity  and  joy.  The  two 
women  gave  vent  to  vehement  exclama- 
tions of  sorrow,  while  the  youthful  bride- 
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groom  in  moving  accents  bewailed  the 
terrible  scenes  that  surrounded  his  mar- 
riage. Erelong  the  little  bride,  Ruda- 
beh,  appeared  at  his  tent  door,  brought  in 
a covered  litter  on  the  back  of  a camel 
led  by  Arab  warriors  of  the  desert.  When 
she  entered  on  the  scene,  her  bridegroom 
clasped  her  weeping  in  his  arms,  while 
the  women  also  wept  over  them  in  heart- 
rending lamentations.  Hussein,  aroused 
from  his  stupor  of  despair,  also  joined  in 
majestic  anguish.  A great  wave  of 
mourning  swept  over  the  audience,  and 
for  several  moments  an  awful  sound  of 
lamentation  was  heard. 

Selecting  this  crisis  of  emotion  as  a 
suitable  time  for  closing  the  performance 
of  the  day,  the  king  arose  to  depart. 

I did  not  see  the  final  scenes  of  the  Ta- 


zieh on  the  three  subsequent  days.  Al- 
though sometimes  permitted  to  witness  the 
Tazieh  as  I did,  Christians  are  not  invited 
to  attend  the  last  three  days  of  the  drama 
at  the  royal  Takieh.  The  events  then 
presented  are  of  too  solemn  a nature  for 
the  profane  eyes  of  unbelievers;  especial- 
ly on  the  final  day  it  is  not  considered  ad- 
visable for  Christians  to  be  seen  in  the 
building,  for  on  that  day  the  murder,  or 
gattly  of  Hussein  is  consummated  with  a 
vividness  which  arouses  the  audience  to 
the  last  pitch  of  agitation.  There  is  an 
evident  tendency  now  to  moderate  the  ex- 
cesses of  the  Tazieh ; but  I have  been  told 
that  not  so  very  long  ago,  carried  away  by 
the  appalling  excitement  and  fanaticism 
of  the  last  scenes  of  the  drama,  some  of  the 
actors  have  actually  sacrificed  their  lives. 


A CONFLICT  ENDED. 

BY  MARY  E.  WILKINS. 


IN  Acton  there  were  two  churches,  an 
Orthodox  and  a Baptist.  They  stood 
on  opposite  sides  of  the  road,  and  the  Bap- 
tist edifice  was  a little  farther  down  than 
the  other.  On  Sunday  morning  both 
bells  were  ringing.  The  Baptist  bell  was 
much  larger,  and  followed  quickly  on  the 
soft  peal  of  the  Orthodox  with  a heavy 
brazen  clang  which  vibrated  a good  while. 
The  people  went  flocking  through  the 
street  to  the  irregular  jangle  of  the  bells. 
It  was  a very  hot  day,  and  the  sun  beat 
down  heavily ; parasols  were  bobbing  over 
all  the  ladies'  heads. 

More  people  went  into  the  Baptist 
church,  whose  society  was  much  the  lar- 
ger of  the  two.  It  had  been  for  the  last 
ten  years — ever  since  the  Orthodox  had 
settled  a new  minister.  His  advent  had 
divided  the  church,  and  a good  third  of 
the  congregation  had  gone  over  to  the 
Baptist  brethren,  with  whom  they  still 
remained. 

It  is  probable  that  many  of  them  passed 
their  old  sanctuary  to-day  with  the  origi- 
nal stubborn  animosity  as  active  as  ever 
in  their  hearts,  and  led  their  families  up 
the  Baptist  steps  with  the  same  strong 
spiritual  pull  of  indignation. 

One  old  lady,  who  had  made  herself 
prominent  on  the  opposition,  trotted  by 
this  morning  with  the  identical  wiry  ve- 
hemence which  she  had  manifested  ten 
years  ago.  She  wore  a full  black  silk 
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skirt,  which  she  held  up  inanely  in  front, 
and  allowed  to  trail  in  the  dust  in  the  rear. 

Some  of  the  stanch  Orthodox  people 
glanced  at  her  amusedly.  One  fleshy, 
fair-faced  girl  in  blue  muslin  said  to  her 
companion,  with  a laugh:  “See  that  old 
lady  trailing  her  best  black  silk  by  to  the 
Baptist.  Ain't  it  ridiculous  how  she  holds 
on  showing  out  ? I heard  some  one  talk- 
ing about  it  yesterday.” 

“Yes.” 

The  girl  colored  up  confusedly.  “Oh 
dear!”  she  thought  to  herself.  The  lady 
with  her  had  an  unpleasant  history  con- 
nected with  this  old  church  quarrel.  She 
was  a small,  bony  woman  in  a shiny  pur- 
ple silk,  which  was  strained  very  tightly 
across  her  sharp  shoulder-blades.  Her 
bonnet  was  quite  elaborate  with  flowers 
and  plumes,  as  was  also  her  companion’s. 

In  fact,  she  was  the  village  milliner,  and 
the  girl  was  her  apprentice. 

When  the  two  went  up  the  church 
steps,  they  passed  a man  of  about  fifty, 
who  was  sitting  thereon  well  to  one  side. 

He  had  a singular  face— a mild  forehead, 
a gently  curving  mouth,  and  a terrible 
chin,  with  a look  of  strength  in  it  that 
might  have  abashed  mountains.  He  held 
his  straw  hat  in  his  hand,  and  the  sun 
was  shining  full  on  his  bald  head. 

The  milliner  half  stopped,  and  gave  an 
anxious  glance  at  him;  then  passed  on. 

In  the  vestibule  she  stopped  again. 
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“You  go  right  in,  Margy,”  she  said  to 
the  girl.  “ I'll  be  along  in  a minute.” 

“Where  be  you  going,  Miss  Barney  ?” 

“You  go  right  in.  I'll  be  there  in  a 
minute.” 

Margy  entered  the  audience-room  then, 
as  if  fairly  brushed  in  by  the  imperious 
wave  of  a little  knotty  hand,  and  Esther 
Barney  stood  waiting  until  the  rush  of 
entering  people  was  over.  Then  she 
stepped  swiftly  back  to  the  side  of  the 
man  seated  on  the  steps.  She  spread  her 
large  black  parasol  deliberately,  and  ex- 
tended the  handle  toward  him. 

“No,  no,  Esther;  I don't  want  it— I 
don’t  want  it.” 

“If  you’re  determined  on  setting  out  in 
this  broiling  sun,  Marcus  Woodman,  you 
jest  take  this  parasol  of  mine  an’  use  it.” 

“I  don’t  want  your  parasol,  Esther. 

I—” 

“Don’t  you  say  it  over  again.  Take 
it.” 

“I  won’t— not  if  I don’t  want  to.” 

“You’ll  get  a sunstroke.” 

“That’s  my  own  lookout.” 

“Marcus  Woodman,  you  take  it.” 

She  threw  all  the  force  there  was  in 
her  intense,  nervous  nature  in  her  tone 
and  look ; but  she  failed  in  her  attempt,  be- 
cause of  the  utter  difference  in  quality  be- 
tween her  own  will  and  that  with  which 
she  had  to  deal.  They  were  on  so  differ- 
ent planes  that  hers  slid  by  his  with  its 
own  momentum;  there  could  be  no  con- 
tact even  of  antagonism  between  them. 
He  sat  there  rigid,  every  line  of  his  face 
stiffened  into  an  icy  obstinacy.  She  held 
out  the  parasol  toward  him  like  a weapon. 

Finally  she  let  it  drop  at  her  side,  her 
whole  expression  changed. 

“Marcus,”  said  she,  “how's  your  mo- 
ther ?” 

He  started.  “Pretty  well,  thank  you, 
Esther.” 

“She’s  out  to  meeting,  then?” 

“Yes.” 


“I’ve  been  a-thinking— I ain’t  drove 
jest  now — that  maybe  I'd  come  over  an’ 
see  her  some  day  this  week.” 

He  rose  politely  then.  “Wish  you 
would,  Esther.  Mother’d  be  real  pleased, 
I know.” 

“Well,  I’ll  see— Wednesday,  p’rhaps, 
if  I ain’t  toa  busy.  I must  go  in  now; 
they’re  ’most  through  singing.” 

“Esther—” 

“I  don’t  believe  I can  stop  any  longer, 
Marcus.” 
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“About  the  parasol — thank  you  jest  the 
same  if  I don’t  take  it.  Of  course  you 
know  I can’t  set  out  here  holding  a para- 
sol ; folks  would  laugh.  But  I’m  obliged 
to  you  all  the  same.  Hope  I didn't  say 
anything  to  hurt  your  feelings  ?’’ 

“Oh  no;  why,  no,  Marcus.  Of  course 
I don’t  want  to  make  you  take  it  if  you 
don’t  want  it.  I don’t  know  but  it  would 
look  kinder  queer,  come  to  think  of  it. 

Oh  dear!  they  are  through  singing.” 

“Say,  Esther,  I don’t  know  but  I might 
as  well  take  that  parasol,  if  you'd  jest  as 
soon.  The  sun  is  pretty  hot,  an’  I might 
get  a headache.  I forgot  my  umbrella, 
to  tell  the  truth.'’ 

“I  might  have  known  better  than  to 
have  gone  at  him  the  way  I did,”  thought 
Esther  to  herself,  when  she  was  seated 
at  last  in  the  cool  church  beside  Margy. 
“Seems  as  if  I might  have  got  used  to 
Marcus  Woodman  by  this  time.” 

She  did  not  see  him  when  she  came  out 
of  church;  but  a little  boy  in  the  vesti- 
bule handed  her  the  parasol,  with  the  re- 
mark, “Mr.  Woodman  said  for  me  to  give 
this  to  you.” 

She  and  Margy  passed  down  the  street 
toward  home.  Going  by  the  Baptist 
church,  they  noticed  a young  man  stand- 
ing by  the  entrance.  He  stared  hard  at 
Margy. 

She  began  to  laugh  after  they  had  pass- 
ed him.  “ Did  you  see  that  fellow  stare  ?’’ 
said  she.  “Hope  he’ll  know  me  next 
time.” 

“That’s  George  Elliot;  he’s  that  old 
lady’s  son  you  was  speaking  about  this 
morning.” 

“ Well,  that’s  enough  for  me.” 

“ He's  a real  good,  steady  young  man.” 

Margy  sniffed. 

“P’rhaps  you’ll  change  your  mind  some 
day.” 

She  did, and  speedily, too.  That  glimpse 
of  Margy  Wilson’s  pretty,  new  face — for 
she  was  a stranger  in  the  town— had  been 
too  much  for  George  Elliot.  He  obtained 
an  introduction,  and  soon  was  a steady 
visitor  at  Esther  Barney’s  house.  Margy 
fell  in  love  with  him  easily.  She  had  nev- 
er had  much  attention  from  the  young 
men,  and  he  was  an  engaging  young  fel- 
low, small  and  bright-eyed,  though  with  a 
nervous  persistency  like  his  mother’s  in 
his  manner. 

“I’m  going  to  have  it  an  understood 
thing,”  Margy  told  Esther,  after  her  lover 
had  become  constant  in  his  attentions, 
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“ that  I m going  with  George,  and  I am  t 
going  with  his  mother.  I can't  bear  that 
old  woman.” 

But  poor  Margy  found  that  it  was  not 
so  easy  to  thrust  determined  old  age  off 
the  stage,  even  when  young  Love  was  fly- 
ing about  so  fast  on  his  butterfly  wiugs 
that  he  seemed  to  multiply  himself,  and 
there  was  no  room  for  anything  else,  be- 
cause the  air  was  so  full  of  Loves.  That 
old  mother,  with  her  trailing  black  skirt 
and  her  wiry  obstinacy,  trotted  as  unwav- 
eringly through  the  sweet  stir  as  a ghost 
through  a door. 

One  Monday  morning  Margy  could  not 
eat  any  breakfast,  and  there  were  red 
stains  around  her  blue  eyes. 

“Why,  what's  the  matter,  Margy?” 
asked  Esther,  eying  her  across  the  little 
kitchen  table. 

1 4 Nothing’s  the  matter.  I ain't  hungry 
any  to  speak  of,  that's  all.  I guess  I'll 
go  right  to  work  on  Mis'  Fuller's  bonnet.” 

“ I'd  try  an’  eat  something  if  I was  you. 
Be  sure  you  cut  that  velvet  straight,  if 
you  go  to  wrork  on  it.” 

When  the  two  were  sitting  together  at 
their  work  in  the  little  room  back  of  the 
shop,  Margy  suddenly  threw  her  scissors 
down.  4 4 There !”  said  she.  4 4 I've  done  it ; 
I knew  I should.  I’ve  cut  this  velvet  bias. 
I knew  I should  cut  everything  bias  I 
touched  to-day.” 

There  was  a droll  pucker  on  her  mouth ; 
then  it  began  to  quiver.  She  hid  her 
face  in  her  hands  and  sobbed.  44  Oh,  dear, 
dear,  dear!” 

44  Margy  Wilson,  what  is  the  matter  ?” 

44  George  and  I — had  a talk  last  night. 
We've  broke  the  engagement,  an’  it's  kill- 
ing me.  An'  now  I’ve  cut  this  velvet  bias. 
Oh,  dear,  dear,  dear , dear!” 

44  For  the  land’s  sake,  don’t  mind  any- 
thing about  the  velvet.  What's  come  be- 
twixt you  an’  George  ?” 

“His  mother— horrid  old  thing!  He 
said  she’d  got  to  live  with  us,  and  I said 
she  shouldn’t.  Then  he  said  he  wouldn’t 
marry  any  girl  that  wasn't  willing  to  live 
with  his  mother,  and  I said  he  wouldn’t 
ever  marry  me,  then.  If  George  Elliot 
thinks  more  of  his  mother  than  he  does  of 
me,  he  can  have  her.  I don't  care.  I'll 
show  him  I can  get  along  without  him.” 

“Well,  I don't  know,  Margy.  I'm  real 
sorry  about  it.  George  Elliot's  a good, 
likely  young  man ; but  if  you  didn't  want 
to  live  with  his  mother,  it  was  better  to 
say  so  right  in  the  beginning.  And  I 
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don  t know  as  I blame  you  much:  shes 
pretty  set  in  her  ways.” 

4 4 1 guess  she  is.  I never  could  bear  her. 

I guess  he'll  find  out — ” 

Margy  dried  her  eyes  defiantly,  and 
took  up  the  velvet  again.  “I've  spoilt 
this  velvet.  I don’t  see  why  being  disap- 
pointed in  love  should  affect  a girl  so's  to 
make  her  cut  bias.” 

There  was  a whimsical  element  in  Mar- 
gy which  seemed  to  roll  uppermost  along 
with  her  grief. 

Esther  looked  a little  puzzled.  44  Never 
mind  the  velvet,  child : it  ain't  much,  any- 
way.” She  began  tossing  over  some  rib- 
bons to  cover  her  departure  from  her  usual 
reticence.  44  I'm  real  sorry  about  it,  Mar- 
gy. Such  things  are  hard  to  bear,  but  they 
can  be  lived  through.  I know  something 
about  it  myself.  You  knew  I'd  had  some 
of  this  kind  of  trouble,  didn’t  you  ?" 

“About  Mr.  Woodman,  you  mean  ?” 

“Yes,  about  Marcus  Woodman.  I’ll 
tell  you  what  ’tis,  Margy  Wilson,  you’ve 
got  one  thing  to  be  thankful  for,  and  that 
is  that  there  ain’t  anything  ridickerlous 
about  this  affair  of  yourn.  That  makes  it 
the  hardest  of  anything,  according  to  my 
mind — when  you  know  that  everybody's 
laughing,  and  you  can  hardly  help  laugh- 
ing yourself,  though  you  feel  ’most  ready 
to  die.” 

“ Ain’t  that  Mr.  Woodman  crazy  ?” 

44 No,  he  ain’t  crazy;  lie’s  got  too  much 
will  for  his  common-sense,  that’s  all,  and 
lie  will  teeter  the  sense  a little  too  far  into 
the  air.  I see  all  through  it  from  the  be- 
ginning. I could  read  Marcus  Woodman 
jest  like  a book.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  in  the  world  you 
ever  come  to  like  such  a man.” 

44  Well,  I s’pose  love's  the  strongest 
when  there  ain’t  any  good  reason  for  it. 
They  say  it  is.  I can’t  say  as  I ever  real- 
ly admired  Marcus  Woodman  much.  I 
always  see  right  through  him;  but  that 
didn’t  hinder  my  thinking  so  much  of 
him  that  I uever  felt  as  if  I could  many 
any  other  man.  And  I’ve  had  chances, 
though  I shouldn't  want  you  to  say  so.” 

44  You  turned  him  off  because  he  went 
to  sitting  on  the  church  steps?” 

44  Course  I did.  Do  you  s'pose  I was 
going  to  many  a man  who  made  a laugh- 
ing-stock of  himself  that  way  ?” 

44 1 don’t  see  how  he  ever  come  to  do  it. 

It's  the  funniest  thing  I ever  heard  of.” 

44 1 know  it.  It  seems  so  silly  nobody 
'd  believe  it.  Well,  all  there  is  about  it, 
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Marcus  Woodman's  got  so  much  mulish- 
ness in  him  it  makes  him  almost  miracu- 
lous. You  see,  lie  got  up  an’  spoke  in 
that  church  meeting  when  they  had  such 
a row  about  Mr.  Morton’s  being  settled 
here — Marcus  was  awful  set  again’  him. 
I never  could  see  any  reason  why,  and  I 
don’t  think  he  could.  He  said  Mr.  Morton 
wa’n’t  doctrinal;  that  was  what  they  all 
said ; but  I don’t  believe  half  of  'em  knew 
what  doctrinal  was.  I never  could  see 
why  Mr.  Morton  wa’n’t  as  good  as  most 
ministers — enough  sight  better  than  them 
that  treated  him  so,  anyway.  I always  felt 
that  they  was  really  setting  him  in  a pul- 
pit high  over  their  heads  by  using  him  the 
way  they  did,  though  they  didn’t  know  it. 

“Well,  Marcus  spoke  in  that  church 
meeting,  an’  he  kept  getting  more  and 
more  set  every  word  he  said.  He  al- 
ways had  a way  of  saying  things  over 
and  over,  as  if  he  was  making  steps  out  of 
’em,  an’  raising  of  himself  up  on  ’em,  till 
there  was  no  moving  him  at  all.  And  he 
did  that  night.  Finally,  when  he  was  up 
real  high,  he  said,  as  for  him,  if  Mr.  Mor- 
ton was  settled  over  that  church,  he’d  nev- 
er go  inside  the  door  himself  as  long  as  he 
lived.  Somebody  spoke  out  then — I never 
quite  knew  who  ’twas,  though  I suspected 
-an’  says,  4 You’ll  have  to  set  on  the  steps, 
then.  Brother  Woodman.’ 

“Everybody  laughed  at  that  but  Mar- 
cus. He  didn’t  see  nothing  to  laugh  at. 
He  spoke  out  awful  set,  kinder  gritting 
his  teeth,  4 1 will  set  on  the  steps  fifty 
years  before  I’ll  go  into  this  house  if  that 
man’s  settled  here.’ 

“I  couldn't  believe  he’d  really  do  it. 
We  were  going  to  be  married  that  spring, 
an’  it  did  seem  as  if  he  might  listen  to  me; 
but  he  wouldn’t.  The  Sunday  Mr.  Mor- 
ton begun  to  preach,  he  begun  to  set  on 
them  steps,  an’  he’s  set  there  ever  since, 
in  all  kinds  of  weather.  It’s  a wonder  it 
’ain’t  killed  him  ; but  I guess  it’s  made  him 
tough.” 

“Why,  didn’t  he  feel  bad  when  you 
wouldn’t  marry  him  ?” 

4 4 Feel  bad  ? Of  course  he  did.  He  took 
on  terribly.  But  it  didn’t  make  any  differ- 
ence ; he  wouldn’t  give  in  a hair's- breadth. 
I declare  it  did  seem  as  if  I should  die. 
His  mother  felt  awfully  too— she's  a real 
good  woman.  I don’t  know  what  Mar- 
cus would  have  done  without  her.  He 
wants  a sight  of  tending  and  waiting  on; 
he's  dreadful  babyish  in  some  ways, 
**owugli  you  wouldn’t  think  it. 
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44 Well,  its  all  over  now,  as  far  as  I’m 
concerned.  I’ve  got  over  it  a good  deal, 
though  sometimes ’t  makes  me  jest  as  mad 
as  ever  to  see  him  setting  there.  But  I 
try  to  be  reconciled, and  I get  along  jest  as 
well,  mebbe,  as  if  I’d  had  him — I don't 
know.  I fretted  more  at  first  than  there 
was  any  sense  in,  and  I hope  you  won’t.” 

44 1 ain’t  going  to  fret  at  all,  Miss  Bar- 
ney. I may  cut  bias  for  a while,  but  I 
sha'n’t  do  anything  worse.” 

“How  you  do  talk,  child!” 

A good  deal  of  it  was  talk  with  Margy ; 
she  had  not  as  much  courage  as  her  words 
proclaimed.  She  was  capable  of  a strong 
temporary  resolution,  but  of  no  enduring 
one.  She  gradually  weakened  as  the  days 
without  her  lover  went  on,  and  one  Satur- 
day night  she  succumbed  entirely.  There 
was  quite  a rush  of  business,  but  through  it 
all  she  caught  some  conversation  between 
some  customers — two  pretty  young  girls. 

“Who  was  that  with  you  last  night  at 
the  concert  ?” 

“That — oh,  that  was  George  Elliot. 
Didn’t  you  know  him  ?” 

“He’s  got  another  girl,”  thought  Mar- 
gy, with  a great  throb. 

The  next  Sunday  night,  coming  out  of 
meeting  with  Miss  Barney,  she  left  her 
suddenly.  George  Elliot  was  one  of  a 
waiting  line  of  young  men  in  the  vesti- 
bule. She  went  straight  up  to  him.  He 
looked  at  her  in  bewilderment,  his  dark 
face  turning  red. 

“ Good  - evening,  Miss  Wilson,”  he 
stammered  out,  finally. 

44  Good-evening,”  she  whispered,  and 
stood  looking  up  at  him  piteously.  She 
was  white  and  trembling. 

At  last  he  stepped  forward  and  offered 
her  his  arm  suddenly.  In  spite  of  his  re- 
sentment, he  could  not  put  her  to  open 
shame  before  all  his  mates,  who  were  star- 
ing curiously. 

When  they  were  out  in  the  dark,  cool 
street,  he  bent  over  her.  “Why,  Margy, 
what  does  all  this  mean  ?” 

44  Oh, George,  let  her  live  with  us, please. 

I want  her  to.  I know  I can  get  along 
with  her  if  I try.  I’ll  do  everything  I 
can.  Please  let  her  live  with  us.” 

44  Who's  herf1 

“Your  mother.” 

44 And  I suppose  us  is  you  and  I?  I 
thought  that  was  all  over,  Margy;  ain't 
it  ?” 

44  Oh,  George,  I am  sorry  I treated  you 
so.” 
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“And  you  are  willing  to  let  mother 
live  Avith  us  now  ?” 

“I’ll  do  any  tiling.  Oh,  George !” 

“Don’t  cry,  Margy.  There — nobody’s 
looking  — give  us  a kiss.  It’s  been  a 
long  time;  ’ain’t  it,  dear?  So  you’ve 
made  up  your  mind  that  you’re  willing  to 
let  mother  live  with  us  ?” 

“Yes.” 


“Well,  I don’t  believe  she  ever  will, 
Margy.  She's  about  made  up  her  mind 
to  go  and  live  with  my  brother  Edward, 
whether  or  no.  So  you  won’t  be  troubled 
with  her.  I dare  say  she  might  have 
been  a little  of  a trial  as  she  grew  older.” 

“You  didn’t  tell  me.” 

“ I thought  it  was  your  place  to  give  in, 
dear.” 

“ Yes,  it  was,  it  was,  George.” 

“I’m  mighty  glad  you  did.  I tell  you 
what  it  is,  dear,  I don't  know  how  you've 
felt,  but  I’ve  been  pretty  miserable  lately.” 

4 4 Poor  George !” 

They  passed  Esther  Barney’s  house, 
and  strolled  along  half  a mile  further. 
When  they  returned,  and  Margy  stole 
softly  into  the  house  and  upstairs,  it  was 
quite  late,  and  Esther  had  gone  to  bed. 
Margy  saw  the  light  was  not  out  in  her 
room,  so  she  peeped  in.  She  could  not 
wait  till  morning  to  tell  her. 

“Where  have  you  been  ?’’  said  Esther, 
looking  up  at  her  out  of  her  pillows. 

“Oh,  I went  to  walk  a little  way  with 
George.” 

“Then  you’ve  made  up  ?” 

“Yes.” 


“Is  his  mother  going  to  live  with  you  ?” 

“No;  I guess  not.  She's  going  to  live 
with  Edward.  But  I told  him  I was  will- 
ing she  should.  I’ve  about  made  up  my 
mind  it's  a woman’s  place  to  give  in  most- 
ly. Is’poseyou  think  I’m  an  awful  fool.” 

44  No,  I don’t;  no,  I don’t,  Margy.  I’m 
real  glad  it's  all  right  betwixt  you  an’ 
George.  I’ve  seen  you  weren’t  very  hap- 
py lately.” 

They  talked  a little  longer;  then  Margy 
said  “Good-night,”  going  over  to  Esther 
and  kissing  her.  Being  so  rich  in  love 
made  her  generous  with  it.  She  looked 
down  into  the  older  woman’s  thin,  red- 
cheeked  face  sweetly.  “ I wish  you  were 
as  happy  as  I,”  said  she.  “ I wish  you  and 
Mr.Woodraan  could  make  up  too.” 

“That's  an  entirely  different  matter.  I 
couldn’t  give  in  in  such  a thing  as  that.” 

Margy  looked  at  her;  she  was  not  subtle, 
but  she  had  just  come  out  triumphant 
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through  innocent  love  and  submission, 
and  used  the  wisdom  which  she  had  gain- 
ed thereby. 

“ Don’t  you  believe,”  said  she, 44  if  you 
was  to  give  in  the  way  I did,  that  he 
would  ?” 

Esther  started  up  with  an  astonished 
air.  That  had  never  occurred  to  her  be- 
fore. 44  Oh,  I don’t  believe  he  would.  You 
don’t  know  him ; he’s  awful  set.  Besides, 

I don’t  know  but  I’m  better  off  the  way 
it  is.” 

In  spite  of  herself,  however,  she  could 
not  help  thinking  of  Margy’s  suggestion. 
Would  he  give  in  ? She  was  hardly  dis- 
posed to  run  the  risk.  With  her  peculiar 
cast  of  mind,  her  feeling  for  the  ludicrous 
so  keen  that  it  almost  amounted  to  a spe- 
cial sense,  and  her  sensitiveness  to  ridi- 
cule, it  would  have  been  easier  for  her  to 
have  married  a man  under  the  shadow  of 
a crime  than  one  who  was  the  deserving 
target  of  gibes  and  jests.  Besides,  she  told 
herself,  it  was  possible  that  he  had  changed 
his  mind,  that  he  no  longer  cared  for  her. 
How  could  she  make  the  first  overtures  ? 
She  had  not  Margy’s  impulsiveness  and 
innocence  of  youth  to  excuse  her. 

Also,  she  was  partly  influenced  by  the 
reason  which  she  had  given  Margy:  she 
was  not  so  very  sure  that  it  would  be  best 
for  her  to  take  any  such  step.  She  was 
more  fixed  in  the  peace  and  pride  of  her 
old  maidenhood  than  she  had  been  in  her 
young,  and  more  shy  of  disturbing  it.  Her 
comfortable  meals,  her  tidy  housekeeping, 
and  her  prosperous  work  had  become  such 
sources  of  satisfaction  to  her  that  she  was 
almost  wedded  to  them,  and  jealous  of  any 
interference. 

So  it  is  doubtful  if  there  would  have 
been  any  change  in  the  state  of  affairs  if 
Marcus  Woodman’s  mother  had  not  died 
toward  spring.  Esther  was  greatly  dis- 
tressed about  it. 

“I  don’t  see  what  Marcus  is  going  to 
do,”  she  told  Margy.  “He  ain't  any  fit- 
ter to  take  care  of  himself  than  a baby, 
and  he  won’t  have  any  housekeeper,  they 
say.” 

One  evening,  after  Marcus’s  mother  had 
been  dead  about  three  weeks,  Esther  went 
over  there.  Margy  had  gone  out  to  walk 
with  George,  so  nobody  knew.  When  she 
reached  the  house— a white  cottage  on  a 
hill — she  saw  a light  in  the  kitchen  win- 
dow. y 

44  He’s  there,”  said  she.  She  knocked 
on  the  door  softly.  Marcus  shuffled  o l^r 
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to  it — he  was  in  his  stocking  feet — and 
opened  it. 

1 4 Good  - evening,  Marcus,  ” said  she, 
speaking  first. 

44  Goodevening.” 

44 1 hadn’t  anything  special  to  do  this 
evening,  so  I thought  I’d  look  in  a min- 
ute and  see  how  you  was  getting  along.” 

44 1 ain’t  getting  along  very  well;  but 
I’m  glad  to  see  you.  Come  right  in.” 

When  she  was  seated  opposite  him  by 
the  kitchen  fire,  she  surveyed  him  and  his 
surroundings  pityingly.  Everything  had 
an  abject  air  of  forlornness;  there  was  nei- 
ther tidiness  nor  comfort.  After  a few 
words  she  rose  energetically.  “ See  here, 
Marcus,”  said  she,  “you  jest  fill  up  that 
tea-kettle,  and  I’m  going  to  slick  up  here 
a little  for  you  while  I stay.” 

“Now,  Esther, I don’t  feel  as  if — ” 

“Don’t  you  say  nothing.  Here’s  the 
tea-kettle.  I might  jest  as  well  be  doing 
that  as  setting  still.” 

He  watched  her,  as  she  flew  about  put- 
ting things  to  rights,  in  a way  that  made 
her  nervous ; but  she  said  to  herself  that 
this  was  easier  than  sitting  still  and  grad- 
ually leading  up  to  the  object  for  which 
she  had  come.  She  kept  wondering  if 
she  ever  could  accomplish  it.  When  the 
room  was  in  order,  finally,  she  sat  down 
again,  with  a strained-up  look  in  her  face. 

44 Marcus,”  said  she,  “I  might  as  well 
begin.  There  was  something  I wanted  to 
say  to  you  to-night.” 

He  looked  at  her,  and  she  went  on : 

“I’ve  been  thinking  some  lately  about 
how  matters  used  to  be  betwixt  you  an’ 
me,  and  it’s  jest  possible — I don’t  know — 
but  I might  have  been  a little  more  pa- 
tient than  I was.  I don’t  know  as  I’d 
feel  the  same  way  now  if — ” 

44  Oh,  Esther,  what  do  you  mean  ?” 

“I  ain’t  going  to  tell  you,  Marcus  Wood- 
man, if  you  can't  find  out.  I’ve  said  full 
enough;  more’n  lever  thought  I should.” 

He  was  an  awkward  man,  but  he  rose 
and  threw  himself  on  his  knees  at  her 
feet  with  all  the  grace  of  complete  uncon- 
sciousness of  action.  “Oh,  Esther,  you 
don’t  mean,  do  you  ? — you  don’t  mean  that 
you'd  be  willing  to — marry  me  ?” 

4 4 No ; not  if  you  don’t  get  up.  You  look 
ridickerlous.” 

“Esther,  do  you  mean  it  ?” 

44  Yes.  Now  get  up.” 

“You  ain't  thinking— -I  can’t  give  up 
what  we  had  the  trouble  about,  any  more 
now  than  I could  then.” 
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44  ’Ain’t  I said  once  that  wouldn’t  make 
any  difference  ?” 

At  that  he  put  his  head  down  on  her 
knees  and  sobbed. 

4 4 Do,  for  mercy  sake,  stop ! Somebody 
’ll  be  coming  in.  ’Tain’t  as  if  we  was  a 
young  couple.” 

“I  ain’t  going  to  till  I've  told  you  about 
it,  Esther.  You  ’ain’t  never  really  under- 
stood. In  the  first  of  it,  we  was  both 
mad;  but  we  ain’t  now,  and  we  can  talk 
it  over.  Oh,  Esther,  I’ve  had  such  an  aw- 
ful life!  I’ve  looked  at  you,  and — Oh, 
dear,  dear,  dear  1” 

“Marcus,  you  scare  me  to  death  crying 
so.” 

“I  won’t.  Esther,  look  here — it’s  the 
gospel  truth:  I ’ain’t  a thing  again’  Mr. 
Morton  now.” 

“ Then  why  on  earth  don’t  you  go  into 
the  meeting-house  and  behave  yourself  ?” 

44  Don’t  you  suppose  I would  if  I could? 

I can’t,  Esther — I can’t.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  mean  by 
‘can’t.’” 

“Do  you  s'pose  I’ve  took  any  comfort 
sitting  there  on  them  steps  in  the  winter 
snows  an’  the  summer  suns?  Do  you 
s'pose  I’ve  took  any  comfort  not  marry- 
ing you  ? Don’t  you  s'pose  I’d  given  all 
I was  worth  any  time  the  last  ten  year  to 
have  got  up  an’  walked  into  the  church 
with  the  rest  of  the  folks  ?” 

“Well,  I'll  own,  Marcus,  I don’t  see 
why  you  couldn’t  if  you  wanted  to.” 

“I  ain’t  sure  as  I see  myself,  Esther. 

All  I know  is  I can’t  make  myself  give  it 
up.  I can't.  I ain’t  made  strong  enough 
to.” 

“As  near  as  I can  make  out,  you’ve 
taken  to  sitting  on  the  church  steps  the 
way  other  men  take  to  smoking  and 
drinking.” 

44 1 don’t  know  but  you’re  right,  Esther, 
though  I hadn't  thought  of  it  in  that  way 
before.” 

44  Well,  you  must  try  to  overcome  it.” 

44 1 never  can,  Esther.  It  ain't  right 
for  me  to  let  you  think  I can/’ 

44  Well, we  won’t  talk  about  it  any  more 
to-night.  It's  time  I was  going  home.” 

44  Esther — did  you  mean  it?” 

“Mean  what?” 

“That  you'd  marry  me  anyway  ?” 

“Yes,  I did.  Now  do  get  up.  I do 
hate  to  see  you  looking  so  silly.” 

Esther  had  a new  pearl -colored  silk 
gown,  and  a little  mantle  like  it,  and  a 
bonnet  trimmed  with  roses  and  plumes, 
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and  she  and  Marcus  were  married  in 
June. 

The  Sunday  on  which  she  came  out  a 
bride  they  were  late  at  church;  but  late 
as  it  was,  curious  people  were  lingering 
by  the  steps  to  watch  them.  What  would 
they  do?  Would  Marcus  Woodman  en- 
ter that  church  door  which  his  awful  will 
had  guarded  for  him  so  long? 

They  walked  slowly  up  the  steps  be- 
tween the  watching  people.  When  they 
came  to  the  place  where  he  Avas  accus- 
tomed to  sit,  Marcus  stopped  short  and 
looked  down  at  his  wife  with  an  agonized 
face. 

“ Oh,  Esther,  I’ve — got — to  stop.” 

“Well,  we'll  both  sit  down  here,  then.” 

“Four 

“Yes;  I’m  willing.” 

“No;  you  go  in.” 

“No,  Marcus;  I sit  with  you  on  our 
wedding  Sunday.” 

Her  sharp,  middle-aged  face  as  she  look- 


ed up  at  him  was  fairly  heroic.  This  was 
all  that  she  could  do:  her  last  weapon 
was  used.  If  this  failed,  she  would  ac- 
cept the  chances  with  which  she  had  mar- 
ried, and  before  the  eyes  of  all  these  tit- 
tering people  she  would  sit  down  at  his 
side  on  these  church  steps.  She  was  de- 
termined, and  she  would  not  weaken. 

He  stood  for  a moment  staring  into  her 
face.  He  trembled  so  that  the  by  standers 
noticed  it.  He  actually  leaned  over  to- 
ward his  old  seat  as  if  wire  ropes  were 
pulling  him  down  upon  it.  Then  he 
stood  up  straight,  like  a man,  and  walked 
through  the  church  door  with  his  wife. 

The  people  followed.  Not  one  of  them 
even  smiled.  They  had  felt  the  pathos  in 
the  comedy. 

The  sitters  in  the  pews  watched  Marcus 
wonderingly  as  he  went  up  the  aisle  with 
Esther.  He  looked  strange  to  them;  he 
had  almost  the  grand  mien  of  a con- 
queror. 


(BMfar's  Cast)  CJinir. 


MR.  GILBERT  and  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan 
would  be  probably  amused  if  a proposi- 
tion should  be  made  to  erect  statues  to  them 
as  public  benefactors.  But  the  remark  of 
Fletcher  of  Saltoun’s  44  very  wise  man,”  that  if 
a man  were  permitted  to  make  all  the  ballads, 
he  need  not  care  who  should  make  the  laws 
of  a nation,  suggests  that  the  song-writer  is  as 
worthy  of  commemoration  as  the  legislator. 
If  the  wise  man's  wisdom  be  accepted,  the 
man  who  promotes  the  44  gayety  of  nations”  is 
also  a social  force  of  importance,  for  govern- 
ment rests  upon  public  opinion,  and  lie  who 
sways  that  opinion  moulds  the  government. 

The  theatre  in  Athens  was  the  Athenian 
newspaper,  and  Aristophanes  was  in  a very 
positive  and  powerful  sense  a public  man  no 
less  than  Pericles.  In  New  York  and  other 
modern  cities  the  stage  has  not  lost  its  vogue, 
and  if  the  form  of  its  influence  has  changed, 
the  effect  is  deep  and  wide.  If  the  man  who 
makes  the  ballads  of  a nation  appeals  to  base 
and  mean  passions,  his  guilt  is  like  that  of  a 
legislator  who  makes  unjust  laws,  if,  indeed, 
it  be  not  a greater  guilt,  as  the  malign  influ- 
ence of  literature  is  more  subtle  and  insidious 
than  that  of  law.  The  theatre  does  not  lose 
its  hold,  because  people  will  be  amused;  aud 
the  power  of  the  theatre  is  great,  because 
amusements  may  be  either  ‘4  innocent  merri- 
ment” or  debauching  and  demoralizing  ex- 
citement. 

Therefore,  when  two  men  have  the  power 


of  at  tracting  thousands  and  thousands  of  peo- 
ple daily  for  months  to  be  entertained,  and 
take  care  that  the  entertainment  shall  be  such 
as  to  tempt  parents  and  guardians,  Mrs.  Gen- 
eral and  Miss  Pinkerton,  to  bring  their  young 
persons  to  enjoy  it,  they  arc  men  who  have 
not  abused  a great  public  power  which  is  often 
shamefully  abused,  and  they  are  truly  pub- 
lic benefactors.  It  would  be  a doubtful  prop- 
osition, perhaps,  that  people  should  be  com- 
memorated in  portraits  and  statues  and  mon- 
uments for  not  doing  wrong.  Yet  the  men 
who  are  honored  are  those  who,  having  cer- 
tain gifts  and  opportunities,  used  them  for  a 
good  aud  not  for  an  evil  purpose,  and  it  is  to 
this  class  that  the  authors  of  Pinafore  and  Pa- 
tience and  The  Mikado  belong.  How  casi  ly  they 
might  have  given  the  fun  an  ugly  twist,  and 
have  filled  the  public  mind  with  unclean  im- 
ages ! A novel-writer  who  proposes  to  enter- 
tain the  public  may  write  as  Scott  aud  George 
Eliot  and  Thackeray  wrote,  or  he  may  write 
as  certain  Frenchmen  have  written. 

The  charm  of  the  Sullivan-Gilbcrt  opera  is 
pure  rollicking  fun.  It  is  capital  nonsense, 
like  the  Bab  ballads;  the  fun  of  high  spirits, 
like  Irving’s  Stout  Gentleman  and  Pickwick. 
It  promotes  the  laugh  for  which  everybody  is 
better,  the  gayety  which  leaves  no  kind  of 
stiug,  the  merriment  which  softens  and  re- 
lieves the  strain  of  daily  life.  Its  satire,  when 
it  is  satirical,  is  harmless  and  airy,  and  there 
is  not  a trace  of  bitterness  or  sourness  or  inal- 
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ice.  It  does  not,  like  Don  Quixote  laugh  in- 
stitutions away,  but  it  laughs  away  care  and 
trouble  for  a season.  When  Pickwick  was 
publishing  in  parts  it  was  said  that  grooms 
as  they  read  laughed  in  the  stable  and  judges 
upon  the  bench.  All  England  was  good-na- 
turedly laughing.  When  Pinafore  was  first 
played  in  this  country,  a solemn  professor 
wrote  to  a friend  that  if  some  nonsense  called 
Pinafore  was  ever  played  in  his  city,  he  must 
not  fail  to  see  it.  44 1 have  been  four  times,” 
said  this  professor,  “and  I am  going  ever  so 
many  times  more.” 

The  Mikado  has  been  scarcely  less  popular 
than  Pinafore . Of  course  the  novelty  which 
in  a good  new  thing  is  a singular  charm,  like 
the  manner  of  a new  poet,  can  not  be  repro- 
duced. That  is  the  title  which  belongs  to 
the  first-born,  and  while  the  others  may  have 
the  family  likeness,  they  can  not  be  the  first. 
The  touch  and  style  and  characteristic  quali- 
ties which  distinguished  Pinafore  from  other 
burlesques — if  so  rough  a word  may  be  fitted 
to  fun  so  fine — re-appear  in  all  the  others. 
Perhaps  they  all  gain  something  by  the  re- 
flected light,  the  pleasant  suggestion,  the  half- 
suspected  echo.  But,  apart  from  that,  each 
has  its  special  excellence.  From  the  moment 
the  curtain  goes  up  upon  the  glittering  spec- 
tacle of  The  Mikado  until  it  finally  drops,  the 
whole  scene  is  drolly  familiar. 

It  is  the  very  world  of  the  “ willow  pattern” 
china,  and  these  are  our  old  friends  of  the  din- 
ner service,  the  tureens  and  dishes  and  plates 
and  vases,  who  are  forever  crossing  impossi- 
ble bridges,  and  sitting  under  ridiculous  trees, 
and  standing  in  unprecedented  postures,  and 
looking  with  queer  slits  for  eyes  set  in  chub- 
by pink  knobs  for  faces.  It  is  the  precise  life 
that  wc  should  suppose  natural  to  them.  If 
they  were  released  from  the  enchantment 
which  holds  them  fixed  fast  upon  the  soup 
plates,  they  would  certainly  cany  on  in  this 
fashion.  Elia  praises  the  artificial  comedy  as 
a picture  of  life  beyond  the  domain  of  con- 
science. This  is  life  beyond  the  realm  of 
common-sense ; and  what  a charming  life  it  is ! 
What  a simple  and  jolly  Lord  High  Execu- 
tioner I And  how  certain  it  is  that  despite 
all  “ painful  preparations”  after  a capital 
luncheon,  the  “ something  lingering  with  boil- 
ing oil  in  it”  will  never  harm  any  elastic  and 
vibratory  figure  of  the  pretty  phantasmagoria. 

Night  after  night,  and  twice  on  Saturdays, 
the  marvellous  Ko-ko,  the  man  of  cork,  bounds 
and  rebounds,  and  capers  and  plumps,  and  all 
the  people  of  Titipu  bend  and  bow  and  jump 
and  twist  and  flirt  their  fans  in  time  to  gay  and 
taking  melody;  but  the  pleasure  in  beholding 
is  not  “an  acquired  taste”  like  that  for  Ka- 
tisha,  nor  does  it 44  take  years  to  train  a man” 
to  enjoy  the  merry  nonsense,  as  it  does  to  love 
the  venerable  maiden. 

So  long  as  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  give  ns  such 
recreations  wc  may  well  thank  them,  and  with 
a clear  conscience,  for  what  Charles  Lamb 
called  “ thejtrue  scenic  delight,  the  escape  from 
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life,  the  oblivion  of  consequences,  the  holiday 
barring  out  of  the  pedant  Reflection,  those 
Saturnalia  of  two  or  three  brief  hours  well 
won  from  the  world.” 


While  the  whole  world  goes  and  laughs  at 
The  Mikado , and  goes  constantly  and  with  un- 
flagging delight,  Mr.  Wallack,  the  accomplish- 
ed manager  and  admirable  actor,  says, 44  New- 
Yorkers  are  amusement-lovers,  but  not  theatre- 
goers in  the  true  sense  of  the  term.”  He  wa9 
speaking  of  his  production  of  The  Rivals,  with 
the  unrivalled  Sir  Anthony  Absolute  of  Mr. 
Gilbert,  a production  which  was  as  good  as 
could  now  be  made  upon  the  English-speaking 
stage,  and  yet  the  houses  were  never  crowded. 
The  classic 44  old  comedy”  languished  for  prop* 
er  attendance,  while  just  beyond  “such  utter 
trash  as  Adonis”  filled  the  house  every  night 
with  eager  and  applauding  audiences.  And 
why,  said  the  manager,  should  the  manager 
not  resort  to  trash  if  it  will  draw  the  crowd 
which  passes  by  The  Rivals  unheeding  ? Peo- 
ple cry  that  we  degrade  the  art  if  we  offer 
44  trash,”  and  when  wc  produce  a fine  old  com- 
edy, they  leave  the  house  empty.  No,  sir;  it 
is  not  the  manager  who  degrades  the  theatre 
by  “trash”;  it  is  the  public  which  crowds  to 
hear 44  trash,”  and  shouts  over  it,  and  bespeaks 
its  place  two  weeks  in  advance.  “No,  sir; 
New  York  knows  nothing  and  cares  nothing 
for  the  theatre  in  its  true  sense.” 

Yet,  within  a stoneVthrow  of  Mr.  Wallack’s 
theatre,  the  theatres  in  which  The  Mikado  and 
Adonis  and  other  forms  of  nonsense  are  offered 
are  nightly  thronged.  With  pardonable  pro- 
fessional pride,  Mr.  Wallack  holds  that  the  tra- 
dition of  the  theatre  determines  what  the  the- 
atre truly  is.  The  theatre  of  Liston  and  Palmer 
upon  the  stage,  and  Hazlitt  and  Lamb  in  the 
pit;  the  theatre  of  Edmund  Kean  and  Mun- 
den,  of  Shakespeare  and  Sheridan,  and  of  the 
memoirs  and  anecdotes;  the  theatre  which  in 
this  country  Gulian  Verplanck  attended,  and 
the  feeling  for  which  gave  the  name  Old  Drury 
to  the  old  Park — this  is  the  theatre  which  the 
manager  has  in  mihd,  afid  a capital  theatre  it 
was. 

There  was  nothihg  more  enticing  to  the 
theatrical  taste  of  fifty  years  ago  than  an  an- 
nouncement of  a scries  of  old  comedies — classic 
old  comedies — Speed  the  Plough , and  She  Stoops 
to  Conquer , and  the  School  for  Scandal , and  The 
Rivals  ; if  only  there  were  some  good  names  in 
the  cast,  these  took  the  town,  and  the  prospect 
of  pleasure  was  something  like  that  of  a few 
veal’s  before  in  a new  work  by  the  author  of 
Waverley . To  see  coupled  with  the  announce- 
ment the  names  of  Finn  and  Placide,  for  in- 
stance, gave  a pleasure  which  the  name  of  very 
few  comedians  now  imparts. 

Then  there  were  the  nights  of  high  tragedy 
— the  legitimate — the  tragedy  to  which  no  ex- 
ception could  be  taken  by  any  person  of  truly 
classical  taste.  Shakespeare,  of  course,  and 
Massinger,  and  Venice  Preserved , and  even  the 

Iron  Chest , and  such  dramas  as  Fazio  and  Vir- 
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giniue ; and  if  Fanny  Kemble  were  the  Juliet, 
or  Ellen  Tree  the  Ion,  that  was  the  theatre  in 
the  true  sense — the  theatre  of  the  fathers,  the 
theatre  of  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Sidrtons  and  John 
Kemble.  This  is  the  theatre  which  Manager 
Wallack  had  in  mind,  and  the  tone  of  his  re- 
marks recalls  those  of  Gibbon  in  describing 
the  theatre  of  Rome  when  Alaric  occupied  the 
city.  The  tragic  and  comic  Muse  of  the  Ro- 
mans, he  says,  “ had  been  almost  silent  since 
the  fall  of  the  republic,  and  their  place  was  un- 
worthily occupied  by  licentious  farce,  effem- 
inate music,  and  splendid  pageantry.” 

But,  as  the  manager  truly  says,  it  is  the  au- 
dience, not  the  stage,  that  makes  the  theatre. 
The  manager  is  a merchant,  like  all  other 
traders.  He  supplies  what  the  public  taste 
demands;  and  what  determines  that  demand, 
who  shall  say?  There  are  a dozen  or  more 
theatres  open  every  evening  in  New  York. 
If  you  read  the  bill  of  the  play,  it  is  evident 
that  public  opinion  in  New  York  does  not  de- 
mand the  legitimate  drama.  An  actor  of 
power,  like  Salvini,  will,  indeed,  attract  an  au- 
dience to  see  Othello  or  Coriolanus.  But  it 
is  the  actor,  not  the  drama,  which  draws  them. 
Forrest  as  the  Gladiator  equally  charmed  the 
multitude.  Can  we  say  more  than  that  the 
taste  of  an  older  day  demanded  the  traditional 
tragedy  or  comedy,  and  that  taste  made  the 
older  theatre  ? But  the  taste  of  to-day  demands 
fun,  burlesque,  “ character  dramas,”  and  pret- 
ty spectacle,  and  that  taste  makes  the  theatre 
of  to-day. 

It  is,  however,  on  the  other  side,  true  of  the 
stage  as  of  the  newspaper,  that  if  it  must  con- 
form to  the  prevailing  taste,  it  can  yet  some- 
what modify  and  direct  the  taste.  As  we  have 
just  said  of  The  Mikado, it  might  have  been  a 
doubtful  opera  bovffe . The  moral  seems  to 
be  that  the  current  can  not  lie  stemmed,  but 
it  can  be  guided.  If  the  public  will  not  be 
amused  by  the  old  comedy,  and  demands  more 
rollicking  fun,  the  demand  may  be  satisfied 
with  healthful  gayety  and  ‘‘innocent  merri- 
ment.” There  are  some  old  theatre-goers  of 
an  earlier  generation  still  lingering  among  us 
who  will  secretly  confess  that  even  in  the 
palmy  days  of  the  legitimate  drama  their  chief 
delight  was  in  the  afterpiece.  Many  an  habitue 
of  the  old  Park  yawned  respectably  over  the 
“ correct  thing”  in  five  acts,  who  enjoyed  to  the 
utmost  Raining  the  Wind,  or,  in  later  days,  Box 
and  Cox. 

It  was  always  doubtful  whether  chess  wa9 
a recreation,  and  it  was  equally  questionable 
whether  seeing  Sir  Giles  Overreach  and  Sir 
Edward  Mortimer  could  be  properly  described 
as  an  amusement.  Sir  Lucius  and  Sir  Anthony, 
indeed,  were  most  entertaiuing — but,  Mr.  Man- 
ager, the  fashion  of  fun  changeth. 


Shelley,  in  speaking  of  one  of  his  heroines, 
describes  her  as  “one  of  Shakespeare’s  wo- 
men,” and  Emerson  constantly  commends  us 
to  Plutarch’s  men.  It  is  therefore  a little 
startling  to  read  in  a Western  journal  that 
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Plutarch’s  men  are  crowded  out  of  the  minds 
of  young  Americans  by  the  images  of  Lincoln 
and  Grant.  Against  this  view  Shelley  also 
supplies  a comfortable  thought: 

“True  love  in  this  differs  from  gold  and  clay, 
That  to  divide  is  not  to  take  away.” 

Those  laurels  of  Miltiades  not  only  secured  him 
to  heroic  remembrance,  but  they  also  embalm- 
ed Themistocles.  Lincoln  and  Grant  rather 
send  us  back  to  Plutarch  than  obscure  his  gal- 
lery. One  of  their  greatest  services  is  that  of 
revealing  to  us  the  truth  that  the  essentially 
noble  and  heroic  qualities  are  always  the  same. 
The  time  and  the  circumstance  differ,  not  the 
very  man.  Emerson  found  in  Lincoln  the 
shrewdness  of  ^Esop.  Have  we  not  seen  in 
Grant  the  magnanimity  of  Fabius? 

But  the  paper  of  which  we  speak  remarks 
that  it  is  sadly  true  that  Percival  is  a forgot- 
ten poet,  and  then,  seizing  a promiscuous 
assortment  of  names,  exclaims  that  Charles 
Sprague,  William  Wirt,  Washington  Irving, 
and  Jack  Downing  may  be  referred  to  as  for- 
gotten authors.  But  this  is  the  luxury  of 
woe.  Why  should  not  Percival  be  a forgot- 
ten poet?  That  is  to  say,  what  is  there  in 
th6  verse  of  Percival  that  should  command 
interest  and  attention  to-day?  He  was  an 
admirably  and  remarkably  accomplished  man 
and  a most  excellent  gentleman,  and  his  name 
is  very  familiar  in  the  reading-books  of  the 
time  when  certain  grandfathers  of  to-day  were 
going  to  school.  But  he  was  a noted  poet 
not  because  he  took  rank  with  his  contempo- 
raries— with  Byron  and  Scott  and  Keats  and 
Shelley  and  Coleridge  and  Wordsworth — but 
because  there  were  very  few  Americans  who 
wrote  verses,  and  our  fathers  patriotically  stood 
by  them. 

Grenville  Mellen  is  a forgotten  poet  also. 
If  the  gentle  reader  will  turn  the  pages  of 
Kettell,  lie  will  seem  to  himself  to  be  walking 
among  tombs.  Upon  each  page  might  be 
suitably  inscribed,  “ Sacred  to  the  memory” 
of  almost  every  one  of  the  lamented  singers. 
John  Neal  is  there,  and  Rufus  Dawes,  and 
James  G.  Eastburn,  excellent  gentlemen,  wor- 
thy writers,  all  of  them.  But  can  we  say, 
with  honest  reproach,  “ forgotten  poets”  ? I9 
Fame  to  be  held  responsible  for  not  retaining 
the  name  of  every  minstrel  who  loiters  by  and 
touches  his  harp  lightly  and  sings  a sweet 
song  as  he  passes  on?  Is  it  a hard  fate  to 
give  pleasure  to  those  who  listen,  because 
those  who  are  out  of  hearing  do  not  turn  and 
applaud  ? 

Many  an  author  may  have  a tone  and  touch 
which  please  the  ear  and  taste  of  his  own  day, 
and  which,  as  characteristic  of  a time,  may  be 
curious  to  a later  taste,  like  the  costumes  and 
bonnets  of  our  great-grandmothers.  But 
Young  America,  sauntering  at  the  club  and  at 
Newport,  would  not  willingly  wear  the  boots 
of  Beau  Nash,  nor  even  the  cloak  of  Beau 
Brummel.  It  is,  indeed,  doubtful  whether  the 
great  law  which  provides  that  nothing  shall 
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be  lost  is  not  equally  observable  in  the  realm 
of  literary  fame.  Is  anything  of  literature  lost 
that  deserves  remembrance,  or,  more  properly, 
can  it  be  lost  ? A fair  answer  to  the  question 
may  be  found  in  the  reply  to  another,  whether 
delving  in  Kettell  or  in  any  other  anthology 
reveals  treasures  dropped  by  Fame  as  precious 
as  those  she  carries. 

Our  newspaper  is  certainly  too  swift  in  say- 
ing that  Irving  may  be  classed  among  the  for- 
gotten authors.  There  are  two  ways  in  which 
an  author  survives— one,  by  the  constant  read- 
ing of  his  works ; the  other,  by  his  name.  Is 
Milton  a forgotten  author?  But  how  much 
is  he  read,  compared  with  the  contemporary 
singers  ? Is  Plato  forgotten  ? Yet  how  many 
know  him  except  by  his  name?  Irving  thus 
far  holds  by  both.  Time  also  winnows  its 
wheat,  blowing  away  much  chaff,  but  the 
golden  grain  remains.  This  is  true  not  only 
of  the  whole  multitude  of  authors,  but  of  the 
works  of  each  author.  How  many  of  them 
really  survive  only  in  the  anthology  ? Astoria 
and  Captain  Bonneville  and  Mahomet  and  oth- 
er books  of  Irving  may  gradually  disappear. 
But  the  Knickerbocker , and  Hip  Van  Winkle , 
and  certain  other  tales  and  essays,  have  be- 
come, so  far  as  we  can  foresee,  au  integral  part 
of  our  literature. 

As  for  Sprague— mild,  genial, charming  gen- 
tleman, who  carried  his  simple  freshness  of 
nature  and  of  manner  to  the  end,  and  about 
whose  venerable  head  in  State  Street  always 
shone  the  faint  halo  of  early  poetic  renown — 
his  literary  talent  was  essentially  for  a day, 
not  for  all  time.  In  every  age  there  will  be 
singers,  and  delightful  singers,  of  the  day.  On 
Christmas  Eve  the  Easy  Chair  heard  the  pass- 
ing music  in  the  street  that  supplies  for  us  the 
song  of  the  waits.  It  was  sweet  and  melodi- 
ous, and  pensively  recalled  the  days  and  the 
faces  and  the  voices  that  are  no  more.  But 
they  w'ere  not  the  same  waits  that  it  heard 
long  ago ; still  less  were  they  those  that  the 
Easy  Chairs  of  half  a century  since  heard  with 
musing  melancholy.  But  the  substance  of  the 
song,  and  the  emotion  which  it  awakened, 
and  the  tender  pathos  of  association,  these 
were  all  the  same  both  then  and  now'.  Sprague 
was  a wait  of  yesterday,  of  last  year,  of  fifty 
years  ago.  Others  sing  in  the  street  the  song 
that  he  sang,  and  singing  they  pass  on,  and 
the  sweet  strain  grows  softer  and  fainter  and 
fainter,  and  the  echoes  answer,  “ Dying,  dying, 
dying” — and  it  is  gone. 

Fame  does  not  forget  these  troubadours. 
It  never  knew  them.  They  had  the  vogue  of 
their  day.  Sec  how  tenderly  Mr.  Stedman 
speaks  of  those  who  are  singing  for  us  now, 
whose  names  arc  familiar,  who  trill  and  twit- 
ter in  the  magazines,  and  in  tasteful  and  deli- 
cate volumes  which  seem  to  tempt  the  stream 
of  time  to  suffer  such  light  and  graceful  barks 
to  slip  along  unnoted  to  future  ages.  But 
the  kindly  critic's  tone  forecasts  the  fate  of 
the  sparkling  and  pleasing  ventures.  Moore 
tells  us  effthe  Indian  maids  upon  the  banks 

Digitized  by  Google 


of  the  Ganges  who  light  a tiny  taper,  and  on 
a frail  little  chip  set  it  afloat  upon  the  river. 
It  twinkles  and  dwindles  and  flashes  and  ex- 
pires. Mr.  Stedman  watches  the  minor  poets 
trimming  their  tapers,  and  carefully  launching 
their  chips  upon  the  brinuniug  river.  “ Plea- 
sant journey!"  he  cries,  cheerily  from  the  shore, 
as  if  he  were  speaking  to  hearty  Captain  Cook 
going  up  the  side  of  his  great  ship,  and  shak- 
ing out  his  mighty  canvas  to  circumnavigate 
the  globe.  ‘‘Pleasant  journey!"  cries  the 
cheery  critic.  But  there  is  a wistful  some- 
thing in  his  tone  that  betrays  a consciousness 
of  the  swift  extinction  of  that  pretty,  perfumed 
spark. 

But  Shakespeare’s  women,  and  Plutarch’s 
men,  and  “ the  grand  old  masters,"  and  “ the 
bards  sublime,"  are  not  tapers  upon  a river; 
they  are  stars  in  the  firmament.  Lincoln  and 
Grant  will  not  crowd  out  Washington  and 
Franklin  and  Hamilton  and  Adams,  nor  they 
Edmund  Burke  and  Chatham,  nor  any  great 
man  any  other  great  man.  There  is  room  in 
space  for  every  planet  and  every  star  and  ev- 
ery particle  of  star  dust,  for  all  that  the  eye 
can  see  and  all  that  eludes  the  most  search- 
ing telescopic  quest.  Nor  need  any  singer 
fear  that  the  latest  ages  will  not  hear  his  song, 
if  he  sings  a song  worth  its  hearing. 


Nothing  strikes  the  man  from  the  country 
as  more  significant  than  that  the  man  in  town 
does  not  know  his  next-door  neighbor.  It 
reveals  to  him  at  once  the  fact  that  in  town 
there  is  no  proper  neighborhood,  and  no  dis- 
charge of  neighborly  duty.  The  next,  house 
is  a house  of  mourning  or  of  feasting,  there 
is  a marriage  or  a funeral,  but  it  is  as  much 
beyond  the  personal  sympathy  of  those  on  the 
other  side  of  a brick  w all  as  the  glees  and 
woes  off  Esquimaux  or  Hottentots.  John  at 
Number  10  does  not  even  know  by  sight 
James  at  Number  12.  But  possibly  Mrs.  James 
is  aw'nre  of  the  color  of  Mrs.  John's  livery,  and 
is  able  to  recognize  her  carriage.  The  sense 
of  the  community  of  a common  welfare  is  ne- 
cessarily wanting,  and  public  spirit  is  low. 
The  old  neighborhoods  in  villages  and  small 
towns,  where  every  man  personally  knew  his 
neighbor,  and  all  shared  a common  local  tra- 
dition, was  the  nursery  of  patriotism  and  na- 
tional independence. 

The  indifference  and  ignorance  regarding 
our  neighbors  in  the  street  of  the  city  extends 
to  our  neighbors  of  the  continent.  The  two 
countries  of  which  both  John  and  James,  who 
do  not  know  each  other,  also  know  least,  arc 
Canada  and  Mexico.  The  summer  traveller 
sometimes  goes  to  Quebec  and  sees  the  St. 
Lawrence,  and  a winter  party  may  penetrate 
to  Montreal,  as  far  as  the  ice  palace,  and  risk 
tobogganing.  But  the  clouds  of  general  ig- 
norance shut  us  out  from  our  northern  neigh- 
bor, while  Mexico  is  practically  unknown,  ex- 
cept as  a country  shaken  up  with  incessant 
revolutions,  a kind  of  semi-tropical  w aste,  and 
the  misty  mid-region  of  Buena  Vista  aud  Mon- 
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terey.  We  can  all  talk  with  some  intelli- 
gence of  England  and  France  and  Germany 
and  Italy,  but  Mexico  is  much  like  Montene- 
gro, and  Cauada  is  vague,  like  Bulgaria  or 
Roumclia. 

To  see  Europe  is  the  dream  of  the  romantic 
young  American,  and  to  sail  for  the  home  of 
Shakespeare,  or  the  market-place  of  Altorf,  or 
for  Lake  Como,  or  the  seven-hilled  city,  or 
Chamouni,  or  the  Rhine,  is,  even  in  anticipa- 
tion, a sweet  restorative  and  cordial.  But 
who  bums  with  rapturous  longing  to  behold 
Manitoba,  or  to  gaze  at  last  upon  the  Great 
Lake  of  the  Woods?  or  who  thrills  at  the 
name  of  Orizaba,  or  even  Popocatepetl  ? and 
why  should  we  hasten  to  the  calm  waters  of 
Tezcoco  ? Yet  these  are  our  own  ; these  are 
of  our  continent;  they  arc  our  next-door 
neighbors.  Nevertheless  dynasties  may  come 
and  go  among  them,  empires  and  republics 
interchange  and  vanish,  or  volcanoes  burst 
into  flame,  or  earthquakes  desolate  wide  re- 
gions, and  scarcely  the  rumor  of  them  reach 
our  ears,  and  then  only  as  the  story  of  ante- 
diluvian events,  the  battles  in  air  of  Huns  and 
legendary  ghosts. 

It  is  much  for  human  interest  that  it  can  be 
said  of  any  place  in  Wordsworth's  line : 

‘‘Here  in  old  time  the  hand  of  man  hath  been.” 

The  tropical  splendor  of  the  scene  that  Hum- 
boldt saw  from  the  castle  of  Chapultepec  may 
be,  as  travellers  say,  unrivalled,  but  the  central 
charm  to  most  travellers  would  be  the  fact 
that  at  the  castle  Humboldt  beheld  it.  To 
see  the  cottage  where  Burns  was  born,  or  that 
“tomb  in  Arqua,”  would  draw  the  pilgrim 
over  the  sea  who  would  not  go  far  to  stand 
amid  the  ruins  of  the  palace  of  the  Montczu- 
mas  or  among  the  pueblos  of  Yucatan.  It  is 
the  long  human  tradition  and  association,  the 
historic  legend  of  our  own  lineage  in  nice  or 
religion  or  politics  or  literature,  that  makes 
the  enchantment  of  travel.  It  is  the  scene  fa- 
miliar in  song  and  story,  the  hand  not  of  man 
alone,  which  weaves  the  spell.  The  clearing 
in  the  wild,  indeed,  is  lovelier  than  all  the 
forest.  The  touch  of  civilization  in  the  midst 
of  barbarism  is  as  refreshing  as  the  care  and 
the  lullaby  of  the  African  women  to  Mungo 
Park.  But  the  home  of  the  hero,  of  the  poet, 
of  the  benefactor;  the  field  of  Sempach,  of 
Runnymede,  the  banks  of  the  Avon — these 
explain  the  deep  delight  of  travel. 

This  may  explain  the  current  of  travel 
across  the  sea.  But  there  is  little  doubt  that 
if  the  beauty  and  grandeur  of  nature  are 
sought  by  the  traveller,  the  means  of  enjoy- 
ment that  he  had  not  suspected  arc  open  to 
him.  So  constant  and  so  great  are  the  achieve- 
ments of  enterprise  that  they  arc  almost  unob- 
served by  us.  Thus  a recent  address  of  Colonel 
Nelson,  lately  Minister  in  Mexico,  recalls  the 
immense  changes  in  the  condition  of  that 
country  and  the  facility  of  reaching  it.  You 
may  take  the  train  in  New  York  and  roll 
steadily  along,  and  in  much  less  time  than 
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our  fathers  devoted  to  the  journey  from  Mas- 
sachusetts to  Virginia,  you  may  reach,  undis- 
turbed and  in  perfect  comfort,  another  zone 
and  civilization,  another  fauna  and  flora,  a new 
world.  “ It  is  now  easy  for  us,”  says  this  mod- 
ern Marco  Polo,  “ to  leave  our  homes  in  Indi- 
ana in  a palace-car,  and  reach  the  city  of  Mex- 
ico within  a week,  and  also  to  visit  in  the  same 
manner  eight  or  ten  of  the  most  interesting 
cities  of  the  republic.” 

If  it  is  magnificent  scenery  that  you  seek, 
here  at  hand,  with  no  intervening  ocean,  no 
distant  pilgrimage  to  Alpine  valleys  or  Nor- 
wegian fiords,  is  the  railway  from  Vera  Cruz, 
two  hundred  and  sixty  miles,  to  the  city  of 
Mexico — a marvellous  feat  of  scientific  skill, 
crossing  the  mountains  at  a height  of  8500 
feet,  and  bearing  you  through  every  climate, 
amid  unimaginable  luxuriance  and  brilliancy 
of  vegetation,  changing  into  temperate  hues  of 
hardier  growths,  with  awful  mountain  abysses 
between,  and  snow-clad  peaks  beyond  against 
the  deep  blue  sky.  This  is  the  land  which 
has  seemed  to  us  so  longpoliticallyrreligious- 
ly,  and  socially  hopeless,  ruined  at  the  very 
outset  by  the  worst  form  of  human  degrada- 
tion, the  old  Spanish  oppression.  But  as  you 
are  lifted  over  the  mountains,  and  swept  along 
the  teeming  valleys  and  plains  with  a secu- 
rity, comfort,  and  speed  which  are  themselves 
proofs  of  a radical  change  in  the  land,  which 
within  the  century  has  doubled  its  population 
while  it  has  lost  two-thirds  of  its  territory,  it 
is  pleasant  to  hear  from  Mr.  Nelson,  who  is 
our  authority,  that  Mexico  will  now  remain  a 
republic,  that  the  injurious  clerical  influence 
is  gone  forever,  that  the  political  capacity  of 
the  people  has  been  educated  to  the  point  of 
successful  control  of  the  situation,  and  that 
there  is  no  disturbing  question  threatening 
the  country. 

Mexico  was  never  l>efore  shown  in  a light 
so  rosy.  The  country  of  mixed  races,  of  igno- 
rance and  superstition,  of  revolutions  and  of 
earthquakes,  appears  in  this  reviving  view  to 
promise  to  be  indeed  a sister  republic,  and  of 
this  happy  hope  the  railway  seems  to  be  the 
spring.  These  parallel  lines  of  iron  and  of 
steel  have  worked  many  miracles,  of  which  the 
United  States  are  the  witness.  But  the  won- 
der of  wonders,  the  greatest  triumph  of  the 
railroad,  will  be  the  regeneration  of  Mexico. 


This  is  the  season  for  the  annual  charity 
sermon  of  the  Easy  Chair,  which,  like  other 
sermons,  elucidates  a familiar  truth  and  urges 
an  ancient  duty.  The  charity  winch  it  advo- 
cates is  not,  this  time,  that  form  which  leads 
the  literary  critic  to  seek— as  in  the  neighbor- 
ing Study — the  author's  own  purpose  and  to 
judge  his  work  with  sympathy,  nor  is  it  that 
charity  which  is  the  most  uncommon,  if  not 
the  greatest  of  all,  which  persuades  us  to  be 
just  and  fair  and  reasonable  toward  a politic- 
al opponent.  Political  charity,  indeed,  in  the 
mind  of  a vehement  partisan,  is  little  less  than 
treason  or  blasphemy.  Camillus  is  the  most 
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generous  and  honorable  of  men  in  all  private 
and  personal  relations,  but  in  politics  he  holds 
that  a man  who  does  not  suspect  and  with- 
stand an  opponent  at  every  point,  and  insist 
upon  the  absolute  rightfulness  in  every  detail 
of  his  own  side,  shows  a moral  defect  in  his 
character  which  is  greatly  to  be  deplored. 
Camillus  thinks  that,  as  he  wears  the  buff, 
charity  toward  the  blue  would  be  as  misplaced 
upon  his  part  as  courtesy  to  a hyena.  Camil- 
lus’s  family  name  is  Legion. 

No,  it  is  not  either  ot  these  forms  of  charity 
to  which  the  sermon  is  to  be  devoted.  Its 
text  is  the  old  duty  of  alms-giving,  the  duty 
which  springs  from  the  sincere  answer  to 
Cain’s  question,  “ Am  I my  brother’s  keeper  ?” 
Most  certainly  you  are.  But  the  duty  of 
alms-giving  is  to  be  discharged  rightly  only 
by  careful  consideration.  The  duty  of  seclud- 
ing criminals  from  society  is  one  of  the  oldest 
ill  human  history,  and  jails  are  institutions  as 
old  as  civilization.  Eveu  the  gibbet,  in  the 
familiar  story,  was  hailed  as  the  sign  of  a 
Christian  country.  But  although  there  have 
been  always  plenty  of  jails,  it  was  not  until 
John  Howard  and  a noble  company  of  Eng- 
lish men  and  women  within  the  last  century 
protested  and  appealed  to  the  conscience  of 
the  country  that  jails  began  to  be  really  human 
institutions,  and  penal  systems  to  be  regulated 
by  reason. 

So  alms-giving — helping  the  needy  and  suc- 
coring the  suffering — is  coeval  with  society, 
and  the  pictures  in  literature  and  painting  of 
the  monks  in  convents  giving  out  food  to  the 
poor,  and  the  ancient  charitable  foundations 
and  customs  in  England,  the  open  house  at 
Christmas,  and  the  Christmas  distribution  of 
coals  and  doles,  are  all  romantic  and  pleasing 
to  the  uninstructed  imagination.  But  the 
brightly  bedizened  beadle  in  the  pictures  of 
the  old  Illustrated  Ne tr#,  who  with  a stolid  face, 
a red  nose,  and  an  official  staff  marshals  the 
alms  of  coals  to  the  forlorn  old  men  and  wo- 
men— her  Majesty’s  poor  beads-men — was  not, 
after  all,  an  angel  of  grace  and  mercy  and  con- 
solation. It  is  unquestionable  that  the  indis- 
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I. 

IP  there  should  happen  to  be  among  the 
million  readers  (d  pen  pres)  of  this  Maga- 
zine two  or  three  young  men  who  arc  pre- 
sently 

“ Waiting  to  strive  a happy  strife, 

To  war  with  falsehood  to  the  knife, 

And  not  to  lose  the  good  of  life,” 

we  think  we  can  tell  them  of  a new  book 
which  will  interest  aud  help  them.  It  is  the 
Life  and  Correspondence  of  Louis  Agassiz,  of 
which  Mrs-yAgassiz  modestly  calls  herself  ed- 
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criminate  giving  was  a grievous  wrong,  and  it 
is  equally  undeniable  that  the  larger  part  ot’ 
the  money  given  for  charitable  relief  in  New 
York  and  in  other  great  cities  merely  extends 
and  perpetuates  poverty  and  crime. 

Elia  with  fond  and  delightful  perversity 
asks  why  we  should  not  give  a sixpence  to  a 
beggar  who  feigns  so  well  that  we  can  not  be 
sure  that  he  is  feigning,  since  we  gladly  give 
a crown  to  the  play-actor  who  announces  that 
he  feigns.  One  reason  is  that  we  give  him 
the  means  of  getting  drunk  and  maltreating 
his  wretched  family.  Another  reason  is  that 
by  increasing  the  amount  of  crime  and  pov- 
erty we  raise  the  taxes,  and  thereby  the  bur- 
dens of  the  hard-working,  honest  man,  to  pro- 
vide public  punishment  and  relief.  Another 
reason  is  that  we  place  a premium  upon  lying 
and  laziness  and  the  destruction  of  self-re- 
spect. The  man  or  woman  who  hastens  along 
the  street  and,  seeing  a pitiful  beggar,  yields 
to  the  humane  and  natural  impulse  to  relieve 
suffering  and  gives  an  alms,  forgets  that  shrewd 
knavery  knows  perfectly  well  that  humane 
aud  natural  impulse,  and  trades  upon  it  for  its 
own  self-indulgence. 

— But,  dear  Easy  Chair,  you  said  all  thi9  last 
month.  Well,  dear  and  gentle  reader,  have  you 
remembered  to  profit  by  the  lesson,  or  only 
remembered  the  exhortation  ? If  the  latter, 
surely  you  will  not  deny  the  necessity  of  the 
reiteration.  If  the  former,  you  will  be  glad  that 
others  should  have  the  truth  urged  upon  them. 

Perhaps  you  do  not  like  the  Easy  Chair  in 
preaching  robes;  or  do  you  apply  to  it  the  re- 
tort of  Charles  Lamb  to  Coleridge : u Ever  hear 
you  preach  ? Why,  I never  heard  you  do  any- 
thing else.”  Or  you  think  the  Chair  not  fitted 
for  a friar  ? Nevertheless, 

“not  in  vain 

He  wore  his  sandal  shoon  and  scallop  shell,” 

if  you  refuse  to  give  the  passing  alms  in  the 
street,  and  take  care  to  ascertain,  as  you  can 
by  many  agencies,  that  it  is  not  a lazy  toper 
whom  you  are  “treating,”  but  an  actual  need 
which  you  are  relieving. 


Itniiij. 

itor  rather  than  author.  They  will  find  it  a 
romance,  full  of  the  high  joy  of  achievement ; 
of  youth,  brilliant,  vivid,  glad  with  utter  self- 
forgetfulness,  kept  beyond  gray  hair  and  fad- 
ing eyes,  to  the  very  moment  of  death;  in 
other  words,  the  story  of  a man  born  poor  in 
money,  but  incalculably  rich  in  the  impulse 
to  know  aud  to  use  knowledge  to  the  highest 
end,  aud  so  happily  framed  that  he  could 
always  prefer  his  object  to  himself,  could  at- 
tain his  results  without  apparently  leaving 
upon  them  any  stain  of  egotism.  This  sim- 
plicity, this  purity  of  motive,  won  not  only 

brains  and  pockets  to  his  service  wherever 
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he  went,  but  all  hearts.  People  saw  that  the 
sole  aim  he  had  in  view  was  the  truth,  and 
that  he  was  not  pursuing  it  for  his  own  sake, 
but  for  any  other  sake  sooner.  The  secret  of 
his  success,  which  is  the  only  sure  and  sover- 
eign formula  for  the  finest  success,  has  been 
open  from  the  beginning  of  time;  but  it  has 
rarely  been  able  to  commend  itself  so  attract- 
ively to  the  young  imagination  as  in  Agassiz’s 
life.  It  has  had  so  often  to  insist  upon  itself 
in  spite  of  neglect,  of  obloquy,  of  martyrdom ; 
but  here  it  is  the  talisman  of  unbroken  pros- 
perity. We  do  not  mean  that  Agassiz  had 
not  his  early  struggles  and  renuuciatious;  the 
son  of  a poor  Swiss  pasteur , sensitively  con- 
scious that  his  home  was  cramped  to  open 
his  path  through  the  schools,  could  not  be 
without  these;  but  wide  recognition  came  to 
him  very  early.  u To  do  all  the  good  you  can 
to  your  fellow -beings,  to  have  a pure  con- 
science, to  gain  an  honorable  livelihood,  to 
procure  for  yourself  by  work  a little  ease,  to 
make  those  around  you  happy — that  is  true 
happiness;  all  the  rest  but  mere  accessories 
and  chimeras,”  his  mother  tenderly,  wnrningly 
wrote  him,  when  at  twenty-one  his  thoughts 
began  to  turn  from  the  profession  for  which 
he  was  fitting  himself,  to  the  science  that  aft- 
erward engrossed  his  life,  and  he  answered:  “ I 
wish  it  may  be  said  of  Louis  Agassiz  that  he 
was  the  first  naturalist  of  his  time,  a good  citi- 
zen, and  a good  son,  beloved  of  all  who  knew 
him.”  A year  later,  the  value  of  his  first  work 
on  fishes  was  acknowledged  by  Cuvier,  and 
hard  upon  this  came  the  cordial  acclaim  of 
Humboldt,  who  formed  for  the  young  natural- 
ist an  affection  which  strengthened  through 
all  his  remaining  years.  The  constantly  recur- 
ring evidence  of  this  in  the  letters  of  Humboldt 
now  first  printed  is  a lovely  strain  in  the  book, 
where  at  times  one  is  tempted  to  complain  that 
there  is  too  little  of  Agassiz’s  personal  life,  till 
one  remembers  that  his  whole  life  was  scientific, 
and  rich  and  ample  as  his  nature  was,  it  must 
leave  chiefly  that  record.  We  learn  more  about 
him  by  the  letters  to  him  than  by  the  letters 
from  him ; these  are  the  expression  of  his  im- 
passioned ambition  as  a naturalist  almost  from 
the  first.  We  have  only  glimpses  of  his  be- 
loved home  by  the  Swiss  lake,  but  its  sober 
peace  and  reasonable  piety  remain  from  these 
a light  upon  him  through  all  the  succeeding 
events. 

After  Agassiz  came  to  America  his  life  was 
no  longer  a romance;  it  was  a fairy  tale,  whose 
incidents  are  known  to  all  of  us ; for  Agassiz, 
through  his  hold  upon  the  sympathies  and 
imaginations  of  men,  became  a public  man 
here,  as  politicians  and  soldiers  and  divines 
are  public  men,  but  scientists  never  before. 
Private  fortunes  were  opened  to  him  as  freely 
as  if  they  had  been  the  treasures  of  princes; 
money  honestly  amassed  in  commerce  was  of- 
fered as  munificently  as  if  it  had  been  wrung 
from  subject  populations;  legislatures  gave 
ns  if  they  had  been  individuals,  fascinated  by 
the  charm  ^f  high,  unselfish  intents.  It  is  a 
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great  example,  and  much  courage  can  be  taken 
lrom  it.  Perhaps  the  time  has  really  come  in 
the  history  of  our  race  when  the  man  of  grand 
aims,  of  purposes  not  even  immediately  benefi- 
cent, but  wholly  altruistic,  may  hopefully  ap- 
peal to  his  fellow-men  for  their  help  in  realiz- 
ing them.  Agassiz  believed  that  he  could  do 
this,  and  his  faith  was  justified,  not  only  with 
millionaires  and  general  courts,  but  with  hard- 
working people  of  all  sorts,  like  his  enthusi- 
astic students  and  assistants,  like  the  carpen- 
ters at  Penikese,  who,  when  he  called  them 
together  and  told  them  that  the  Summer 
School  there  “ was  neither  for  money  nor  the 
making  of  money, ....  it  was  for  the  best  in- 
terests of  education,  and  for  that  alone,”  took 
off  their  Sunday  coats  and  labored  from  dawn 
till  dark  to  finish  his  buildings  for  him  on  the 
Sabbath  day. 

II. 

Agassiz  found  this  new  world  of  ours  full 
not  merely  of  vast  physical  activities,  but  of 
eager  and  thorough  scientific  work  by  men 
who,  he  tells  his  European  friends,  would  be 
noted  in  science  anywhere,  and  wdioin  he  found 
employed  in  public  enterprises  undertaken  by 
popular  governments.  He  had  been  used  to 
the  munificence  of  kings,  as  science  may  ex- 
perience it;  but  this  liberality  of  legislatures 
composed  of  farmers  and  country  lawyers 
amazed  him,  at  nearly  the  same  moment  when 
poor  M.  de  Bacourt,  Minister  from  France  to 
these  States,  was  asking  his  Maker  what  a 
person  of  his  quality  could  have  done  that  he 
should  be  forced  to  live  among  such  people  us 
the  Americans,  so  sordid,  so  ignorant,  so  bar- 
barous ! 

Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Mirabeau,  who 
obliges  us  with  the  Souvenirs  of  a Diplomats , 
after  they  had  remained  unpublished  in  his 
private  letters  for  nearly  fifty  years,  prefaces 
them  with  a sketch  of  M.  de  Bacourt’s  life — a 
life  passed  in  courts,  near  the  persons  of 
princes,  and  perfumed  throughout,  except 
for  those  odious  years  in  America,  with  the 
odor  of  salons  and  the  incense  of  a rehabili- 
tated Church.  M.  de  Bacourt  was  a gentle- 
man of  birth  and  fortune,  a reactionary  in 
politics  and  religion,  who  believed  in  himself 
and  his  king  and  his  confessor,  and  adored 
the  memory  of  the  great  and  good  Prince 
Talleyrand.  Whether  M.  de  Bacourt’s  Maker 
was  ever  able  to  justify  to  that  gentleman  his 
exile  in  this  country  there  is  now  no  means 
of  knowing,  but  no  reader  of  his  amusing 
book  can  be  ungrateful  to  the  providence 
that  brought  him  here  to  write  these  letters 
about  the  United  States  under  Van  Buren  and 
Tyler.  They  show  us  not  only  how  a man  of 
his  sort  regarded  us  then,  but  how  such  a man 
must  always  regard  us;  for  under  our  system 
the  strong,  rude  native  life  will  always  be 
working  to  the  top,  especially  in  politics. 
Very  probably  it  will  come  to  the  top  now 
and  then  in  society,  and  if  this  keeps  on  hap- 
pening till  we  learn  that  no  class  of  Americans 
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is  to  be  polished  alone,  but  that  wc  are  all 
bound  together,  high  and  low,  for  barbarism 
or  civilization,  it  will  be  perhaps  no  bad  thing. 

However  this  may  be,  few  of  our  witnesses 
have  been  or  will  be  able  to  dislike  us  so  com- 
prehensively as  M.  dc  Bacourt.  The  weather 
behaved  almost  as  badly  as  an  American  states- 
man at  the  very  moment  of  his  arrival  in  the 
country;  it  turned  in  a single  day  of  June 
from  very  cold  to  intensely  hot  This  was  in 
New  York,  where  everything,  even  in  1840,  “is 
a weak  imitation  of  the  English, ....  an  Eng- 
land and  Englishmen  of  second  and  third 
rate,”  and  where,  after  twenty-four  hours,  he 
lias  “seen  none  of  the  much-talked-of  Ameri- 
can beauties”  in  the  street.  On  the  railway  to 
Philadelphia  “ cinders  penetrate  the  cars,  and 
at  the  end  of  the  journey  one  has  the  appear- 
ance of  a coal-heaver. . . . Then  don’t  forget 
that  all  Americans  chew  tobacco,  and  spit  con- 
tinually around  them,  and  it  is  difficult  to  keep 
out  of  this  filth.”  From  the  very  first,  Wash- 
ington is  his  “penitentiary,”  with  its  wide, 
dusty,  broiling  streets,  its  mean  houses,  and  its 
life  neither  of  city  nor  village.  He  begins  to 
meet  there  the  giants  of  those  days,  whoso  ex- 
tinction we  deplore  in  our  moments  of  de- 
pression, and  although  Mr.  Clay’s  “ proclivi- 
ties are  very  French, ....  his  exterior  is  that 
of  an  English  farmer,”  while  in  the  House  and 
Senate  our  lamented  publicists  not  only  keep 
their  hats  on  after  the  fashion 44  imported  from 
England,”  but  they  “sit  with  their  legs  in 
the  air,  and  others,  stretched  out,  sleep  as  if  in 
their  beds;  ....  they  all  spit  everywhere,”  and 
it  is  the  sound  of  this  spitting  which  most 
shocks  M.  de  Bacourt.  He  finds  no  one  but 
the  President  who  is  “exempt  from  this  vice”; 
but  “ Mr.  Van  Buren,  though  the  son  of  an 
innkeeper,  and  himself  even  trained  to  the 
family  calling,  has  acquired  to  an  astonishing 
degree  the  ways  of  the  world.”  Mr.  dc  Muh- 
lenberg, formerly  United  States  Minister  to 
Austria,  makes  M.  de  Bacourt’s  * blood  run 
cold  by  saying:  “You  want  to  know  what  I 
think  of  Prince  Metternich  ? Well,  he  is  a 
hog.”  At  a fashionable  evening  party  in 
Washington,  “the  women,  ridiculously  dress- 
ed, stood  around  the  room  hanging  on  their 
husbands’  arms.  Perhaps  it  was  very  moral, 
but  I assure  you  it  was  very  grotesque.  There 
are  no  young  people  in  the  French  provinces 
who  have  not  better  manners.”  “The  cele- 
brated Mr.  Webster  is  pompous  to  the  last  de- 
gree, and  ill  at  case”  in  company.  “All  the 
distinguished  men  in  this  country  would  be 
only  second  or  even  third  class  in  England. 
They  give  themselves  the  airs  of  importance 
one  sees  in  the  brewers  of  London,  with  their 
vanity,  vulgarity,  and  absurdity.”  At  six 
o’clock  in  the  morning— good  heavens! — M. 
de  Bacourt  meets  “Miss  Meade,  one  of  the 
beauties  of  Washington,  alone  in  the  street, 
going  or  coming  from  I do  not  know  where. 
Free  manners!”  While  he  is  oalling  upon  a 
member  of  Mr.  Tyler’s  cabinet,  “three  of  his 
colleagues  came  in — Mr.  Badger  smoking  a 
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cigar,  which  he  did  not  extinguish ; Mr.  Bell 
lay  down  on  a sofa,  with  his  feet  over  the 
arms,  and  thus  presenting  the  soles  of  his 
boots  to  us;  as  to  Mr.  Crittenden,  finding  it 
too  warm,  he  took  off  his  coat,  and  pulled  a 
great  roll  of  tobacco  from  his  pocket,  put  it 
in  his  mouth,  and  commenced  chewing.  They 
were  very  merry  and  facetious,  and  as  I did 
not  wish  to  hurt  the  feelings  of  men  who  were 
so  influential  in  commercial  questions,  I joined 
in  with  them.”  One  fancies  the  strain  it  must 
have  been  to  M.  de  Bacourt,  who  is  treated 
throughout  by  such  people  exactly  as  they 
treat  one  another,  with  no  apparent  sense  of 
his  quality,  and  who  must  bear  it  all,  if  he 
will  keep  them  from  levying  duties  on  French 
wines  and  silks ; and  all  in  vain,  for  they  levy 
the  duties  at  last,  and  perhaps  have  chuckled 
in  their  shirt  sleeves  at  the  notion  of  his  ca- 
joling them.  At  a dinner  in  the  White  House 
our  god  like  Daniel  embraces  M.  dc  Bacourt, 
and  hiccoughs  over  him  the  professions  of  a 
very  tender  friendship,  apparently  unfelt  before 
the  third  bottle  of  Madeira.  He  was  forced  to 
meet  such  persons  as  “a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bayard, 
who  have  the  impudence  to  call  themselves 
descendants  of  Chevalier  Bayard,”  not  know- 
ing that  he  had  never  married.  At  ltockaway 
Beach  he  secs  the  gentlemen  take  off  their 
coats  and  vests  and  join  the  ladies  at  a game 
of  ten-pins.  On  a journey  to  Niagara  he  can 
not  get  a cutlet,  or  even  an  egg.  At  Boston, 
where  he  might  otherwise  have  had  a moment 
of  happiness,  he  finds  that  “ the  inhabitants  of 
this  elegant  and  charming  city  hate  the 
French,  and  what  is  worse,  they  despise  them.” 

In  a prison  at  Philadelphia  the  stamp  of 
crime  is  much  more  pronounced  on  the  con- 
victs’ faces  than  in  Europe.  The  American 
steamboats  continually  agitate  M.  de  Bacourt 
by  blowing  up,  and  there  is  a mania  for  sui- 
cide among  the  few  refined  people  in  the 
country,  which  he  can  account  for  only  by 
supposing  them  bored  to  madness  by  the  so- 
cial conditions. 

It  is  impossible  to  rehearse  all  his  griefs 
with  us,  and,  so  far  as  it  goes,  it  is  impossible 
to  deny  the  truth  of  the  portrait  he  draws. 

Wc  may  say  it  is  not  flattered,  but  in  our 
hearts  we  can  not  deny  that  he  saw  all  these 
terrible  and  ugly  and  ridiculous  features  in 
us.  He  saw  nothing  else,  because  he  was  M. 
de  Bacourt,  and  was  bred  to  believe  that  “po- 
liteness in  social  relations is  the  funda- 

mental basis  and  the  most  indispensable  ele- 
ment” of  life.  Rained  down  in  the  midst  of  a 
new  people,  each  bent  by  so  much  of  the  di- 
vine purpose  as  was  in  him  to  help  accomplish 
with  tireless  work  of  head  and  hand  the  des- 
tiny of  the  greatest  free  nation  which  had  ever 
been,  he  saw — poor  little  diplomatic  reaction- 
ary— nothing  but  the  abundance  of  our  bad 
manners,  which,  even  after  fifty  years,  might 
still  strike  him.  He  prophesied  that  a peo- 
ple with  manners  like  ours  must  go  to  the 
dogs;  he  beheld  us  well  on  our  way  to  the 
dogs;  and  so  did  some  other  prophets  who 
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visited  us  at  the  9ame  time,  and  conspicuously 
the  prophet  Dickens,  whom  M.  do  Bacourt 
found  made  more  of  by  the  Americans  than 
Fanny  Elssier,  Lafayette,  and  Prince  de  Join- 
ville  all  put  together.  The  caricaturist  was 
right  in  liis  picture  of  us,  as  the  diplomatist 
was;  but  their  study  is  a faithfuler  portrait 
of  themselves  even  than  of  us. 

Perhaps,  indeed  — the  temptation  to  con- 
struct the  theory  rushes  overpoweringly  upon 
us — the  foreign  critic's  measure  of  America  is 
always  the  measure  of  himself.  So  far  as  he 
perceives  that  this  is  the  opportunity  of  the 
whole  human  race,  not  merely  to  enjoy  and 
ornament  itself  for  the  satisfaction  of  its  high- 
er vanity,  but  chiefly  to  work  and  to  help  it- 
self unhampered  by  tmdition — so  far  as  he 
shows  himself  a man  who  has  lived  in  reali- 
ties, and  not  in  bubbles,  however  iridescent, 
literary,  social,  or  diplomatic — so  far  he  will 
be  consoled  for  our  uncouthness.  Occasional- 
ly even  poor  M.  de  Bacourt  has  a perception 
of  magnitudes  transcending 44  politeness  in  so- 
cial relations,”  and  it  affords  him  a moment- 
ary comfort  in  the  midst  of  suffering  otherwise 
incessant.  In  one  of  these  intervals  he  can  say : 
“The  Anglo-American  race  is,  in  my  opinion, 
charged  with  a special  providential  mission — 
that  of  peopling  and  civilizing  this  immense 
continent ; they  are  proceeding  in  the  accom- 
plishment of  this  work  undisturbed  by  any 
obstacle,  and  this  explains  the  anomalies  so 
easy  to  observe  and  criticise.  But  it  is  not 
fair  to  judge  from  details;  one  must  see  the 
whole,  and  this  whole  is  grand,  majestic,  and 

imposing The  only  fault  of  the  Americans 

is  that  they  will  not  rest  satisfied  with  their 
success,  but  will  always,  in  comparing  them- 
selves with  European  nations,  claim  superi- 
ority over  them  in  everything.  This  is  their 
great  weakness,  and  encourages  writers  who 
come  here  to^find  fault.” 

We  have  now  become  so  modest — partly 
from  the  chastisements  of  foreign  critics,  but 
chiefly,  we  must  believe,  through  our  native 
virtue— that  it  is  incredible  we  should  have 
ever  had  the  fault  which  M.  de  Bacourt  here 
imputes  to  us,  and  we  hardly  know  how  to 
yield,  such  is  our  present  diffidence,  even  to 
the  French,  in  a fine  sense  of  national  de- 
ficiencies and  a generous  habit  of  self-dispar- 
agement. 

III. 

It  is  some  such  reluctance,  perhaps,  which 
renders  us  sensitive  to  the  compliment  late- 
ly paid  our  poor  American  language  by  two 
English  novelists.  These  writers  have  wished 
to  reproduce  the  accents  and  expressions 
which  we  commended  last  ip  until  to  the  at- 
tention of  our  native  authors,  and  they  have 
imagined  several  American  characters  entire- 
ly for  the  purpose  of  having  somebody  speak 
American.  Our  foreign  compatriots  are  not 
much  like  the  fellow- citizens  we  know  at 
home,  but  it  can  be  honestly  said  of  them  that 
they  are  as  like  us  as  their  talk  is  like  our  un- 
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tutored  speech.  We  believe  it  was  Mr.  Rob- 
ert Buchanan  who,  feeling  that  the  language 
of  Shakespeare  and  Milton  would  no  longer 
serve  as  a means  of  international  rapproche- 
ment, was  the  first  Briton  to  write  in  the  New 
England  dialect;  at  any  rate  he  produced  a 
poem  in  it  which  he  wa9  not  able  to  tell  from 
one  of  Mr.  Lowell’s ; and  now  Mr.  Black,  in  bis 
White  Heather , has  a character  who  speaks  per- 
ceptible American ; only,  he  is  a muu,  and  lie 
speaks  young-lady  American  as  often  as  mascu- 
line American.  To  us  the  two  sorts  are  dis- 
tinct enough,  but  Mr.  Black,  who  has  no  doubt 
heard  most  of  the  former  in  praise  of  his  agree- 
able books,  is  not  so  much  to  blame  for  get- 
ting them  mixed.  He  makes  Mr.  Hodson  say 
a London  fog  is  “just  too  dismal  for  anything,” 
but  wc  feel  that  it  was  his  daughter  who  sup- 
plied Mr.  Black  with  that  phrase;  and  when 
the  young  lady  says,  “ You  bet  your  pile  on 
that,”  we  suspect  that  Mr.  Black  really  had  the 
expression  from  her  younger  brother. 

As  for  Mr.  Grant  Allen,  who  has  made  a coun- 
try boy  from  northern  New  York  the  hero  of 
his  novel  Babylon , we  should  not  know  exact- 
ly where  or  how  he  got  his  Americanisms. 
There  are  some  tokens  of  a visit  or  sojourn  here 
in  his  decorative  use  of  our  birds  and  flowers; 
but  our  phrases  seem  rather  to  have  been  stud- 
ied from  such  widely  representative  authori- 
ties as  Mark  Twain,  Dr.  Eggleston,  Bret  Harte, 
Sam  Slick,  and  Charles  Dickens.  A farmer  in 
“Geauga  County,”  New  York,  asks  “ Wliar’s 
Hiram  ?”  as  if  he  were  in  the  heart  of  the  blue- 
grass  region;  and  this  deacon  of  the  church 
adds  that  lie  has  an  itching44  to  give  that  tliar 
boy  a durned  good  cowhidin',”  as  if  he  were  a 
Pike  accustomed  to  44  exhort  the  impenitent 
mule.”  Hiram  19  in  the  blackberry  patch,  but 
Mr.  Allen  calls  it  the  blackberry  lot , because, 
as  he  understands,  “ lot”  is  the  American  for 
44  field,  meadow,  croft,  copse,  paddock,  and  all 
the  other  beautiful  and  expressive  Old-World 
names  for  our  own  time-honored  English  in- 
closures,” though  we  believe  Americans,  when 
foreigners  are  not  by,  speak  among  themselves 
of  meadows,  fields,  pastures,  wood  pastures, 
girdlings,  loppings,  clearings,  intervales,  and 
other  features  and  subdivisions  of  the  land- 
scape as  they  have  occasion  to  specify  them. 
Mr.  Allen,  however,  has  heard  of  bottom-lands, 
and  lie  tells  us  that  in  Rome  his  hero’s  thoughts 
turned  fondly  to  the  44 old  blackberry  bottom”; 
and  lie  has  “cranberry-trees”  growing  in  his 
cranberry  marsh.  His  deacon  addresses  a 
group  of  trappers  as 44  Gents,  all” ; and  his  talk 
is  delicious  with  such  native  flavors  as4*  Wal, 
this  do  beat  all,  really” ; 44  He's  progressiu' 
towards  citizenship  now,  and  I’ve  invested 
quite  a lot  of  capital  in  his  raisin';”  “ Wal,  I 
should  appreciate  that  consid’able “ I des- 
say  that  tliar  boy;”  and  “It  alius  licks  my 
poor  finite  understanding  altogether  why  the 
Lord  should  have  run  this  continent  so  long 
with  nothin'  better'n  Injuns. ...  Why  a lad, 
that’s  been  brought  up  a Chrischuu  aud  aHop- 
kinsite,  should  want  to  go  grubbin’  up  their 
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knives  and  things  in  this  cent’ry  is  a caution 
to  me,  that’s  what  it  is — a reg’lar  caution.” 
It  all  sounds  amazingly  American,  and  prob- 
ably Mr.  Allen  could  not  be  persuaded  that 
it  is  not  so.  His  people  are  Americans  of 
the  sort  that  the  accurate  English  eye  has 
seen  and  the  delicate  English  hand  lias  drawn 
ever  since  we  were  first  portrayed  in  Martin 
ChuzsdexoU. 

IY. 

Apparently  Mr.  Allen  has  not  thought  it  a 
serious  thing  to  write  a novel,  nor  human  na- 
ture worth  that  honest  inquiry  which  has  given 
him  an  honorable  name  in  science.  This  is  a 
mistake  which  we  hope  he  will  come  to  regret, 
and  which  will  certainly  cause  his  friends  to 
grieve.  It  is  not  quite  enough  in  itself,  however, 
to  make  one  despair  of  English  novelists,  and  we 
have  read  within  the  year  two  English  books 
by  an  unknown  hand  which  may  yet  mark  a 
new  era  in  English  fiction.  We  hardly  know, 
indeed,  whether  to  call  them  fiction,  they  carry 
so  deep  a sense  of  truthfulness  to  the  reader, 
they  are  so  far  in  temper  from  any  sort  of  mere 
artistry,  so  simply  and  nobly  serious.  The 
books  are  the  Autobiography  of  Mark  Ruther- 
ford and  Mark  Rutherford's  Deliverance , the 
one  being  the  rather  unsatisfying  sequel  to  the 
other.  Yet  it  is  unsatisfying  only  as  the  in- 
completeness, the  brokenness  of  life,  which  it 
perfectly  counterfeits,  is  unsatisfying.  There 
never  were  books  in  which  apparently  the  writ- 
er has  cared  so  little  to  make  literary  account 
of  himself,  cared  so  little  to  shine,  to  impress, 
wished  so  much  to  speak  his  heart  plainly  out 
to  the  heart  of  his  reader.  There  is  absolutely 
no  study  of  attitude,  no  appeal  to  the  dramatic 
or  the  picturesque,  no  merely  decorative  use 
of  words.  When  you  have  read  the  books 
you  feel  that  you  have  witnessed  the  career 
of  a man  as  you  might  have  witnessed  it  in 
the  world,  and  not  in  a book.  We  could  not 
give  too  strong  an  impression  of  this  incom- 
parable sincerity. 

The  history  is  that  of  au  Englishman  of  the 
lower  or  lowest  middle  class,  who  is  bred  to 
the  ministry,  but  who  is  constrained  by  lapses 
of  belief  first  to  abandon  his  evangelical  pul- 
pit, and  then  to  give  up  a Unitarian  parish, 
and  who  at  the  close  of  his  autobiography  is 
the  clerk  of  an  atheistical  bookseller  in  Lon- 
don. Mark  Rutherford's  Deliverance , which 
appeared  last  summer,  four  years  after  the 
publication  of  the  A utobiography . takes  up  his 
story  at  the  poiut  where  he  becomes  the  Par- 
liamentary correspondent  of  two  provincial 
newspapers,  and  follows  him  through  the  fail- 
ure of  this  employment,  his  marriage  with  the 
woman  to  whom  he  had  been  betrothed  in  his 
youth,  and  his  final  toil  at  hateful  work  under 
a hard  muster,  to  his  sudden  death.  There  is 
no  “incident”  in  the  story;  there  is  neither 
more  “ plot”  nor  less  than  there  is  in  the  ex- 
perience of  God’s  creatures  generally,  so  gen- 
erally ignored  by  “imaginative”  writers  in 
their  “ powerful”  inventions.  It  can  not,  there- 
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fore,  find  favor  with  readers  who  like  to  be 
“amused,”  and  to  “have  their  minds  taken 
off  themselves.”  We  warn  them  that  the  story 
of  Mark  Rutherford  will  fix  their  “ minds”  all 
the  more  intensely  upon  themselves,  and  will 
stir  them  deeply,  without  in  the  least  “ amus- 
ing” them.  Or  rather  it  will  do  this  with 
readers  who  can  think  and  feel ; and  the  other 
sort  had  better  go  to  the  theatre  and  see  a 
modern  play. 

Nothing  of  Mark  Rutherford’s  error  or  weak- 
ness is  concealed  in  these  extraordinary  books, 
and  in  him  we  have  more  distinctly  got  rid 
of  that  barbaric  survival,  the  “ hero,”  than  in 
any  other  figure  of  fiction — if  he  is  really  ficti- 
tious. If  you  pity  him,  and  even  love  him  for 
his  truth  aud  purity  and  right  endeavor,  it  is 
because  you  are  sufficiently  mature,  sufficient- 
ly civilized,  to  sec  the  beauty  of  these  things 
in  their  union  with  tremulous  nerves,  irreso- 
lute performance,  vague  aspiration,  depression, 
frequent  helplessness,  faltering  faith.  He  is 
only  one  of  ten  or  twelve  other  persons  drawn 
with  the  same  wise  faithfulness,  and  presented 
to  us  with  the  belief  that  we  shall  have  enough 
inconsistencies  in  ourselves  to  account  for  all 
the  inconsistencies  in  them.  When  the  author 
has  to  tell  us  that  a certain  man  of  clear,  strong, 
disciplined  mind  is  a journeyman  printer,  he 
seems  not  to  feel  bound  to  explain  the  fact 
that  he  can  be  both  one  and  the  other,  and 
he  has  no  excuses  to  make  for  asking  us  to 
be  interested  in  the  psychological  experience 
of  a waiter,  a salesman,  a porter,  who  are  never 
at  all  romanced,  but  are  considered  simply  in 
their  quality  of  human  beings,  affected  in  due 
degree  by  their  callings.  But  such  a man  as 
Marden,  living  and  dying  in  gentle,  serene, 
patient,  agnosticism ; such  a man  as  McKay, 
groaning  over  the  misery  of  London,  and  in- 
venting out  of  his  own  poverty  and  helpless- 
ness a way  to  help  it  some  little,  however  lit- 
tle; such  women  as  Mary  Marden,  Theresa, 
and  Ellen,  taking  quietly, strongly,  unspectacu- 
larly,  their  share  of  the  common  burden  of 
common  life,  have  more  of  consolation  and 
encouragement  in  them  than  all  the  “ideal” 
figures  that  ever  “ helpless  fancy  feigued”  out 
of  proportion  to  the  things  that  are.  The 
story  where  they  move  naturally,  from  real 
impulses  and  with  genuine  interests,  is  not 
gloomy,  with  all  its  unrelenting  seriousness, 
and  it  would  be  very  unjust  to  leave  the  reader 
with  the  notion  that  it  is  inimical  to  religion. 

It  is  very  religious.  We  do  not  sec  how  Chris- 
tianity could  be  more  subtly  and  profoundly 
comprehended,  and  throughout  his  doctrinal 
stumblings  and  gropings  Mark  Rutherford 
finds  his  happiness  only  in  that  highest  good 
which  Christ  taught  in  the  highest  degree — 
good  to  others.  This  is  the  key-note  of  his 
story,  touched  throughout,  but  never  with 
maudlin  pathos  or  rhetorical  flourish. 

People  who  like  genteel  compauy  in  novels 
will  not  find  him  in  it;  there  is  not  a “gen- 
tleman” or  a “ lady”  in  either  of  the  books, 
and  the  plain,  poverty- bound  lives  which 
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they  have  to  do  with  are  considered  as  inapol- 
ogetically  in  their  struggles  with  real  sorrows 
and  troubles  as  if  they  were  all  so  many 
gentlemen  and  ladies  of  leisure  longing  to 
get  married  or  unmarried.  If  there  is  no 
false  shame  in  depicting  these  common  peo- 

S)le  and  conditions,  neither  is  there  any  boast- 
illness,  or  anything  of  the  foolish  superstition 
that  there  is  merit  in  narrow  circumstances 
of  themselves.  Perhaps  the  self- respectful  at- 
titude in  regard  to  this  material  is  kept  so 
well  because  it  is  the  inner  life  of  these  men 
and  women  that  is  portrayed  — that  experi- 
ence so  sweet,  so  bitter,  so  precious,  of  almost 
any  human  soul,  which  we  should  always  be 
better  and  wiser  for  knowing,  but  which  we 
so  often  turn  from  in  the  stupid  arrogance  of 
our  cultures  and  respectabilities. 

At  times  the  author  seems  to  have  no  art  in 
presenting  his  facts,  he  does  it  so  barely  and 
bluntly,  but  he  never  fails  to  make  you  under- 
stand just  what  he  means,  and  he  never  offends 
against  that  beautiful  “modesty  of  nature” 
which,  when  one  has  once  really  valued  it,  one 
can  not  see  offended  in  literature  without  a 
sense  of  outrage. 

V. 

A great  master  may  sin  against  it  as  well  as  a 
bunglingapprentice;  and  if  the  reader  will  turn 
from  these  books  to  Balzac’s  Le  Pdre  Qoriot, 
of  which  a new  translation  has  lately  appeared, 
we  think  he  will  feel  the  truth  of  this  painful- 
ly enough.  In  the  atmosphere,  sane  if  sad,  of 
the  English  story,  there  is  in  high  degree  the 
quality  of  repose  with  which  the  Greeks  knew 
how  to  console  tragedy  in  every  art ; but  the 
malarial  restlessness  of  the  French  romance 
is  as  destitute  of  this  as  the  theatre.  After 
that  exquisitely  careful  and  truthful  setting 
of  his  story  in  the  shabby  boarding-house,  the 
author  tills  the  scene  witli  figures  jerked  about 
by  the  exaggerated  passions  and  motives  of 
the  stage.  We  can  not  have  a cynic  reason- 
ably wicked,  disagreeable,  egoistic ; we  must 
have  a lurid  villain  of  melodrama,  a disguised 
convict,  with  a vast  criminal  organization  at 
his  command,  and 

“So  dyM  double  red” 

in  deed  and  purpose  that  he  lights  up  the 
faces  of  the  horrified  spectators  with  his  glare. 
A father  fond  of  unworthy  children,  and 
leading  a life  of  self-denial  for  their  sake,  as 
may  probably  and  pathetically  be,  is  not 
enough  ; there  must  be  an  imbecile,  trembling 
dotard,  willing  to  promote  even  the  liaison* 
of  his  daughters  to  give  them  happiness  and  to 
teach  the  sublimity  of  the  paternal  instinct. 
The  hero  can  not  sufficiently  be  a selfish  young 
fellow,  with  alternating  impulses  of  greed  and 
generosity;  he  must  superfluously  intend  a 
career  of  iniquitous  splendor,  and  be  swerved 
from  it  by  nothing  but  the  most  cataclys- 
mal  interpositions.  It  can  be  said  that  with- 
out such  personages  the  plot  could  not  be 
transacted;  but  so  much  the  worse  for  the 
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plot.  Such  a plot  had  no  business  to  be ; and 
while  actions  so  unnatural  arc  imagined,  no  .. 
mastery  can  save  fiction  from  contempt  with 
those  who  really  think  about  it.  To  Balzac 
it  can  be  forgiven,  not  only  because  in  his 
better  mood  lie  gave  us  such  biographies 
as  Cesar  Birotteau  and  Eugenie  Grandet , but 
because  he  wrote  at  a time  when  fiction  was 
just  beginning  to  verify  the  externals  of  life, 
to  portray  faithfully  the  outside  of  men  and 
things.  It  was  still  held  that  in  order  to  in- 
terest the  reader  the  characters  must  be  moved 
by  the  old  romantic  ideals;  we  were  to  be 
taught  that  “ heroes”  and  “ heroines”  existed 
all  around  U9,  and  that  these  abnormal  beings 
needed  only  to  be  discovered  in  their  several 
humble  disguises,  and  then  we  should  see  ev- 
ery-day people  actuated  by  the  fine  frenzy  of 
the  creatures  of  the  poets.  How  false  that 
notion  was  few  but  the  critics,  who  are  apt  to 
be  rather  belated,  need  now  be  told.  Some 
of  these  poor  fellows,  however,  still  contend 
that  it  ought  to  be  done,  and  that  human 
feelings  and  motives,  as  God  made  them  and 
as  men  know  them,  are  not  good  enough  for 
novel-readers. 

VI. 

This  is  more  explicable  than  would  appear 
at  first  glance.  The  critics — and  in  speaking 
of  them  one  always  modestly  leaves  one's  self 
out  of  the  count  for  some  reason — when  they 
are  not  elders  ossified  in  tradition,  arc  apt  to  bo 
young  people,  and  young  people  are  neces- 
sarily conservative  in  their  tastes  and  theories. 
They  have  the  tastes  and  theories  of  their  in- 
structors, who  perhnps  caught  the  truth  of  their 
day,  but  whose  routine  life  has  been  alien  to 
any  other  truth.  There  is  probably  no  chair  . 
of  literature  in  this  country  from  which  the 
principles  now  shaping  the  literary  expression 
of  every  civilized  people  are  not  denounced 
and  confounded  with  certain  objectionable 
French  novels,  or  which  teaches  young  meu 
anything  of  the  universal  impulse  which  has 
given  us  the  books,  not  only  of  Zola,  but  of 
TourguGneflf  and  Tolstoi  in  Russia,  of  Bjorn- 
sen  in  Norway,  of  Valera  in  Spain,  of  Vcrgn 
in  Italy,  of  the  unknown  Englishman  who 
wrote  Mark  Rutherford . Till  these  younger 
critics  have  learned  to  think  as  well  as  to  write 
for  themselves  they  will  persist  in  heaving  a 
sigh,  more  and  more  perfunctory,  for  the  truth 
as  it  was  in  Sir  Walter,  and  as  it  was  in  Dick- 
ens and  in  Hawthorne.  Presently  all  will  have 
been  changed;  they  will  have  seen  the  new 
truth  in  larger  and  larger  degree,  and  when  it 
shall  have  become  the  old  truth,  they  will  per- 
haps see  it  all. 

In  the  meanwhile  they  arc  not  such  bad  fel- 
lows with  us,  and  though  one  might  perhaps 
count  our  critical  authorities  upon  rather  les9 
than  the  thumbs  of  one  hand,  we  believe  there 
is  no  country  in  the  world  where  an  author 
finds  completer  recognition  at  least.  Our  crit- 
ics must  still  make  each  his  manners,  more  or 
less  comical,  to  the  awful  form  of  precedent; 
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hut  when  this  is  once  done,  they  do  collective- 
ly find  out  what  is  good  in  a piece  of  litera- 
ture. In  a thousand  newspapers,  scattered 
over  the  whole  country,  they  utter  so  vast 
an  amount  of  fresh  and  independent  impres- 
sion that  every  part  of  the  author's  work  is 
touched,  nothing  of  his  intention  or  perform- 
ance is  lost.  It  will  often  be  deplored  as  mis- 
taken and  of  wrong  direction  or  slighter  value, 
but  it  will  have  been  felt  to  the  last,  lightest 
insinuation. 

This  is  another  advantage  of  a literary  centre 
distributed  almost  as  widely  as  the  Presiden- 


tial patronage.  There  is  no  critical  leadership 
among  us.  Chicago  frankly  differs  from  Bos- 
ton about  a book,  and  8t.  Louis  can  not  do  less 
than  differ  from  Chicago ; San  Francisco  has 
no  superstition  about  the  opinions  of  New 
York;  Buffalo  and  New  Orleans  have  each 
its  point  of  view.  Comment  is  almost  co- 
extensive with  reading  in  our  country;  and 
from  the  newspapers  the  author  may  learn 
fairly  well  what  this  vast,  sympathetic,  eager 
people  are  saying  and  thinking  of  his  book. 
This  will  always,  however,  be  far  less  than  he 
would  have  imagined. 


JSimtJilt)  Utrorii  af  Croat  dsntnts. 


POLITICAL. 


OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  16th  of  De- 
cember.— The  first  session  of  the  Forty- 
ninth  Congress  was  opened  at  noon  on  Monday, 
December  7.  Mr.  John  Sherman  was  elected 
President  pro  tempore  of  the  Senate,  and  Mr.  J. 
G.  Carlisle  Speaker  of  the  House.  After  some 
routine  business  both  Houses  adjourned  out 
of  respect  to  the  memory  of  Vice-President 
Hendricks. 

The  most  important  recommendations  in 
President  Cleveland’s  first  Message,  read  before 
both  Houses  December  8,  wero  the  following : 
increased  appropriations  for  thediplomatic  and 
consular  service;  abolition  of  tariff  on  works  of 
art;  reduction  of  the  tariff  on  the  necessaries  of 
life;  suspension  of  the  compulsory  silver  coin- 
age act;  the  building  up  of  an  efficient  navy; 
appointment  of  six  general  Indian  Commission- 
ers; reforms  in  grants  of  public  land ; laws  to 
suppress  polygamy  in  Utah,  and  the  prohibi- 
tion of  Mormon  immigration;  the  pushing  for- 
ward of  civil  service  reform,  and  an  increase  of 
salaries  of  the  Commissioners ; and  the  enact- 
ment of  a law  fixing  the  Presidential  succes- 
sion. 

In  the  present  House  tliero  are  183  Demo- 
crats, 141  Republicans,  and  1 Greenback-Dem- 
ocrat. Of  the  Democrats  110  were  in  the  last 
Congress,  and  of  the  Republicans  84. 

Two  new  United  States  Senators  were  chos- 
en : Ex-Senator  J.  H.  Mitchell,  Oregon,  and  J. 
W.  Dauiel,  Virginia. 

The  first  Legislature  of  the  State  of  Dakota 
assembled  at  Huron  December  14. 

The  body  of  Vice-President  Hendricks  was 
buried  in  Crown  Hill  Cemetery,  Indianapolis, 
December  1,  with  great  honors. 

The  United  States  army  now  numbers  2154 
officers  and  24,705  men. 

The  public  debt  of  the  United  States  was 
increased  during  November  $4,887,198  47. 

The  British  Parliamentary  elections  began 
November  24.  As  far  as  known  the  result  is 
as  follows:  Liberals,  334 ; Conservatives, 248; 
Nationalists,  81. 


The  Germap  Reichstag  was  opened  Novem- 
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ber  19.  In  the  imperial  Speech  the  foreigu  re- 
lations were  declared  to  be  peaceful  and  friend- 
ly. The  Emperor  confidently  hoped  that  the 
Balkan  conflict  would  not  disturb  the  peace  of 
Europe,  and  trusted  that  the  signers  of  the 
Berlin  Treaty  would  succeed  in  securing  re- 
spect for  the  treaties  by  the  people  rendered 
independent  by  them. 

Germany  has  acquiesced  in  the  Pope’s  set- 
tlement of  the  Carolines  question. 

General  Caceres  lias  captured  Lima,  Peru. 
General  Iglesias,  the  President,  surrendered 
December  2,  and  Sefior  Eusebio  was  made  pro- 
visional President. 

The  Servian  army  crossed  the  Bulgarian 
border  iu  three  divisions  early  on  the  morning 
of  November  14,  and  marched  in  the  direction 
of  Sophia.  After  several  victories  on  the  way, 
they  were  defeated  and  driven  back  with  con- 
siderable loss.  On  November  28  the  powers 
proposed  an  armistice,  which  was  accepted, 
and  on  December  14  a commission  was  ap- 
pointed to  mark  an  armistice  line. 

Italy  has  annexed  Massowah,  with  the  ap- 
proval of  Lord  Salisbury. 

Louis  David  Riel,  the  rebel  chief,  w as  hanged 
in  the  jail  yard  of  the  Mounted  Police  Barracks 
at  Regina  November  16. 

The  wrar  in  Burmah  w as  quickly  ended.  The 
kiug’s  war  vessel  was  captured  November  15, 
and  two  weeks  later  General  Prendergast  en- 
tered Mandalay.  On  November  29  King Thee- 
Itaw  surrendered,  aud  immediately  embarked 
for  Calcutta  under  guard. 

Princess  Mercedes,  the  five-year-old  daugh- 
ter of  Alfonso,  will  be  Queen  of  Spain  under 
the  regency  of  her  mother,  Christina. 

DISASTERS. 

Novembei'  13. — Ten  miners  killed  by  an  ex- 
plosion in  the  Bull  Domingo  Mine,  at  Silver 
Cliff,  Colorado. 

November2\. — Tornado  in  the  Philippine  Isl- 
ands, killing  twfeuty-two  persons  and  destroy- 
ing eight  thousand  buildings. 

November  23. — Calcutta  dispatch  reporting 

that  a cyclone  in  India  had  destroved  one  liun- 
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dre<l  and  fifty  villages  and  drowned  five  thou- 
sand people. 

December  4. — An  earthquake  in  Algeria,  near- 
ly destroying  the  town  of  Msila,  and  killing 
thirty-two  persons. 

December'  15. — Eleven  persons  killed  in  a col- 
lision on  the  Georgia  Pacific  Railroad. 

OBITUARY. 

November  14. — At  Fordham,  Now  York,  Hor- 
ace B.  Claflin,  merchant,  aged  seventy  -fonr 
years. 

November  22. — At  Medford,  Massachusetts, 
Elizur  Wright,  in  his  eighty-second  year. 

November  25. — In  Indianapolis,  Indiana,  Hon. 
Thomas  A.  Hendricks,  Vice-President  of  the 


United  States,  aged  sixty-six  years. — Iu  Mad- 
rid, King  Alfonso  of  Spain,  aged  twenty-eight 
years. 

Novembei'  26. — In  Madrid,  Marshal  Serrano, 
ex-Dictator  of  Spain,  aged  seventy-five  years. 

November  28. — In  London,  the  Dnke  of  Som- 
erset, aged  eiglity-one  years. 

November  30. — At  Ocala,  Florida,  Francis  N. 
Bangs,  a distinguished  lawyer,  of  New  York 
city,  in  his  fifty-eighth  year. 

December  8. — In  New  York  city,  William  H. 
Vanderbilt,  in  his  sixty-fifth  year. 

December  15. — In  Londou,  Rev.  Dr.  John  Saul 
Howson,  Dean  of  Chester,  aged  seventy  years. 
— In  Washington,  Georgia,  General  Robert 
Toombs,  iu  his  seventy-sixth  year. 


mkf* 

THE  following  correspondence,  which  iB 
printed  with  regret,  may  need  some  ex- 
planation. Names,  of  course,  are  suppressed. 
The  first  note  is  from  an  official  supposed  to 
be  very  near  the  White  House  : 

(Confidential.) 

Washington, , 1885. 

Dear  Sib, — The  mission  to  Yank-e-Pank  is 
vacant.  I have  some  reason  to  believe  that  it 
might  be  obtained  for  you  if  it  were  known 
that  you  would  accept  the  appointment. 

Yours  respectfully, . 

(Not  confidential.) 

Boston, , 1885. 

Dear  Sib, — I am  glad  to  hear  that  the  mis- 
sion to  Yank-e-Pank  is  vacant.  As  it  seems 
to  be  etiquette  for  the  government  not  to  of- 
fer an  appointment  unless  it  knows  it  will  be 
accepted,  I am  obliged  to  inform  you  that  it 
is  a principle  with  me  never  to  accept  or  de- 
cline anything  before  it  is  offered  to  me. 

I have  the  honor  to  be 

Yours,  etc., . 

Washington, , 1885. 

Drab  Sir, — I am  directed,  in  behalf  of  the 
President  of  the  United  States,  to  offer  you  the 
position  of  Minister  to  Yank-e-Pank.  You  wilt 
please  report  to  Washington  for  instructions 
on  or  before  the  26th  inst. 

Yours  respectfully, . 

P.S. — The  salary  of  the  mission  will  prob- 
ably be  raised  at  the  next  session  of  Congress. 

Boston, , 1885. 

Dear  Sir,— Your  note  informing  me  that 
the  President  offers  me  the  position  of  Minis- 
ter to  Yank-e-Pank  is  received,  and  I desire 
you  to  express  my  profound  gratitude  to  the 
President  for  the  honor  he  docs  me.  I should 
like  to  accept  the  mission  to  Yank-e-Pank  (aft- 
er the  salary  has  been  raised),  were  it  not  +hat 
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I determined  early  in  life  never  to  subject  my- 
self to  official  whims  and  insolence  by  taking 
a government  appointment,  and  never  to  let 
myself  be  set  up  as  a target  for  abuse  by  run- 
ning for  an  elective  office,  and  I have  thus  far 
been  poor  euough  to  keep  my  resolution.  This 
will  not  seem  to  you  unpatriotic  when  you 
reflect  that  I am  the  only  mau  in  the  Uuited 
States  of  this  mind,  so  that  there  is  no  danger 
that  any  office  will  long  be  vacant. 

I am  willing  to  believe  that  you  are  actu- 
ated by  kindly  motives,  but  see  what  you  pro- 
pose to  do  to  me.  I have  a family,  and  I have 
a business  w hich  gives  me  a moderate  income, 
that  w itli  economy  enables  me  to  make  both 
ends  meet  at  the  end  of  the  year.  You  pro- 
pose to  tear  me  out  of  my  pleasant  relations, 
break  np  iny  business,  and  send  me  out  of  the 
country  on  a salary  that  you  know  is  not  large 
enough  to  enable  me  to  live  like  my  missionary 
associates  at  Yauk-e-Pank,  and  is  small  enough 
to  subject  me  to  social  mortification.  You  say 
that  it  may  be  raised.  How  do  you  know  that 
it  will  not  be  discontinued  entirely  about  the 
time  I get  established  at  Wank-e-Pauk,  and 
that  the  only  notice  I will  have  from  the  de- 
partment that  my  services  are  no  longer  re- 
quired is  that  my  pay  stopped  a month  before 
I received  the  notice? 

You  propose  to  break  up  my  life,  and  you  do 
not  offer  any  permauent  position  or  any  career. 
How  can  you  ? You  are  not  a permanency 
yourself.  You  represent  nothing  that  is  stable. 

You  are  not  part  of  a system  or  an  organization 
that  is  by  its  nature  certain  in  its  action  or  re- 
sponsible. You  are  only  an  accident  of  a po- 
litical chance  that  may  disappear  and  leave 
me  high  and  dry.  And  yet  you  call  yourselves 
a government!  I should  hold  this  place  only 
at  the  w him  of  you  or  some  other  equally  tran- 
sient official ; and  if  I were  turned  out  of  it,  I 
should  probably  have  to  sell  my  furniture  and 
borrow  money  of  my  father-iu-law  to  pay  my 
passage  home. 
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I confess  that  I am  amazed  at  your  cheek, 
although  I gratefully  acknowledge  your  kind 
intention.  You  know,  besides,  that  I am  not 
qualified  for  Yank-e-Pank,  that  I never  had  a 
day’s  diplomatic  experience,  that  I have  not 
had  the  least  training  in  your  State  Depart- 
ment nor  in  the  consular  or  ministerial  busi- 
ness. You  know  that  you  do  not  offer  me  a 
career,  but  only  a risky  excursion ; that  you 
do  not  propose  to  make  me  part  of  a perma- 
nent, well-organized  service,  with  a certainty 
of  continuance  in  it  if  I am  worthy  and  able, 
with  the  chance  of  promotion,  and  an  induce- 
ment to  devote  all  my  energies  to  the  service 
of  my  country. 

You  cruelly  ask  me  to  take  all  these  risks, 
aud  a still  more  serious  one,  that  of  the  loss  of 
my  reputation.  Yon  know  perfectly  well  that 
if  my  official  master,  wiio  is  not,  remember,  the 
head  of  a system,  iu  a fit  of  indigestion  or  by 
reason  of  misin formation  (which  may  be  con- 
veyed by  an  anonymous  letter),  chooses  to  turn 
me  out  and  disgrace  me,  though  I may  be  as 
right  as  right,  there  is  not  one  chance  iu  a 
thousand  that  I would  get  redress,  there  is  no 
tribunal  to  which  I could  appeal,  since  my  offi- 
cial position  is  purely  arbitrary. 

If  I were  rich  and  had  nothing  else  to  do,  I 
might  like  to  go  to  Yank-e-Pank  and  swell 
round  for  a year  or  two  in  an  official  position. 
But  until  you  organize  a regular  diplomatic 
and  consular  service,  I beg  to  be  excused  from 
encouraging  by  my  acceptance  tho  delusive 
so-called  44  best-men”  policy. 

Respectfully  your  ob’t  serv’t, ■. 


THE  COLORED  SEXTON. 

The  sexton  of  a Baptist  church  in  a large 
Western  city  w'as  a good  colored  brother,  who 
rarely  took  part  in  the  social  religious  meet- 
ings of  the  society ; but  when  he  did,  all  pre- 
sent held  their  breath,  for  it  was  well  known 
that  some  oue  was  to  be  44  hit  on  the  head,” 
aud  great  amusement  wTas  in  store  for  the  oth- 
ers. On  this  particular  occasion  the  subject 
of  the  prayer-meeting  w*as  “Christian  Humili- 
ty.” Mr.  Bascom,  one  of  tho  wealthiest  church 
members,  while  leaning  on  his  gold-headed 
caue  and  toying  with  his  elegant  w atch  chain, 
concluded  his  remarks.wi  th  great  affectation  of 
humility,  by  saying:  “If  I ever  should  be  so 
favored  as  to  reach  heaven  at  all,  it  seems  to 
me  that  a place  in  the  most  remote  section,  the 
most  obscure  corner,  of  that  blissful  region  will 
be  infinitely  more  than  I deserve.  And  when 
the  call  comes  to  me  to 4 go  up  higher/  it  seems 
to  me  I shall  feel  like  putting  my  hand  upon 
my  month  and  my  mouth  iu  the  dust,  and  cry- 
ing out, 4 Unclean ! unclean !’  ” 

When  he  was  seated,  the  colored  brother  rose 
in  the  rear  of  the  room,  and  slowly  advancing, 
faced  the  audience,  aud  thus  addressed  them: 
44  Brudders  an’  sisters,  when  I hears  de  angel 
Gabri’l  blow  do  trumpet  a-callin’  me  home,  it 
’pears  to  me  Fll  be  so  powerful  glad  I’ll  just 


call  out,  ‘Hoi’  on  dar,  Gabri’l;  I hears  de 
trumpet,  an’  Ps  cornin’  mighty  quick!’  An’  it 
’pears  to  me  I’ll  be  so  bustin  full  ob  joy  I’ll 
jest  go  shoutin’,  skippin’,  leapin’  right  up  to 
de  front  ob  de  throne  as  fast  as  I kin  git  dar. 
An’  dar  I’ll  stan’  wid  do  white  robes  on, 
a- wavin’  de  palm  branches,  an’  a- shoutin’ 
‘Glory!  glory!  glory!  glory  to  de  Lamb  dat 
was  slain!’  For  wliat  do  de  Scriptures  sayf 
‘Who  are  dese  in  white  robes?’  4Dey  what 
came  up  through  great  tribulations.’  Down 
here  de  black  skin  an’  do  great  tribulations ; 
up  dar  de  white  robe  au’  de  joy  for  ebermore. 
Now,  ray  brudders  an’  sisters,  what  do  de  Scrip- 
tures say  agin  ? Doy  say  4 w hat  though  dey  be 
black  as  ink’  (or  something  to  dat  eftec’), 4 dey 
shall  be  whiter  dan  snow.’  Au’  it  ’pears  to  me 
I’ll  be  so  powerful  happy  up  dar  dat  I’d  like 
to  shake  ban’s  wid  all  my  brudders  au’  sisters, 
widout  distinction  ob  age,  color,  or  previous 
condition  ob  servitude — good  many  on  ’em  I 
hain’t  shook  no  han’  w id  here — but  ’pears  to 
me  I’ll  be  so  occoopicd  a- weavin’,  an’  a-praisin’, 
an’  a-shontin’  hallelujah!  hallelujah!  hallelu- 
jah! close  up  on  do  right  side  ob  de  Lamb,  dat 
I won’t  hab  no  time  to  go  peekin’  roun’  de  dark 
corners  ob  heaven  to  find  Brudder  Baxcom” 

Lynn  Burdette. 


The  following  lines  were  suggested  by  the 
unchanged  cover  of  Haiyer’s  Monthly . Is  there 
not  a farce  called  Old  Friends  and  Xew  Faces  t 
The  Drawer  could  never  see  tho  advantage  of 
having  an  old  friend  put  on  a now  face,  if  the 
friend  was  loved,  aud  his  face  was  uot  too  ugly. 
This  old  cover  has  come  to  represent  a great 
deal  to  mauy  thousands  of  people,  who  would 
be  bewildered  by  a new  face  put  upon  their 
entertainment.  There  has  been  of  late  some 
inquiry  as  to  who  is  represented  by  the  cherub 
sitting  on  the  world,  blowing  bubbles.  The 
Drawer  is  free  to  say  that  it  is  not  lids  depart- 
ment, but  it  will  not  undertake  to  defend  some 
of  the  lighter  pages  of  the  Magazine  from  the 
charge  of  this  iridescent  pastime.  Here  are 
tho  lines : 

Thy  cover  I have  known  since  quite  a child. 

And  with  the  years  it  seemeth  not  to  change. 
Within,  how  deep  the  thought,  how  wide  the  range 
Of  fact  and  fancy ! It  hath  oft  beguiled 
Me  with  its  well-turned  wit,  till  I have  smiled. 

Love  hath  been  told,  by  artist  made  more  swTeet ; 
Somo  long-lost  link  of  history,  now  complete; 

And  charming  by-paths,  either  sweet  or  wild. 

Have  been  outspread.  Art,  music,  tale,  and  song 
One  finds  in  thee — a never-falling  store. 

Like  El  Dorado  old— and  something  more : 

For  with  thy  wealth  thou  hast— a most  rare  case— 
Never  put  off  thy  old  familiar  face. 

Alice  Wood. 


This  simple  little  tale,  a bit  of  realism,  is 
founded  on  “How'ells’s  Titles”: 

If  not  particular  as  to  the  chronological  or- 
der, William  Dean  How'dls’s  writings  might  bo 
memorized  os  follows:  At  least  it  would  be 
only 44  A Modern  Instance,”  if44  Dr.  Breen’s  Prac- 
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tice”  in  tho  “ Three  Villages”  slionld  lead  to 
“A  Chance  Acquaintance”  witli  “The  Lady  of 
the  Aroostook;”  and  if  he  should  take  upon 
himself  “A  Fearful  Responsibility,”  “Their 
YVeddiug  Journey”  would  he  “A  Foregone  Con- 
clusion”; after  which  they  would  naturally 
take  their  “ Italian  Journeys” — through  “ Tus- 
can Cities,”  avoiding  “The  Garroters” — during 
the  “Indian  Summer,”  iu  “The  Parlor  Car”  or 
“The  Sleeping  Car,”  of  course  using  “The  Re- 
gis ter”  at  the  hotel  stopping-places,  at  each  of 
which  they  would  take  “A  Day’s  Pleasure.” 
They  might  chance  to  meet  their  friends 
“Abraham  Lincolu,”  “Rutherford  B.  Hayes,” 
or  “ Colonel  Silas  Lapham.”  This  would  all  be 
followed  naturally  enough  by  “ Venetian  Life,” 
where  the  “Doctor,”  or  the  “Lady,”  or  both, 
would  make  their  “ Suburban  Sketches,”  and 
write  their  “Poems,”  or  “Choice  Autobiogra- 
phy Essays.”  All  this  would  but  prelude  their 
farewell  to  earth,  vid  “The  Elevator”  to  the 
“Undiscovered  Couutry.”  Would  this  sup- 
position bo  “A  Counterfeit  Presentment,”  or 
“ Out  of  the  Question  f”  How-ells  could  it  be! 

Elhegos* 


TUB  CHRISTENING. 

No,  I won't  forgive  our  parson— not  down  to  my  dyln’ 
day. 

He'd  orter  waited  a minnit ; that’s  what  I’ll  allers  say. 

But  to  christen  my  boy,  my  baby,  with  such  an  orful 
name— 

Why,  where’s  the  use  o’  talkin’?  I tell  you  he  was  to 
blame. 

You  see  it  happened  In  this  way : There  was  father 
an’  Uncle  Si 

An’  mother,  an’  each  one  wantin’  a finger  in  the  pie— 

Each  with  a name  for  baby,  as  ef  I hadn’t  no  voice. 

But  the  more  they  talked  an’  argied,  the  more  I stuck 
to  my  choice. 

“ Semanthy”— this  was  father— “you’d  best  take  pat- 
tern *by  mother, 

For  she  named  thirteen  childem  ’thout  any  such  fuss 
or  bother. 

As  soon  as  she  dlskivered  that  family  names  was  too 
few. 

Why,  she  Jest  fell  back  on  the  Bible,  as  perfessers 
air  bound  to  do.” 

M Semanthy”— tills  was  Reuben—”  ’most  any  one  else 
could  see 

That,  bein’  as  I'm  his  father,  he’d  orter  be  named 
for  me. 

You  say  my  name’s  old-fashioned ; well,  I’m  old-fash- 
ioned too. 

Yet  ’twarn’t  so  long  ago,  nuther,  that  both  of  us 
suited  you." 

Then  there  was  Uncle  Silas:  “Semanthy,  I tell  ye 
what— 

Jest  name  him  Silas.  I'll  give  him  that  hundred-acre 
lot- 
i’ll make  out  the  deed  to-morrer— an’  then  when  I’ve 
gone  to  my  rest, 

There’ll  be  a trifle  o’  money  to  help  him  feather  his 
nest.” 


But  the  worst  of  all  was  mother.  She  says,  so  meek 
an’  mild : 

‘‘I’d  love  to  call  him  Jotham, after  my  oldest  child; 

He  died  on  his  second  birthday.  The  others  are 
grown-up  men. 

But  Jotham  is  still  my  baby ; he  has  never  grown 
since  then. 
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His  hair  was  so  soft  an’  curlin’,  eyes  blue  as  blue 
could  be, 

An*  this  boy  of  yours,  Semanthy,  Jest  brings  him 
back  to  me.” 

Well,  it  warn’t  no  easy  matter  to  keep  on  sayin’  Vo, 
An’  disapp’intin’  every  one.  Poor  Rube  he  fretted  so. 
When  I told  him  the  name  I’d  chosen,  that  he  fairly 
made  me  cry ; 

For  I’d  planned  to  name  the  darling  Augustus  Per- 
cival  Guy. 

Ah ! that  was  a name  worth  h earin’,  so  ’ristocratic 
an’  grand  I 

He  might  ’a  held  up  his  head  then  with  the  proudest 
in  the  land. 

But  now—  Well,  'tisn’t  no  wonder,  when  I look  at 
that  blessed  child 

An’  think  of  the  name  he’s  come  to,  that  I can't  be 
reconciled. 

At  last  I coaxed  up  Reuben,  an’  a Sabbath  mornln* 
came 

When  I took  my  boy  to  meetin*  to  git  his  Christian 
name. 

Jest  as  proud  as  a peacock  I stood  a-waitln*  there ; 
I couldn't  hardly  listen  to  the  readln’  nor  the  prayer. 
For  of  half  a dozen  babies  mine  was  the  finest  of  all : 
An’  they  had  sech  common  names,  too.  But  pride 
must  have  a fall. 

“ What  will  ye  call  him  ?”  says  Parson  Brown,  bendln’ 
his  head  to  hear. 

Then  I handed  a bit  of  paper  up,  with  the  names  writ 
full  an’  clear. 

But  Uncle  Si,  'stead  of  passln’  it,  jest  reads  it  over 
slow, 

With  sech  a wond’rin’,  puzzled  face,  as  ef  he  didn’t 
know. 

The  child  was  beglnnin’  to  fidget,  an’  Rube  was  gittin 
red. 

So  I kinder  scowled  at  Uncle  Si,  and  then  I shook  my 
head. 

“The  name?”  says  Parson  Brown  agin;  “I’m  ’feard 
I haven’t  caught  it.” 

“ Jee-hmhaphat  /”  says  Uncle  Si,  out  loud,  before  he 
thought  it. 

The  parson— he’s  near-sighted  — he  couldn’t  under- 
stand, 

Though  I p’inted  to  the  paper  in  Uncle  Silas’  hand. 
But  that  word  did  the  business ; an’  before  I got  my 
breath 

That  boy  was  named  Jzhoshaphat.  I felt  a’most  like 
death. 

I couldn’t  keep  from  cryln’  as  I hurried  down  the  aisle, 
An’  I fairly  hated  Widder  Green  when  I see  her  kinder 
smile. 

I’ve  never,  never  called  him  by  that  name,  an*  never 
will. 

An’  I can't  forgive  old  Parson  Brown,  though  I bear 
him  no  ill-will. 

E.  T.  Corbett. 

Apropos  of  Irving’s  visit  writes  a corre- 
spondent: 

“ We  were  at  the  Lyceum  Theatre  one  even- 
ing iu  London  when  Borneo  and  Juliet  was  on. 
A young  lady  of  our  party  delighted  us  all  be- 
tween tho  acts  by  her  naive  comments  upon 
each  situation  in  the  progress  of  the  drama. 
She  was  particularly  charmed  with  the  balcony 
scene,  and  her  eyes  reflected  our  admiration 
of  Miss  Terry’s  acting.  When  Romeo  ret  urned, 
however,  at  tho  impassioned  call  of  his  mis- 
tress, she  grew  puzzled  at  the  peculiar  sort  of 
agitation  shown  by  the  famous  actor  who  was 
playing  Romeo.  Translating  his  emotion 
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most  lndicrouBly  for  bis  art,  in  this  part  at 
least,  she  leaned  forward  and  asked,  in  an  eager 
whisper,  ‘Oh,  what  is  the  matter  with  himf 
Has  some  one  stolen  his  horse  while  he  was 
talking  to  Juliet  T Can’t  he  get  away  f” 

M.  C.  S. 


Some  years  ago  a case  for  damages  was  be- 
ing tried  in  the  Circnit  Court  of  M Coun- 
ty, Illinois,  wherein  Mrs.  Mary  G , an  esti- 

mable, sharp-spoken,  and  hale  old  lady,  was 
the  plaintiff,  and  the  Commissioners  of  High- 
ways of  her  township  were  the  defendants. 
The  damage  claimed  w'as  for  opening  a road 

through  the  orchard  on  the  farm  of  Mrs.  G . 

The  Hon.  John  C.  P , a precise  and  scholarly 

lawyer,  was  conduct!  ng  the  case  for  the  old  lady. 
He  had  a reputation  with  the  bar  and  amoug 
the  people  for  using  elegant  language,  with 
great  politeness  in  propounding  questious  to 
his  clients  or  their  witnesses.  On  the  exami- 
nation of  the  old  lady  he  took  occasion  to 
prove  the  title  of  the  property  damaged  to  be 
in  her,  and  in  a very  impressive  manuer  ad- 
dressed her  the  following  question  : 

“ Did  your  husband  die  seized  in  fee  of  the 
premises  V7 

To  which  the  old  lady  promptly  answered, 

“No,  sir;  he  died  with  the  rheumatism.” 


“Mexican  Peter”  is  something  of  a celebrity 
in  his  native  couuty.  He  won  his  sobriquet , 
if  not  his  laurels,  when  serviug  as  body-serv- 
ant to  his  young  master,  “ Marse  John,”  during 
the  Mexican  war.  Now  our  hero  is  not  free 
from  some  of  the  failings  of  his  race,  and  the 
shrines  of  pious  Mexicans,  with  their  gold  and 
silver  ornaments,  did  prove  a most  special  pit- 
fall  and  temptation  to  poor  Peter.  In  vain  did 
“Marse  Joliu”  instill  into  the  African  mind 
lessons  of  higher  morality,  with  a wholesome 
blending  of  the  terrors  of  the  law  when  coming 
in  the  garb  of  strict  military  discipline;  the  fact 
remained  the  same:  in  the  time  of  temptation 
Peter  had  to  be  closely  watched.  When  the  war 
was  over,  “Marse  Joliu”  went  on  to  Washing- 
ton, and  Peter  was  sent  home  to  “ ole  inarster.” 
For  a few  short  hours  after  his  home-coming  he 
stepped  a hero,  with  many  tales  of  the  mar- 
vellous to  tell.  Having  some  suspicion  of  how 
matters  stood,  “ole  marster,”  with  a sly  twin- 
kle, said,  “Now,  Peter,  what  did  you  bring 
back  from  your  travels  to  show  us  ?” 

This  was  touching  a tender  spot,  and  Peter’s 
countenance  fell  as  he  said,  “ I ’dare,  ole  mars- 
ter, Mars  John  didn’t  hab  no  conscience  ’bout 
dat  thing  at  all.  Much  os  dar  wuz  to  git,  all 
I could  fetch  homo  wuz  wun  lit  silber  gord” — 
displaying  with  a mixture  of  pride  and  melan- 
choly a little  image  of  some  saint  that  might 
or  might  not  have  been  of  the  precious  metal. 

Time  rolled  on,  and  the  proclamation  eman- 
cipated Peter  from  “Marse  John’s”  conscience 
(or  wan  t of  conscience),  and  at  various  and  sun- 
dry times  he  profited  by  his  liberty  of  action, 
and  finally  found  himself  in  limbo  for  unlaw- 
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fully  possessing  himself  of  a neighbor’s  tur- 
key, and  was  tried  iu  the  court  where  “Marse 
John”  was  a practicing  attorney,  and  “Marse 
Peyton,”  another  member  of  the  family,  the 
grave  and  dignified  judge.  The  evidence  was 
overpowering,  and  to  plead  “not  guilty”  im- 
possible, so  Peter  could  only  request  to  be 
“ ’lowed  to  splain  how  he  got  in  de  trouble.” 
Anticipating  a treat,  the  request  was  grant- 
ed, and  solemnly  the  Court  awaited  the  de- 
fense. Not  without  a certain  dignity,  the  old 
man  arose,  and  the  explanation  begau  : “ Gent- 
mun,  I won’t  say  I ’ain’t  got  into  dis  trouble, 
’cause  I sholy  is,  and  hit  troubling  me  ’nough ; 
but  in  jestice  I inns’  tell  how  it  all  cum  upon 
me.  Fust,  sum  blame  lay  at  de  door  ob  Marse 
John.  He  good  man,  good  as  gole ; but  he 
wun  contrackted,  not  say  wun  stingy,  farmer. 

He  got  de  ole  throsbin-machine  he  had  ’fore 
de  war,  what  leave  inos’  ob  de  wheat  in  de 
straw,  and  dat  fack  ’tice  ole  Mis’  Simpkins’s 
tuckeys  to  cum  dar,  an’  scratch  in  do  straw 
an’  eat.  Now  dey  come  dar  an’  do  dat  so 
long  tell  dey  jes  shine,  and,  gentmun,  when  a 
tuckey  shine,  he  fat,  an’  I look  at  dem  shining 
tuckcys  so  long  tell  I ’gin  to  feel  mor’lly  bound 
to  have  one,  an’  I got  one.  Now  dat’s  de  fust 
reason,  but  chiefliest  dis  trouble  come  to  me 
’cause  ole  Mr.  Simpkins  wa’u’t  no  gentmun.  Ef 
I had  beeu  dealing  wid  a gentmun,  thiugs  ud 
’a  biu  diffunt ; but  he  wuz  pore  white  folks,  an’ 
ez  I only  knowed  de  ways  of  gentmun,  I wa’n’t 
no  match  for  him.  I does  know  a gentmun. 
Didn’t  me  an’  Marse  John  here  au’  Marse  Pey- 
ton dar  all  come  out  de  same  estate,  and  who 
ever  fetch  de  word  dey  wa’n’t  gentmun  ? Well, 
me  an’  de  ole  ’oman  an’  de  chilluu  had  jes 
dun  eat  dat  tuckey,  an’,  to  sabc  de  scand’l  ob 
de  thing,  I had  pit  all  de  feathers  an’  bones  in 
de  Dutch  oven — my  Dutch  oven  Mis’  Sally  gib 
me — when  I hear  somebody  knock  at  de  door. 

I went  to  do  door,  an’  dar  stall’  ole  Mr.  Simp- 
kins! Now  some  pore  white  folks  is  wus  dan 
p’iuter  dogs,  dey  so  peersome.  Mr.  Simpkins 
come  iu ; lie  look  round,  an’  walk  straight  to 
my  Dutch  oven  Mis’  Sally  gib  mo.  He  peep 
iu ; he  find  de  feathers  an’  bones,  pull  mil  all 
out,  an’  jes  laff  most  outlandish!  Wuz  dat  a 
gentmun  ? Now  de  Cote  knows  all,  an’  I 
couldn’t  set  hero  quiet  tell  dey  did.”  It  is 
needless  to  say  the  ruling  of  the  “ Cote”  was 
not  very  severe.  

A singular  case  of  kleptomauia  suddenly 
made  its  appearance  in  one  of  the  best  fam- 
ilies of  the  beautiful  city  of  D , situated 

on  the  Mississippi,  in  Iowa.  The  unfortunato 
victim  W'as  a lady  well  known  in  social  circles, 
and  one  who  was  a very  active  member  in  all 
the  benevolent  societies  of  the  place.  For  a 
long  time  it  was  a profound  mystery  how, 
where,  and  who  it  was  that  succeeded  in  pur- 
loining from  the  best  families  iu  town  w’atck- 
cs,  diamond  rings,  costly  wearing  apparel,  and 
numerous  other  valuable  articles.  All  at  once, 
how'ever,  the  mystery  w-as  solved,  aud  the 
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AN  IRON  CITY  BESIDE  THE  RUHR. 

BY  MONCURB  D.  CONWAY. 


“ TN  olden  times,”  as  runs  a parable  of 
JL  Krummachers,  “there  dwelt  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ruhr  a rude  and  savage 
people.  They  worshipped  cruel  idols,  and 
lived  like  beasts  of  the  field.  Their  coun- 
try was  a wilderness,  full  of  foul  marshes, 
and  covered  with  impenetrable  thickets 
and  noisome  weeds.  Wars  of  wild  beasts 
and  savage  men  alone  broke  the  dreary  si- 
lence of  that  desolate  land.  Thither  came 
a man  from  a far  country:  he  stood  on  a 
hill,  and  looked  upon  the  land,  and  his 
heart  yearned  with  compassion  at  the 
wretched  sight.  He  was  a man  of  noble 
mind,  like  the  apostles,  on  whom  rested 
the  spirit  of  the  Lord.  And  his  name 
was  called  Alfried;  for  he  said,  ‘I  would 
gladly  bring  the  peace  of  God  to  all  the 
world.’  Then  he  came  to  the  savage  in- 
habitants of  the  land,  and  they  received 
him  with  confidence  and  respect,  for  his 
aspect  was  grave  and  kind,  and  the  spirit 
of  the  Lord  was  with  him.  He  taught 
them  to  root  up  the  bushes,  drain  the 
swamps,  and  till  the  land;  he  gave  them 
corn  to  sow,  and  planted  fruit  trees.  Thus 
Alfried  renewed  the  face  of  the  land,  and 
changed  the  wilderness  to  a lovely  bloom- 
ing garden. 

“One  day,  when  the  people  were  gath- 
ered around  Alfried  on  the  height,  they 
marvelled  at  the  beauty  of  their  land,  its 
order  and  lovely  aspect;  and  in  their  joy 
they  were  fain  to  worship  Alfried,  saying: 

‘ Thou  art  thyself  the  God  thou  preachest ; 
thou  art  come  down  to  us  from  heaven. 
What  profit  is  there  in  dumb  idols  ?’ 
Then  Alfried  smiled,  and  said:  4 You  may 
indeed  rejoice  in  the  beauty  of  the  land, 
but  enjoyment  of  the  good  and  beautiful 
must  lead  you  to  knowledge  of  the  truth.’ 
And  Alfried  spoke  to  them  of  the  ever- 
lasting love  of  the  heavenly  Father,  of 
Jesus  the  Lord  and  Saviour,  and  of  the 
eternal  life.  Thus  he  taught  every  one, 


and  all  who  heard  received  his  word,  for- 
sook their  idols,  and  believed  in  the  truth. 

, “After  some  time  they  came  again  to 
Alfried,  and  said:  ‘Thou  hast  given  us 
the  highest  and  best;  how  can  we  show 
our  gratitude  to  thee  ?’  Alfried  answered : 

4 Give  thanks  to  the  Father  who  sent  me 
to  you.  Even  as  your  land,  cultivated 
by  your  industry,  gratefully  yields  flowers 
and  fruits,  so  must  your  hearts  become  a 
field  of  God  bringing  forth  fruits  of  faith, 
hope,  and  charity.  If  you  do  this,  you 
* will  partake  more  and  more  of  that  peace 
which  I have  announced  to  you,  and  the 
hour  of  death  will  be  to  you  as  the  even- 
ing of  a spring  day.’ 

“After  these  words  Alfried  fell  asleep, 
and  his  countenance  in  death  was  calm 
and  placid.  The  inhabitants  of  the  land 
wept  for  him  as  for  their  father,  and 
buried  him  on  the  height  whence  he  had 
first  beheld  their  land.  They  planted  a 
linden  in  his  grave,  and  under  it  raised  a 
cross  to  his  memory.  Thence  is  it  called 
to  this  day  the  4 Krausen  Baiimchen.  ’ The 
pious  heart  easily  sees  therein  an  image 
of  the  exalted  mind  which  invests  even 
earthly  things  with  heavenly  glory.” 

Krummachers  version  of  their  early 
tradition  finds  favor  among  those  who  to- 
day dwell  beside  the  Ruhr,  and  they  still 
point  out  the  spot  on  a hill  near  Essen 
as  the  spot  where  their  saint  was  buried. 

On  the  day  annually  observed  through- 
out Germany  as  a day  of  prayer  (Bettag)  I 
drove  through  the  district  of  Essen,  ob- 
served its  happy  villages  and  colonies,  re- 
marked the  peaceful  populations  enjoying 
the  spring  sunshine  amid  groves  and  gar- 
dens embowered  with  blossoms — nowhere 
any  noise  or  drunkenness  or  squalor — 
and  could  not  believe  that  their  ancestors 
had  ever  been  such  brutal  folk  as  pious 
tradition  describes.  The  physician’s  glory 
is  proportionate  with  the  badness  of  the 
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case.  heeimM.  ..  1 1 i^' f ioi nt.  i;laAk  Tnen:  ICs&ij  is.  from.  Esehr  cash '-trm, 
backgrounds  hm  h&fhs  ^ ami  W?i£; k*aw^';to:  IhiiP^tn^m  &<Assi  ft* 

saints*  bur  .it  is  HMy  ili^t  ^1  f rx^ti  was  out  . dub 'it#  cili/.onin  bein^  .slid  called  Essen 
a n % U?drii;mr>V m .tmd iiiuYv  sum'  #«d  m any  tiers,  Originally  E^hy  was  lire  huim  n{ 
ease  I pi ti a*  thwf  the  rt^^ifT^riCrr  of  AUfridu*  uishei*  named 

ecvtainly did  in  picUi  rescue, places.  I.wa*  ii>  1 lie  early  duct ja .a  nobleman  and; 
dyiyiufc*  along  the  tt&til  yrifywhy  AJIrizii  nn^intrit^,  who  ;Hfc 

>uom\  unit  pu.Msnl  on  the:  hill  where  he  is  vvasniabc*  bishop,  aud  io  tf?4  ImiU  here  a 
;£tt*t<|.  txi  have  first  paused  te  ^qiitempiate  church.  and  h cloister  of  w$nch  his  kisieP 
the  eoumry,  and  where  at  last  hi*.  body  Omwimta  was  first  ahi>ess,  The  piovuns- 
was  buried  .in  peace  a thousand  years  ago  tery  was  gradually  Hunle  into,  a fortified 
(aunh  87?)|y  Tb*»  which  -it re tglicd  idWieh  await  this,  with  two  Hijiiare  inilgs  of 

••oiii:- u iid.^. $&■  Vision  .&  navv* . & forest  of  foil  laud  a^ouihl  fry  bei^md  a reaUii  of  fait* 
eljirnne.ys,  dark  'foliage  of  smoke;  lad h;s  JLUn  that  described  iu  Temiysim  s 

tot  ihc  I ym  Ant#  1$  with,  us*  a nil  Ksseu  nr  <S-.il  he  rtfs  * • l*r  moess  Ida 

iVfliieli  sueelv  ou^rht  tu  he  eaUed  Eiseitr  The.  tHU*  of  the. ruler  wa;<  PriueessS' Abbess, 
has.  been  built  bv  it  as  eompletoh*  ak  ywv  ■•; In  'IHW  there  died  uj  Vienna  Maria 
Mmstrr  was  built bytW^  iti  Cuidgunde.  Bite  had  hepa  the  sixty- 

the  beginning  of  this  eei oury  only  a iowit  #t£hlti  and  last  Prints -Abbes*  of  Essm, 
of .UiSO-  muh  stood  whero  now  dwell  near*  In  the  sa.no  year  a 4:evtain  widow  KxHpp 
\ : 7auno.  The  £urroU  tiding  district  has  undertook  to  carry  on  & small  iron  forge 
al  vy  Ic-eo  made  populous,  chiefly  hy  Es-  which  had  been  left  by  her  husband  Us  the 
m,.  A wonderful  and  impressive  .scene!  sup  port  of  herself  and  tier  only  child,  a 
Around  the  many  -storied  odium  with  hoy  of  fourteen,  . This  widow  seems  k smI, 
Hoar  high  chummy  s that  make  the  iron  of  Jibfc  bet  ween  The  fcmimne  rigour  vmd 
Wyifks — Hiero  n»ust  lk>  at  l^ast.  a hundred  the  age  of  “ blood  and  iron.  " . Through 
such— the  vast  phi  in  is  dotted  as  far  a>  all  those  pastoral  centuries  diid  idyllic 
the  eye  can  efeu  li  xvith  buildings  of  the  scenes  three  mighty  giants  had  ^lunihered 
rhnYtni^rahlb  iron  tind  Oou}  pupe^,  with  liepeAth;  tlfe  gbft  I p n [ie  — CojilJv 

yi » ini neys Iloating white  hiomers of  ytiioke ..  Stcuiio  and  Iron.  T.he  uimUeenlii  ryu- 
The  ‘.1apdW!fijW?;  :m  Variegkted  vVit.lj  pi^-tty  ttit^  tpuched  tliey  ii\yOke.  ..Fren}- 

h;-unlel>irh^J i>ii f^eS hf ; .^pdh^  poplar  erick  Jtrppp,  heloiigihg  .to  uu  tiid  Esseu 
av^rn.it^id^ig  White  )u{fU^va^k ^farted  tun  wbpk#-  ai  tfiiO,  but  h^ 

^ y by  u ten  yyai^' laiw^uit.;  wlhclif, 
vvlierp.  frarh4^?  tire  th^  great  mi| waygi'  t liongl j w«m  burdened  him  with  debt, 
that /encohipd^  t&sen  /4;iPh^  hi.s  deatln in  ik2l).  hr^  widow  burefy 

and  in  all  vliieWloMS.  Arid,  tbe-re Aonui-f  luaUAged  to  secure  i’oi  iier  Alfred  a good 
all  u.ro  tlK*  old  gray  Miuscyv  U overs,  from  rdueantm.  itnd  wlicn  fie  wats  nailed  tc«  the 
\v Inch  the **;/••>:  rd'l>aiiil  Alfncdlook Aeross  ivorks m )kik.  he.  fomuh  to  use;  his  own 
a uii  ijfumoni  i »)?».*!»  >h-'  vvndio  ?U'  his  ok*-  wonU;  ' it. tree  work  nu*K  amt  mo  is*  debts: 
eeKsur  ir.S ii? . jV-rit t w '^7 - Uuui  fortuie*  ft.  is. iiyv; naiv.Nfydttd^'-^  . 

During;  irn^  of  thosb  this  beptftv  ^Yitjfemari  pf^vefityKf hr<H?  ye4^h 

whoie  region  wuis  niKka^  tfic  antic  of  Wo-  Who  1ms  hnjlt  tqriite  Ivrupp  wvorks  to  tliCif* 
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present  intensity.  The  firm  name  is  The  eshibiiskmem  .evvh  run*  a hotel — an 
still  #i  Fred.  Ifrtipp/*  but  .the  work*  do  not  exeeiieni  one T as  I Imve  good  reason  to 
bel^t3^  U> y < tior  yet;  Essen;  And  three  y^ir^  ago,  fw 

pose,  to  the  govern. nenl,  but  to  this  one  the  advantage  el  the  population  he  has 
man  ..Alfred  Krupp,  who  thuft  OAvas  proh*.  gathered,  Mr.  Ki’iipj* 'erected  u hu  ge  euro 
ably  the  largest  business  ru.  the  world  dr\~  U:il  supply  .-Tore,  eoiineeUijg  with  it  mtitvy 
peiulwH  on  ixn  individual.  The  worker  branches; .extending  its  bcmditxtn  ail  parts 
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seemed  somewhat  droll  among  a people 
engaged  in  sending  out  death-dealing  in- 
struments into  every  part  of  the  world, 
but  it  required  only  .a  brief  acquaintance 
with  Essen  to  perceive  that  the  new  Al- 
fried  has  brought  it  as  much  peace  and  or- 
der as  the  old  saint  ever  did,  and  that 
crimes  of  violence  are  indeed  rare  enough 
to  be  startling.  Moreover,  the  reputation 
of  the  Krupp  guns  is  rather  misleading. 
Two-thirds  of  the  work  here  are  devoted 
to  things  belonging  to  the  arts  of  peace — 
all  the  parts  of  steam-engines,  locomo- 
tives, iron  axles,  bridges,  rails,  wheels, 
tires,  switches,  springs,  shafts  for  steamers, 
mint  dies,  rudders,  and  parts  of  all  varie- 
ties of  iron  machinery,  are  prepared  here 
for  manufacturers.  That  is,  they  are  not 
combined  here : all  the  iron  parts  of  a lo- 
comotive may  be  obtained  here,  but  not  a 
locomotive,  although  nearly  all  of  the 
locomotives  and  engines  used  in  the  works 
are  made  in  them.  Both  Brahma  and 
Siva  are  in  the  employ  of  Mr.  Krupp,  but 
the  creative  power  preponderates,  and  if 
the  destroyer  is  more  famous  it  must  be 
attributed  to  the  worlds  keen  interest  in 
a fight. 

Krupp  is  king.  Iron  is  master  of  the 
situation.  When  an  ancient  king  dis- 
played his  gold,  a sage  said,  “But  if  an- 
other comes  with  more  iron  than  you,  he 
will  be  master  of  all  this  gold.”  The  late 
Franco-German  war  is  a modern  instance. 
It  has  just  been  discovered  that  although 
M.  Thiers  declared  proudly  to  the  victo- 
rious Germans,  “You  may  have  all  our 
money,  but  not  a foot  of  our  territory  nor 
a stone  of  our  fortresses,”  privately  he  had 
advised  differently:  “ Better  surrender  our 
provinces  than  our  money,  for  our  mon- 
ey can  buy  back  our  provinces.”  He 
had  to  part  with  both,  and  Berlin  has 
grown  magnificent  with  French  milliards. 
The  French  also  find  that  money  can  not 
always  buy  iron.  For  no  amount  can  they 
purchase  Krupp  guns.  This  patriotism  is 
in  notable  contrast  with  the  impartiality 
of  Englishmen.  Wherever  Englishmen 
are  killed,  in  Africa  or  in  the  East,  it  is 
with  English  guns.  In  the  Indian  Museum 
in  London  there  is  an  organ  representing 
a tiger  devouring  an  Englishman ; it  was 
constructed  by  a Birmingham  house  for 
England’s  chief  enemy,  Tippoo  Saib,  who 
was  wont  to  have  it  set  going  during  his 
meals  that  he  might  listen  with  delight  to 
the  tiger’s  growls  and  the  Englishman’s 
groans.  Mr.  Krupp  has  no  objection  to 
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selling  guns  to  England,  but  is  shrewd  in 
that  direction.  Recently  England  wished 
to  purchase  one  or  two  of  his  latest  and 
best  cannon,  but  Mr.  Krupp  said  he  would 
not  sell  them  less  than  a million  pounds’ 
worth.  Should  they  obtain  one  or  two 
they  would  presently  be  copying  them  at 
Woolwich,  just  as  the  Russians  have  long 
been  copying  Krupp  originals  at  Abou- 
khoff.  If  the  English  would  give  him  a 
million  pounds  order,  under  condition 
that  the  guns  supplied  should  fulfill  every 
test  at  Shoeburyness,  they  might  then  re- 
produce them  as  much  as  they  liked. 
England  declined ; and  it  must  have  been 
with  curious  sensations  that  its  Ministry 
learned  that  Turkey  has  just  signed  a con- 
tract for  £700,000  worth  of  Krupp  guns. 

On  the  great  gateway  to  the  Krupp 
works  the  following  notice  appears  in 
large  letters  : “To  prevent  unpleasant- 
ness on  both  sides,  it  is  kindly  prayed  that 
no  one  will  ask  permission  to  visit  the 
factory,  as  it  can  not  be  allowed. — Fred. 
Krupp.”  The  manager  who  accompanied 
me  said:  “Many  persons  have  applied 
for  admission,  among  them  Americans, 
who  sometimes  base  their  request  upon 
their  connection  with  similar  works  in 
the  United  States,  which  were  the  reverse 
of  a recommendation,  if  anything.  We 
have  invariably  refused.  It  has  been  de- 
cided, after  careful  consideration,  that  you 
should  be  admitted  for  a literary  purpose. 
Such  a thing  has  never  occurred  before.” 

At  the  close  of  our  first  day’s  inspection 
this  gentleman  recurred  to  the  subject, 
remarking:  “ You  can  now  readily  under- 
stand why  we  can  not  admit  visitors.  It 
is  commonly  supposed  that  it  is  because 
we  have  secrets;  but  it  would  be  easy  to 
reserve  any  processes  we  might  desire  to 
conceal,  while  opening  the  works  general- 
ly to  inspection,  were  there  no  other  ob- 
jection. The  real  reason  is  that  our  work 
is  of  a very  responsible  kind,  most  of  it  of 
a fine  kind,  requiring  minute  and  constant 
attention  from  every  workman.  Some 
of  these  men  are  dealing  with  delicate 
weights  and  measures,  the  thousandth 
part  of  an  inch  or  grain ; it  is  everywhere 
head-work  and  hand-work  combined  with 
machinery;  any  interruption  might  cause 
a mistake,  a flaw,  and  who  can  say  with 
what  consequences  ?”  I was  conducted 
through  each  department  by  its  manager, 
in  each  case  a gentleman  of  culture,  and 
able  to  speak  fair  English.  Every  day  I 
met  a company  of  these  managers  and 
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men  of  science  at  dinner,  and  shall  never 
forget  their  large  hospitality.  I may  here 
mention  that  my  request  to  visit  the  works 
was  conveyed  by  my  friend  Mr.  Kasson, 
then  United  States  Minister  at  Berlin. 
Mr.  Krupp  replied  that  although  such  a 
concession  had  not  been  made  before,  such 
was  his  respect  for  his  Excellency  that  it 
would  for  once  be  allowed.  It  was  not 
grudgingly  that  I was  admitted,  nor  with 
reserve  that  I was  treated,  but  with  frank- 
ness as  to  explanations,  and  even  with  the 
painstaking  illustrations  necessary  for  one 
unfamiliar  with  gun-making. 

I once  visited  the  Cyfarthfa  Iron-Works 
in  South  Wales  in  company  with  Emer- 
son, who,  after  gazing  upon  the  lurid 
scene,  said,  “Surely  Milton  must  have 
drawn  his  pandemonium  from  some  such 
place.”  In  these  vast  and  weird  halls  at 
Essen  all  the  Infernos  ever  imagined  by 
man — save  Shakespeare's  “thrilling  re- 
gion of  thick-ribbed  ice” — seem  collected 
and  seething  together.  Fiery  Phlegethon 
darts  its  flood  past  every  path,  Gehenna 
from  ash-covered  embers  radiates  a still 
insufferable  heat,  and  the  eyes  of  Dante 
would  have  to  be  shielded  from  some  of 
the  Sheols  with  their  burning  lakes.  A 
huge  fiery  serpent  uncoils,  leaps  out  hiss- 
ing: it  is  only  fifty  feet  of  red-hot  railway 
iron,  but  one  is  satisfied  to  see  its  crested 
head  cut  off  and  its  snaky  form  chopped 
into  bars.  The  whir  of  these  rollers  is 
terrific;  one  machine  has  rollers  fifteen 
feet  long,  and  the  steel  comes  through  it 
a foot  thick ; one  is  so  fine  thqt  it  rolled 
me  out  a plate,  now  before  me,  thin  and 
light  as  tissue-paper.  In  the  process  of 
rolling  plates  of  iron,  slag  is  removed  from 
the  surface  by  repeatedly  casting  on  it 
handfuls  of  sand;  this  the  rollers  grind  to 
powder  with  a fearful  shriek,  after  which 
the  steel  comes  out  again  like  a great  red 
tongue,  hissing  horribly.  Everything 
seems  instinct  with  some  half-conscious 
life,  and  the  glowingsteel  masses  to  be  wa- 
ging some  mad  war  of  resistance  against 
their  swart  masters.  The  Bessemer  con- 
verter is  an  ideal  behemoth.  There  is  one 
room  here,  large  as  the  biggest  railway 
depot,  with  no  fewer  than  sixteen  of  these 
monsters,  nearly  all  of  which  were  simul- 
taneously vomiting  flame  and  gas  from 
mouths  raised  against  the  black  ceiling. 

The  work  of  a Bessemer  converter  is  a 
fascinating  thing  to  watch.  The  fused 
iron  that  pours  into  its  belly  must  there 
be  transformed,  but  not  too  far;  it  must 
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be  arrested  at  a certain  point,  for  steel  is 
midway  between  pig  iron  and  wrought 
iron.  It  is  an  archaeological  problem  how 
the  ancients  made  wrought  iron,  such  as 
the  Delhi  Pillar,  and  the  still  older  piece 
found  in  one  of  the  pyramids,  and  now  in 
the  British  Museum.  But  wrought  iron 
is  too  soft  and  ductile  for  many  impor- 
tant purposes.  The  exact  point  where 
the  iron  becomes  steel  is  indicated  by  the 
hue  of  the  fire  breathed  by  the  Bessemer 
converter,  and  it  requires  an  observation 
so  delicate,  not  to  say  artistic,  that  it  is 
said  a foreman  may  be  unfitted  for  it  by  a 
bilious  attack.  The  observing  eye  must 
possess  an  instinctive  perception  of  the 
way  in  which  colors  may  be  affected  by  a 
cloudy  day  or  by  twilight.  If  the  iron 
poured  into  the  converter  be  specially  im- 
pure, the  fact  is  revealed  by  a white  smoke 
mingling  with  the  sparks  that  shoot  out 
when  the  mouth  is  opened.  If  the  iron  be 
fair,  the  normal  process  goes  on  : first  a 
violent  eruption  of  sparks;  in  four  or  five 
minutes  a dull  flame  appearing  in  the 
midst  of  the  sparks;  in  two  more  minutes 
this  flame  changing  to  soft  moonlight; 
next  brightening  to  a dazzling  sunlight, 
which  leaves  its  image  on  the  closed  eye; 
and  finally  the  end  of  the  task  announced 
by  a flame  of  purest  violet.  The  liquid 
iron  has  been  searched  by  a blast  of  all- 
penetrating  air,  the  interstitial  dross  has 
been  consumed  and  cast  out  as  slag  with- 
out destruction  of  the  carbon  and  silicon 
necessary  for  the  bloom  of  steel;  and  in 
one  hour  after  its  creation  this  may  pass 
to  the  rolling-mill. 

There  is  a better  steel,  perhaps,  made  by 
the  Martin-Siemens  process,  but  it  is  more 
expensive.  And  there  is  a best,  made  by 
crucibles,  which  is  as  much  more  expen- 
sive than  the  others  as  hand- work  gener- 
ally is  as  compared  with  machine-work. 
The  English — nearly  the  only  nation  that 
considers  expense  in  making  ordnance — 
need  so  many  plates  for  their  ships  that 
they  use  the  Martin-Siemens  steel  for  their 
cannon,  for  economy.  But  in  a Krupp 
gun  nothing  is  ever  allowed  but  crucible 
steel,  which,  by  the  perfected  methods  of 
this  establishment,  can  be  so  made  as  to 
secure  a tensile  strength  of  nearly  80,000 
pounds  to  the  square  inch.  This  steel  is 
attended  at  every  stage  with  personal  and 
tender  devotion.  Human  sacrifices  are 
required  at  its  foundation,  for  in  making 
the  1500  or  more  plumbago  crucibles  re- 
quired daily — since  most  of  them  can  only 
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be  used  once — the  men  who  make  them 
are  under  sentence  of  premature  death. 
They  are  doomed  to  breathe  a thick  dust 
by  which  their  lungs  are  blackened  and 
gradually  clogged,  and  their  lives  short- 
ened. In  the  rooms  where  these  cruci- 
bles are  made  I saw  a rolly-poly  of  dark 
mud,  plumbago,  and  fire-clay,  seven  or 
eight  inches  in  diameter,  oozing  out,  from 
the  end  of  which  a pallid,  half-naked  lad 
divided  off  section  after  section,  about  the 
length  of  the  diameter,  weighing  each, 
and  rarely  needing  to  subtract  from  or 
add  to  it.  Another,  older  and  more  pal- 
lid than  the  boy,  and  like  him  half  naked 
— the  heat  was  oppressive— received  the 
soft  mass  and  placed  it  in  a mould  be- 
neath a revolving  pestle  which  pressed 
down  the  interior,  raising  the  sides,  and 
made  it  a jar  of  some  eighteen  inches  in 
height.  This  is  set  upon  an  elevator  to 
be  lifted  to  the  baking-room,  which,  when 
I saw  it,  impressed  me  as  a mausoleum 
filled  with  funereal  urns  holding  the  ash- 
es of  boys  and  men. 

These  crucibles,  when  used,  are  filled 
with  small  bars  of  puddled  metal,  no  space 
being  lost,  with  which  are  mingled  frag- 
ments of  marble  brought  from  Villmar,  ou 
the  Lahn.  They  are  then  shovelled  into 
large  furnaces  whose  floors  are  raised  three 
or  four  feet  above  the  ground,  in  which 
lie  the  flasks  awaiting  the  molten  mass. 
Thus  the  workmen  do  not  have  to  lift  the 
crucibles  above  the  level  where  they  are 
heated.  In  the  earthen  floor  of  the  vast 
room  are  two  lines  of  pits,  one  set  to  re- 
ceive the  metal,  the  other  the  burning 
crucibles  emptied  of  their  contents.  The 
scene  of  emptying  the  crucibles  was  won- 
derful. The  master-manager  stood  in  the 
centre  of  the  room  and  uttered  a cry; 
more  than  five  hundred  men  echoed  the 
cry;  in  an  instant  all  furnace  doors  flung 
open,  and  the  swart  army  with  their  long 
tongs  were  soon  bearing  the  red-hot  jars 
and  emptying  them  in  the  pits.  They  did 
not  walk,  but  rushed.  The  empty  cruci- 
bles were  tossed  into  holes  where  they 
were  lost  to  view,  to  be  examined  next 
day,  and  used  once  more  if  unbroken,  or 
else  ground  up  to  make  new  ones.  I won- 
dered how  the  workmen  could  stand  the 
heat,  and  expected  to  see  them  using  wet 
sponges  and  defenses  for  their  eyes.  The 
manager  told  me  that  twenty  years  ago 
the  men  used  to  take  precautions,  and  rush 
frantically  from  the  fiery  pits,  but  they 
have  now  become  inured  to  the  heat. 
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They  wore  slight  clothing,  which  is  wet 
with  their  sweat.  Only  after  one  or  two 
efforts  could  I look  down  into  the  glowing 
wells— the  metal  being  three  or  four  feet 
down — and  the  effect  was  like  a concen- 
tration of  Turkish  baths.  In  this  room, 
during  the  last  winter,  850  hands  were  at 
work,  using  1800  crucibles  daily.  The 
work  is  expensive,  unhealthy,  involves  a 
good  deal  of  responsibility,  and  no  doubt 
is  highly  paid. 

I pass  with  some  relief  from  this  hot 
and  poisonous  room,  with  its  uncanny 
sublimities — after  which  a strong  potation 
is  advised  and  offered  — into  the  rooms 
where  steel  is  fashioned  into  shapes. 
There  is  a curious  personality  in  hammers, 
and  workmen  like  to  give  them  names. 
There  are  82  steam-hammers  in  the  Krupp 
works,  of  from  400  pounds  weight  to  50 
tons.  The  largest  is  “Fritz,”  whose  50 
tons  fall  on  an  anvil  and  anvil -block 
weighing  together  1250  tons,  these  resting 
on  a foundation  100  feet  deep.  The  next 
in  size  is  named  “ Max.”  It  would  require 
a poet  like  him  who  sang  the  “Song  of 
the  Bell”  rightly  to  describe  the  action  of 
“Fritz,”  and  I do  not  wonder  that  the 
Emperor,  on  his  visit  here,  presented  the 
worker  of  this  hammer  with  a watch.  I 
observed  “Fritz”  for  some  time  at  work 
upon  the  steel  stem  of  an  Austrian  iron- 
clad, the  Ferdinand  Max.  The  metal 
was  from  one  casting,  without  seam  or 
weld,  45  feet  long  and  of  25  tons  weight. 
Four  men  with  long  clamps  managed  this 
red-hot  mass,  swung  over  the  anvil  by  a 
crane.  They  turned  it  readily  this  way 
and  that,  the  foreman  at  each  pause  utter- 
ing a signal  which  “Fritz”  understood, 
answering  with  a soft  tap,  or  a gentle 
pressure,  or  with  an  earthquake.  I was 
curious  to  see  the  anvil-block  which  sup- 
plemented the  ability  of  the  earth  to  sus- 
tain such  shocks  through  a length  of  time, 
and  was  presently  shown  one  which,  after 
twenty-one  years  of  thumping,  had  crack- 
ed straight  through  from  top  to  bottom — 
possibly  beneath  some  gentle  stroke  which 
was  the  last  feather  to  break  its  huge  back. 
Krupp  does  not  make  plates  for  iron  clads, 
but  only  such  parts  as  might  be  needed  for 
ordinary  ships. 

Havinglitourcigarson  the  Austrian  iron- 
clad, we  proceed  to  observe  the  operations  of 
“ Max”  and  other  hammers.  One  of  these  I 
saw  giving  300  tremendous  strokes  a min- 
ute. “Max”  was  engaged  in  welding 
“hard”  iron  (though  this  is  more  ductile 
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than  the  other).  To  nice  distinctions  be-  fault  has  ever  been  discovered  in  any  piece 
tween  iron  and  iron  “Max”  is  indifferent;  of  metal  he  has  sold.  He  has  lately  de- 
his  big  bow-legs  arch  above  a tower  of  dined  an  order  from  America  to  supply 
pieces  built  on  his  anvil,  and  with  crush-  steel  blocks  for  cannon,  for  the  reason 
ing  blows  of  his  mighty  fist  he  makes  a that  he  can  not  feel  sure  that  added  metal 
hundred  plates  one.  However,  though  or  inferior  work  may  not  involve  his  met- 
they  seem  one  and  act  together,  in  the  al  in  bad  results.  Krupp  steel  must  re- 
end it  will  be  proved  that  they  are  not  main  above  suspicion.  This  establishment 
one;  no  conceivable  force  can  weld  into  is  credited  with  the  possession  of  secrets, 
one  different  organizations  of  atoms.  To  and  a mysterious  intimacy  with  iron ; but 
be  thoroughly  united  they  must  be  filtered  no  doubt  the  main  secrets  are  the  curau* 
and  refined  in  the  crucible.  The  central  lative  perfection  of  its  plant,  its  infinite 
part  of  railway  wheels  is  made  by  welding,  capacity  for  taking  pains,  its  power  to  pre- 
but  the  tires  are  made  without  welding,  fer  genuineness  to  gain,  and  its  willing- 
The  nave  of  the  wheel  is  of  wrought  iron,  ness  as  well  as  ability  to  invest  money  to 
which  is  placed  beneath  a hammer  of  suit-  any  extent  in  .experiments  that  promise 
able  shape,  and  at  the  third  blow  the  wheel  improvement,  in  securing  the  very  best 
is  shaped.  The  tire  is  cut  from  a long  ores,  and  in  employing  capable  managers 
round  mass  of  steel — 6 or  8 from  one  cast-  and  men  of  science.  These  are  Krupp’g 
ing— when  it  is  called  a “cheese”;  it  is  “open  secrets.” 

flattened,  punched  in  the  centre  with  an  As  one  reads  on  paper  the  figures  of  a 
eight-inch  die,  strung  on  a horse-anvil,  great  establishment  it  is  much  the  same 
and  there  beaten  until  it  becomes  a tire,  as  reading  a catalogue  of  fossils.  Sup- 
and  ready  for  the  fluting  process  which  pose  all  the  saurians  and  mastodons  that 
adapts  it  to  the  rail.  look  so  innocent  on  paper  were  sudden- 

The  tests  applied  in  the  Krupp  works  to  ly  to  creep  and  splash  and  roar  around 
all  material  used  are  exact  and  infallible,  the  paleontologist!  In  the  Essen  works 
and  constitute  an  almost  transcendental  there  are  1553  big  ovens,  439  steam-boilers, 
illustration  of  the  law  of  means  and  ends.  450  steam-engines  (representing  together 
If  a load  of  iron  is  found  to  have  one  bad  18,500  horse-  power),  1622  machine  tools, 
piece,  the  whole  load  is  rejected:  offend-  82  steam-hammers,  21  rolling  trains— in- 
ing  in  one  point,  it  is  pronounced  guilty  volving  a daily  consumption  of  3100  tons 
in  all.  Under  the  extreme  powers  that  of  coal  and  coke  by  the  1648  furnaces, 
can  be  brought  to  bear,  all  iron  and  all  whose  draught  is  through  chimneys  of 
steel  will  break  at  some  point.  The  stand-  which  one  is  280  feet  high,  with  a diam- 
.ards  are  fixed  with  reference  to  the  pur-  eter  of  30  feet  at  the  bottom.  The  daily 
pose  for  which  the  metal  is  required.  That  consumption  of  water — brought  from  the 
which  the  gun-maker  rejects,  the  railway-  Ruhr  by  an  aqueduct — is  24,700  cubic 
wheel  maker  may  find  excellent,  or,  if  he  meters.  There  are  1778  steel  lamps,  and 
rejects  it,  the  steel  may  serve  the  man  of  7£  cubic  meters  of  gas  have  been  used 
axles.  Tests  are  applied  at  every  stage,  annually,  though  this  quantity  has  just 
and  even  after  iron  or  steel  has  been  half  been  diminished  by  the  introduction  of 
evolved  into  some  machine,  tapping  may  electric  lights.  The  work  ceases  only  on 
bring  a suspicious  response,  causing  its  Sunday  and  on  two  or  three  holidays, 
condemnation.  I saw  some  plates  from  The  production  is  enormous.  When  the 
metal  meant  for  boilers,  of  from  one  to  two  Emperor  William  visited  the  place  in 
inches  thickness,  bent  double  like  cloth.  1877,  Mr.  Krupp  caused  to  be  set  before 
The  test  was  for  ductility.  That  which  him  the  productions  of  a single  day : 1800 
cracks  at  the  bend  is  rejected;  the  ade-  rails,  160  wheel  tires,  120  axles,  160  rail- 
quate  specimens  showed  but  faint  marks  of  way  wheels,  430  railway  wedges,  1000 
the  tremendous  force  applied  to  tear  the  bomb  shells.  The  daily  capacity  of  the 
atoms  apart.  Mr.  Krupp  has  always  been  works  is  much  more:  2700  rails  (two  and 
extreme  in  li is  tests;  in  1864,  during  the  a half  miles),  350  tires,  150  axles,  180 
war  with  Denmark,  the  hinder  part  of  the  wheels,  1000  wedges,  1500  bomb-shells, 
breech  of  his  cannon  was,  in  a few  cases,  In  a month  they  can  produce  250  field- 
blown  off.  The  officers  mistrusted  the  pieces,  thirty  5.7-inch  cannon,  fifteen 
steel,  but  Mr.  Krupp  knew  it  was  no  fault  9.33-inch  cannon,  eight  11-inch  cannon, 
■of  the  steel,  and  concentrated  himself  upon  one  14-inch  gun— the  weight  of  the  last 
improving  the  construction.  I believe  no  being  57  short  tons,  its  length  28  feet  7 
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£$.  mm  THE  RtJITE 


this  prmmjdtf ! . W'lieu'-f liAt  is  dime,  tinm  will 
my  giimiest  desire  be  r^aiUed. 

<*  KiUtPI\ 

“ K^us.  F^n'-ary,  iS'n 
“ T we  at- y * fl v e y an r s inter  my 


prmtrs  t^jie  of  retrained  anti 
Slmkc^  been  on 

graved  on  it;,  \ \ r"  " 

‘ Lit  J^nt^ i &£*.  yWr ertfftrdp merit  Wl  \ 

oYVp$?\'i&p$  :i*i9‘rfc-;  * Imm  Tim  ^fikiidiU  Kni p jr.;Y  tlla*  ^yi»ral .-miles 

fr<n>*  ^idubers  *d  thr  out  of  Bsseui,  struidUng  miml  U$:  park  and 

eoumuimiui”  one  of  the  i-fwsf  views  in 
“AVh^n  ^.Ul.:nc«  with  Btron-U.  w«  fl„U,  tll>s  r,art,  ,:tf  Gvi-rntiur.  hurruw'ft  much  of 

Tilt*  huniiuuv  « swisit  ami  Bt^ng.":  its victurosiju^iess  h-out  Hus  -small  hop* 

arrnd.t  tie  works,  and  nvore  from  the  know  - 
What  Grange  In  Dab  vs  wore  these  for  ledge  that  it.*'  wealthy:^  r& 

ibe  child  lumi  amid  tli«  works,  ami  now  r tmi  tr l,i fe»^. j>rfeetsyii]d  iti§  h u~ 

their  owner  ! He  slept  here  pfeaetdhdly  anility  of  character,  h is  lone;  yc-ars.  of  pov 
enough  during  the 
m&iiv  rears  of  strug- 
g\i  . '.niJ  says  he  uey 
or  roukl  -sleep  well  ^ 


The  little  hn »i <$e  has 
bpertt  p Irblographoch 

v&nd  the  iphtuMi  :&tiy 
tributed  among  the 
workmen,  with  an  in- 
scription which;  written  in  u paluti&i  man-  orty  being  r 
$ ion,  rmoiods  one  of  the  paternal  hor^e  charity  fori 
shoe  ^rw%  u lyre  'o\y?  ihfi'ifyi&r  <K  •*&* 

<io0thfc 1 's  birth- pi aco  h t F ran kforb  The  : A student 

iiiseriptiou  is  as  follows:  y-V&r  peueeft 

. •/’” :.Je  •'/  , : v ; *,;V  ‘ V W fa&ciitiitfci 

^fsIty-j^rS:  ago  this  primitive  U\vcllh»ff  tb**  develop* 
ilt^  abode  xi  iuy  pdflektsy  Ibrrpc  that  tin  «j^e  e vt'meti 
ooft  AJi  r#Or  laborers  uifrty ^ elsu?  m<?h VtfiVgr  ■ . ■"  a:  f ■ ■ 

■gte*.  'ito  .h.svr  W.e;i  ier  the  eM?ihlis)V-  *\  re*  ' 

tiled#  tlioH*  sTwehty  * ii  #*?.  yejiry  akd  f lc  1 ^ 

th.tf  rj-tiSi.-vi’  vfi« r<  -:-uli  (louVufu!  wlihdi-  h:is  (it  Hf  P^f* 

ydk  w^hdarftijJy—fHwdyl^  pt?rfeet  thy  y 

ed  the' eS'erueo?*  ildeUty:  and  jirr •srvera!)*;**  <>[  %r ? >a UT  has  u 
th^  imst.  M?vy  thfM  e^aihpie  ^rmvHv^  fU  l,*-rs  ail  Ausimi'ia 
who  are  hi  difheohii^ ' May.  it  ire: n\i.-.-v  re  h;e\;ve  \\Uu.^ 
«pect  tor  tonail  Irou^^,  :oe!  >3  fftf^rOv  he-  ?i<>'  ;) j^,,.  r|J 

hixiryt*  s»>fr*iT*“'S'  tie  s too  uAra  emem,!  . a he  l V; 

ollctet  ef  i&hTK-  sle^dd  'ho  i'ay  : f J y , V . 

If  work  hrhi^.  blr.vo.i^  r{*v,»?  «>  1;UmU  prysM  ‘>, 

May  « verromr  ui  ’^Y  r ttvon  t jvv  ^ ,hw*  t * ♦ 

highest  to  the  ! « * v | fe ^o-oviuUy  ami  wi^'jy  ,,N  .Spit Using; 
attir  vq  to  iiuti  linnh’vbViv  -Cy  *Stt;  Mdyfc  wa  I'd  a 
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dowuvvard  to  alight  liOiir  (In?  thrower.  This  gw*!-  .ma-uiifActurer  ik  m>t  spoken  of 
'Noth i fig  eoahl  have  been  nif>re  heautli'.u^  us  a private  mdicuimil,  but  as  n »ori  of 
iu id  mm  could  iiut  help  reeling  Mbit  (he  hisvimtam.  Under  iheso  eiveuiyiHhinee^ 
tribe  avium  gradually  produced  such  an  if  is  in  ( b rmauy  that  we  itatpr^ily  (tnd 
instrument,  to  vanquish  a tribe  without  tlfe  greufe^t  perfeeitva*  ,and  devefoptfumt 
it,  must  ha vrn  represented  an  imolleolua!  of  the  Inst im  merit*  of  war  Tte  vast 
tylrfrrtQ&.  beyohd;  the  resign  of  sne?&  hrpjte  tvehlOi  ^lUruripilmg^iiiiilar  w^kaiSiiKn^' 
have.  In  the  Pitt  Hi vers  collection  at  laud  and  the  v/m.deHul  machinery  M Le 
Oxford  thebe  »*  a series  of  cVM#v.-h»  Mirks,  Crnusot  (With  n*  hundred  ton  hamioer} 
gathered  | iwp  ahhmg  aral  oilier 

showing  Hp*  long  'MUcevdon  df  e-eperi  • iij.  for  the  hick  of  *m  h oi'gank' tputhU^as 
.Menis  vriddi  led  10  the  perfect  a red  quasi-  thwa  embodied  in  Alfred  Krupp  A clhU 
hochxwilvt^  aVWjt  uh&  .Vu-U  yomnUltee  having  appHcv!  to  a Iftdy  w h.^p 
the  dvenam  of  civil uatiom  thjf*  art  Wf:  tdt^kfa&t  tahly  xvu^  noted  for  bheje^  h^t 
ip  ;-Ji£  ££kca  fc iy  for  of  making 

it  ftftrtu*  'WiiM.  ^v<rviv;d  of  the  fit  can  tlbmt,  tdm  returned  4 cftreCul  statement 
no  hunger  he  idr'ii tided  with  survival  of  adding,  "li  your  emk  will  follow  this  red- 
thy  ilghtSpg'^.’  ix^rn^ahy  van  not  fo ' ;fo  1H* lw  wilt  jMCCwI,  pmyit]^^.he  iias  a *reh-. 
monied  & high  pteh  dhmng  vYTf^ii  hu-  iutfiH  For  fcMftktpg  b^jc^bt&t  That 

iioosi  Ho  long  a-s  -tfo  studente  iri  bur  unU  gCniira  tvhiel>  bite  hehh  ^lescrihed  h^an  ihfp 
vermles  are  proud  yd  lb  err  drsligurenivTila  nile  capacity  for  hiking  patn>;  presides  ever 
by  gaslbss.  -jrec^iv^liVi'.  ducH/tm  professor’  every  jhece  \>f  work  in  E^stm ; hit  km>w& 
or  preacher  daring  to  denounce  the  ens  no  great,  rjr  awmll  ImUhing  olV  a hl’Ue 

temp  Ikh’ousc  lui'ilary  law  deumud*  that  screw  as  ueutly  as  & Mean.  engine,  Ev 

oflua;us  shall  aei.ll*:5hen- fpuirreds  l>y  sirij/li-  cry  machine  Seem*  to  represent  enflupsi- 
coinbilt,  Mdttke-  is  Uiy  one  public  i«au ■ ''  is  herii,  or 

.iu.  the  civil ized  wror!<i  w ho  haK  uplndd  even  sale  fur  a uation  fhar  maft  rti ) 
war  its  an'  idf^ih  g<>d  v?f  war’  is  ttt  war  should  so  largely  depevid  UjKiii  ^ 

still  worshipped  among  Urn  Teuton v mui  private  individual  can  hardly  arise  in 
h^id^  (jfiiiti  %ith  his.  BWbrd  n;m«i  ^apuflmy  cforing  life- 

bo  Tine  with  his  Hammer.  Whatever  probably  not  during  that  of  his  only  sou, 
Mm  cause—  whether  present  yita.l  iicces^i-  . E red  crick  Alfred,  now  childless.  I have 
lies  of  a n^wly  Uniled  people,  or  rhe  uir-  ito  <h>nr.t  that  Air  ICrnpp  ■would  rather 

\ iviuy  potency  of  an  msUnci  burned  by  die  hv  one  «n  bis  own  gnus  than  sell  it  to 

apes  of  inev'da.hde  Struggle  her  mdh.mil  b,e  used  ■ ag-aiust  lus  Fa therla  11  d,  love  for 
exh^ayifi— it  is  ih  tl^i  the  f)itlV  which  Ihis  largely  amruated  libs  yrorkh 

ittiry  fcjdii t V^;  dbd  ^ikW0-:  : jsfe^(Wyy  onh  may  say  fifth, 

that  worn<*rv  run  still  be  produced  equal  giuu^ly.  ^imuged  for  over  thirty  - sc\  »-a 
to  timse  of  warlike  ages  m ri»o  veal's,  dcvnOng  iiimv  Wealth,  ami  uxeep- 

Kindly  Mr  Kvupp  is  Micreforc  rep, ■•eon it-  "tidual  'pow^s  *‘f  pivem-i.on  to  perfect 
ftlivh  of  a rpiistltueucy ; h<-  is  at.  dr-  limans  of  bnUtiiog  up  and  drfenditig  llm 
gauw  part  M the  empire;  he  bus  com*'  by  power  of  Ins  emuitry.  p.  biui  f^pre^entitig 

i #>y ej.cipj nid ti; t of  h 1 mUou . oi  vili^af \ ot\ , ^ cycr yo^ii  vauch  %n  his 
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AN  IRON  CITY  RESIDE  THE  RUHR. 


the  best  steel  at  Essen  are  red  hematite 
<F^Oah  and  spathic  fFeCChp  ore,  to  which 
spiegeleisen  adds  the  necessary  manganese. 
The  crucible  steel  destined  to  be  made 
into  a Krupp  gun  is  at  first  a huge  ingot. 
How  big  may  it  be*  At  the  Exhibition 
in  London,  1851,  an  English  firm  exhibited 
a block  of  crucible  steel  weighing  about 
half  a million  pounds,  labelling  it  “The 
Monster  Block."  Krupp  sent  one  weigh- 
ing about  two  and  a half  millions,  and 
not  long  after  was  able  to  write  with  some 
contempt  of  ‘“that  little  block  of  crucible 
steel/'  having  far  surpassed  it.  He  can 
now  make  blocks  of  seventy -five  tons  if 
required.  It  is  amazing  that  the  ingots 
formed  from  the  contents  of  a thousand 
or  more  small  crucibles,  each  holding 
from  SO  to  100  pounds,  should  be  so  homo- 
geneous throughout.  In  tins  uniformity 
of  quality  the  Krupp  ingot  is  matchless. 
His  21-ton  ingot  (0  feet  high,  44  inches  in 
diameter)  exhibited  in  London,  1862, when 
broken  across  revealed  no  seam  or  flaw 
even  under  the  lens. 

It  is  this  ingot  of  most  pure  and  refined 
steel,  made  from  seleetest  ores,  and  with 
perfect  combinations  of  carbon  and  sili- 
con, that  the  swart  artists  are  to  bend  and 
mould  to  their  will.  In  the  hands  of  these 
meiq  with  their  ideal  pattern  before  them, 

Ongiral.frcm 


during  those  years  is  registered  in  Ger- 
man victories. 

Patriotism  and  loyalty  of  the  old  fash- 
ioned kind  are  gradually  becoming  exclu- 
sively German  characteristics.  When 
M.  Renan,  in  his  imaginative  frroc/ture en- 
titled Caliban , represented  the  scientific 
men  as  mining  the  kingdom  with  explo- 
sive substances,  and  gaining  supremacy 
by  threatening  to  blow  up  the  whole 
country  unless  they  hud  their  way,  Louis 
Blanc  expressed  in  my  hearing  his  regret 
that  such  a notion  should  have  been  pub- 
lished. 4 ‘There  are  plenty  of  people  in 
France,”  he  said,  “ who  will  take  it  seri- 
ously, and  will  suspect  scientific  men  in 
consequence."  And  why  not  ( Many  Eu- 
ropeans have  shown  themselves  ready  to 
ruin  where  they  can  not  rule.  But  they 
have  never  been  Germans  Although  in 
the  single  instance  in  which  Alfred  Krupp 
was  candidate  for  the  Reichstag  he  was 
defeated  by  a Social  - Democrat,  mainly 
through  the  suffrages  of  his  own  workmen, 
none  of  these  ever  ascribed  to  him  any  per- 
sonal ambition.  He  is  popular  among  his 
workpeople,  but  they  wen*  on  the  side  of 
the  Social -Democrat,  because  they  have 
aspirations  and  ideals  in  the  direction  of 
more  complete  solidarity  of  interests. 

The  ores  that  make  the  profoplasm  of 
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steel  becomes  tractable  as  spermaceti.  The 
weight  of  the  planet  is  their  humble  serv- 
ant. When  Gordon,  having  mined  the 
approaches  to  Khartoom,  threatened  the 
Mahdi  with  an  “earthquake,”  the  latter 
thought  it  a pretension  to  Solomon’s  fa- 
bled power  over  the  genii  afid  demons 
whom  he  made  build  the  Temple.  The 
fable  is  fulfilled  at  Essen  in  this  mastery 
of  terrible  and  crushing  forces  by  science 
and  art.  They  utilize  steam  explosions 
to  clean  metal.  Darwin  said  that  he 
found  it  the  most  difficult  thing  for  the 
majority  of  minds  to  understand  the  enor- 
mous results  of  ever-recurring  agencies, 
however  small,  working  through  practi- 
cally unlimited  time;  but  the  swiftness 
and  power  of  these  mechanical  agencies 
apply  in  an  hour  more  force  for  a partic- 
ular end  than  nature  would  apply  in  cen- 
turies, unless,  indeed,  as  Ignatius  Donnel- 
ly says,  nature  should  bring  on  a comet 
occasionally  to  crystallize  gravel  into  mar- 
ble,or  burn  up  Chicago.  When  these  huge 
hammers,  “Fritz”  and  “ Max,”  are  at  their 
Titanic  play  on  hot  steel,  and  meteoric 
flakes  are  flying,  one  might,  indeed,  suspect 
Krupp  of  having  got  a comet  or  two  in 
his  employ.  The  demand  of  nations,  the 
command  of  the  Iron  Age,  is  that  this 
huge  cylindrical  ingot  shall  be  made  into 
a wielder  of  thunder-bolts  that  are  not 
blind,  but  obedient  to  intelligent  purpose. 
As  Michael  Angelo  saw  an  angel  in  the 
paving-stone,  Krupp  sees  a destroying  an- 
gel in  that  mass  of  steel.  It  must  be  forced 
out  and  coaxed  out.  For  that  it  is  lifted 
by  a crane,  like  a feather,  to  its  anvil- 
couch,  there  to  be  tortured.  Myriads  of 
blows  are  to  fall  on  its  never-cooled  sides 
— blows  ranging  from  a hand’s  pat  to  the 
fall  of  fifty  tons — while  it  is  deftly  moved 
by  tongs  held  in  the  hands  of  artists.  For 
a Krupp  gun  is  a work  of  art.  Under  the 
hammers  the  forming  tube  acquires  the 
utmost  condensation.  In  the  lathe  it  gains 
lightness  and  mathematical  perfection  of 
axis  and  circumference.  By  losing  weight 
it  is  evolved,  so  to  say,  from  a mastodon 
to  a shapely  saurian,  its  burnished  scales 
smoothed  into  one;  its  fatal  coil  will  be 
developed  within  at  a later  stage.  First 
it  must  have  a long  bath  in  oil,  and  thence 
pass  to  the  boring-lathe.  The  interior 
bored  to  the  right  calibre,  the  chamber 
reamed  out  at  the  bottom  of  the  bore,  the 
inner  coil  of  thirty  rectangular  ribs  carved 
— one  turn  in  twenty-five  feet— and  the 
tube  is  complete. 
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A gun  is  a series  of  rings.  As  the  hu- 
man skull  is  vertebrated  — its  vertebrae 
curved  and  flattened  — so  the  tube,  cylin- 
der, hoops,  of  a gun  are  more  or  less  nar- 
row or  elongated  rings.  In  America,  and 
in  other  countries  where  gun  tubes  are 
made  of  welded  metal,  these  are  at  first 
coils  round  a mandrel.  With  rare  excep- 
tions the  Krupp  tube  is  forged  out  of  a 
single  ingot,  and  in  every  case  without 
any  weld  at  all.  Formerly  he  made  the  en- 
tire gun  from  one  ingot.  This  plan,  how- 
ever, was  abandoned  after  experience,  and 
the  Krupp  gun  is  now  “built  up.”  But  the 
hoops  of  steel  are  forged  and  rolled,  with- 
out weld,  and  shrunk  on  the  tube,  with 
initial  tension,  in  single  or  double  layers, 
according  to  the  size  of  the  gun.  The 
mass  around  the  most  damageable  parts 
of  the  tube,  where  the  force  of  the  explo- 
sion is  severest,  is  large,  and  looking  down 
on  a room  full  of  these  guns,  they  seemed 
like  reclining  giants  with  big  shoulders 
and  chests. 

Military  professors  are  accustomed  to  il- 
lustrate the  utility  of  curving  grooves  in 
guns  by  a spinning  top : so  long  as  it  spins 
rapidly  it  remains  upright.  The  spinning 
cannon-ball  or  shell  similarly  holds  its  di- 
rection, and  where  there  is  a percussion 
fuse  attached  to  a projectile,  such  preci- 
sion is  essential.  It  is  also  demonstrated 
that  the  shallower  these  rifled  grooves, 
the  greater  the  accuracy  and  the  less  the 
range.  Rifling  has  several  times  varied 
in  Germany  since  1861,  when  the  first 
field-gun,  a 6-pounder,  was  rifled  there. 
At  present  the  grooves  in  Krupp  guns  are 
generally  shallow,  and  they  widen  toward 
the  breech,  so  the  leaden  coat  of  the  pro- 
jectile is  compressed  gradually,  therefore 
with  least  expenditure  of  force.  The  cham- 
ber has  a slightly  larger  diameter  than  the 
tube,  which  is  of  uniform  calibre.  Why  ? 
That  is  a question  one  soon  ceases  to  ask, 
in  a theoretical  way,  in  the  domain  of 
Krupp.  The  reason  for  a thing  there  is 
that  experience  has  shown  that  it  is  so, 
and  not  otherwise.  The  enlarged  Krupp 
chamber  originated  here,  but  is  now  gen- 
erally approved.  I devoted  a good  many 
hours  to  the  study  of  the  breech  arrange- 
ments of  Krupp  guns,  following  a line  of 
structural  evolution  as  definite  and  neces- 
sary as  any  traceable  in  the  organic  world. 
The  whole  cylindro-prismatic  block,  or 
plug,  is  as  complex  as  a watch,  and  its 
history  an  illustration  of  development 
from  simple  to  complex. 
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“cup  gas  check,”  which  has  largely  super- 
seded the  Broadwell  in  America,  and  acts 
on  much  the  same  principle.  It  is  easily 
removed  and  cleaned  after  every  shot. 
Another  series  of  experiments  was  made 
on  “sights.”  Here  are  guns  with  sights 
at  various  points  of  breech  and  barrel,  the 
verdict  since  1864  being  in  favor  of  the 
short  line  of  sight — the  forward  one  on 
the  trunnion.  The  touch-hole  has  grad- 
ually veered  round  to  the  back  of  the 
breech. 

The  experiences  of  1864,  when  the  Prus- 
sian war  with  Denmark  occurred,  were 
particularly  fruitful  in  suggestions  for 
Mr.  Krupp.  Some  of  the  guns  made  by 
him  had  their  hinder  part  blown  off,  and 
while  this  was  ascribed  by  many  to  faulty 
steel,  he  knew  that  this  could  not  be  the 
true  cause,  and  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  breech  was  faulty  in  construc- 
tion. After  experiments  lasting  through 
two  years,  he  and  his  scientific  cabinet 
readied  the  conclusion  that  the  back  part 
of  the  plug  abaft  the  chamber  is  stronger 
when  not  angular.  This  tenon-and-mor- 
tise  arrangement  has  now  no  sharp  cor- 
ners. By  the  same  series  of  experiments 
the  conclusion  was  reached  that  the  single 
is  better  than  the  double  plug  (in  the  lat- 
ter the  upper  and  under  parts  being  dis- 
tinct, so  that,  after  being  shut  into  the 
gun,  they  could  be  expanded  apart  a lit- 
tle by  an  external  screw,  for  the  purpose 
of  increased  tightness).  The  single  plug, 
or  breech-block,  is  more  simple,  requires 
less  care,  and  is  held  tightly  enough  by 
the  female  screw  inside,  as  already  shown. 
In  1861  Krupp  had  adopted  the  single-plug 
breech- loading  gun  invented  by  Wahren- 
dorf,  a Swede,  and  rifled  it  for  the  Aus- 
trian service,  but  the  double  arrangement 
was  made  for  Prussia  until  1865,  when 
it  was  discarded.  Probably  it  was  real- 
ized about  the  same  time  that  re-enforce- 
ment by  hoops  was  necessary.  At  any 
rate,  improvements  went  on  till  no  more 
Krupp  guns  burst.  Out  of  18,000  guns 
made  here  and  used,  22  have  burst, 
in  all.  Of  these,  17  were  from  6400  guns 
constructed  on  a system  abandoned  in 
1870.  Of  those  made  after,  only  1 in  2300 
have  burst.  During  the  late  Franco- 
German  war,  when  such  vast  numbers  of 
his  field-guns  were  used — many  of  them 
having  been  subjected  to  a strain  of  nearly 
3000  discharges — not  one  burst,  and  only 
one  accident  occurred,  this  being  to  a field- 
gun  whose  breech-block  was  not  tightly 
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closed  before  firing.  This  must  have  been 
through  some  fault  in  the  chain  which 
regulates  the  extent  to  which  the  breech- 
block can  be  drawn  out  or  thrust  in. 
After  the  explosion  of  an  old  9^-inch 
gun  in  1879  its  breech  was  found  unin- 
jured. 

The  subject  of  recoil  has  engaged  a 
good  deal  of  attention  at  Essen,  and  it  is 
a wonder  that  Mr.  Maxim’s  method  of 
utilizing  recoil  was  not  discovered  there. 
The  force  of  recoil  in  the  Krupp  gun  is 
drawn  aside  from  the  gun-carriage  by 
two  cylinders  of  glycerine,  with  pistons 
perforated  at  the  edges.  The  shock  drives 
the  pistons  against  the  glycerine,  which 
is  forced  through  the  perforations.  In 
the  similar  contrivance  in  English  guns, 
water  is  used,  and  in  American,  petrole- 
um. The  reason  for  the  use  of  glycerine 
is  probably  because,  in  case  of  a leak,  the 
glycerine  would  ooze  out  too  slowly  to  lose 
its  effect  at  once.  Moreover,  glycerine  is 
less  likely  to  freeze  than  water,  and  it  is 
more  elastic. 

The  collection  of  guns  chronologically 
arranged  in  a large  room  connected  with 
the  works,  from  the  rudest  to  the  most 
perfect,  is  of  extreme  scientific  interest, 
especially  when  connected  with  the  results 
of  each  improvement.  These  are  record- 
ed in  careful  reports,  and  in  many  cases  il- 
lustrated, not  merely  by  diagrams,  but  by 
perforated  plates.  As  in  nature  an  infin- 
itesimal change  of  form  may  result  in  an 
immeasurable  change  of  function — a grain- 
weight  more  or  less  in  a wing  bone  decid- 
ing whether  an  animal  shall  be  earth- 
bound  or  soar  in  the  sky — so  have  the 
slight  changes  already  referred  to,  as  the 
rounding  of  a tiny  angle  or  use  of  a rim 
of  copper,  been  represented  in  vast  results. 

In  most  cases  such  results  have  been  reach- 
ed gradually,  one  modification  drawing  on 
others,  until  a total  of  increased  power  is 
attained,  but  in  other  cases  there  appear  to 
have  been  leaps.  The  exclusive  use  of 
crucible  steel  for  cannon,  leading  to  per- 
fection of  means  for  making  it,  has  been 
followed  by  an  increase  of  lightness  in  gun 
organization,  which  renders  possible  an 
enormous  increase  of  calibre.  Here  is  a 
10-incli  gun,  calibre  35— i.  e.,  35  times  as 
long  as  the  diameter  of  its  bore — which 
weighs  only  21  tons.  There  was  shown 
me  a plate  combined  of  12  inches  of  iron, 

2 inches  wood-packing,  and  a second  iron 
plate  of  8 inches  thickness,  making  a com- 
pact mass,  which  bad  been  pierced  by  shot 
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els  cannon  and  inule  seern  one  or  pan-  dream  is  not  merely  unpractical,  it  is  not 
ism.  The  larger  guns  wear  their  jackets  even  beautiful.1'  Reading  his  vigorous 
like  gentlemanly  barbarians,  aiul  their  statement  of  the  advantages  of  war,  one 
hoops  like  ladies.  One  beauty  modestly  could  concede  some  of  it,  and  add  that 
screens  herself  from  observation—  a gush-  war  has  recently  crushed  Cresarism  in 
mg  young  siren  of  40  centimeters,  created  France  anti  slavery  in  America.  I saw 
by  Mr.  Krupp  to  stand  on  a coast  behind  that  same  most  accomplished  commander 
her  blinds  (of  hardened  iron),  while  darting  of  Europe  at  the  head  of  his  armies  gazing 
fatal  glances  from  her  dark  eye  at  the  uu-  upon  the  battle  which  was  transforming 
happy  voyager  site  may  wish  to  captivate,  the  King  of  Prussia  beside  him  into  the 
Arid  what  shall  be  said  of  the  time-fuses  ? Emperor  of  a united  Germany.  On  every 
These  burly  projectiles  look  like  business  hand  were  armies  advancing  to  the  work 
men,  hard  and  punctual,  watch  in  hand,  of  death  and  destruction,  and  these  Krupp 
They  mean  business,  and  if  they  are  en-  guns  strewn  about  the  works  at  Essen 
gaged  to  visit  a ship  at  a certain  second,  were  there  visible  as  glittering  vertebrae 
and  load  it  with  iron  fragments,  they  will  of  mighty  serpents  creeping  onward  and 
not  fail.  breathing  fire  upon  the  villages  of  France. 

Lately  I sat  in  the  Reichstag  gallery  at  They  were,  in  a sense,  as  much  forces  of 
Berlin  beside  a young  lady  who  was  eager  nature  as  the  thunder  and  lightning  they 
to  identify  the  members.  *v Who  is  that  seemed  to  organize,  Yet  were  they  the 
death’s  head  man  sitt  ing  near  Bismarck  ?”  monster  saurians  of  a national  develop- 
she  inquired.  It  proved  to  be  Moltke.  ment  to  be  attained  only  through  their 
The  description  was  perfect,  not  withstand*  extinction.  They  are  rude  pioneer  of  a 
mg  the  inivlliu’cnee  that  li]U  the  flesh  less  civilization  whose  peaceful  abodes  shall 
face.  About  the  same  time  that  In  do-  be  paved  with  their  fossil  hones.  These 
Germanic  Siva  answered  a Peace  Assoc ia-  can  not  be  the  final  arbiters  between  eul- 
iion  which  had  addressed  him,  “Your  turn!  races  and  nations,  any  more  than 
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suites  is  from  §16  50  to  §45.  In  the  bach- 
elors’ hoarding-house  the  cost  per  man  is 
twenty  cents,  and  in  the  special  board - 
ingbouse  mentioned,  twenty -seven  cents, 
per  day.  Each  edifice  of  ‘"flats'’  has  a 
garden  large  enough  for  the  children  to 
play  in.  The  women  living  in  the  “ flats” 
which  I visited  seemed  cheerful,  and  said 


study  than  I was  able  to  give  it  to  make 
confident  generalizations. 

In  18#  Mr.  Krupp  found  that  the  ac- 
commodations of  Essen  were  insufficient 
for  the  increasing  number  of  workmen 
demanded  by  li is  establishment,  and  built 
140  dwellings  suitable  for  their  needs. 
From  year  to  rear  other  “ colonies”  were 
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formed,  and  to-day  there  are  around  Essen  they  found  their  dwellings  healthy  and 
nearly  4000  family  dwellings,  in  which  comfortable,  though  1 was  puzzled  to  think 
more  than  1th 0<H)  individuals  reside.  Ill  where  all  the  children  J saw  could  lie 
addition,  hoarding-houses  have  been  erect-  stowed  away,  Mr.  Krupp  has  provided 
ed  for  un married  laborers,  about  2000  of  one  or  two  bat  hing  establish ments.  though 
whom  arc  thus  accommodated.  One  of  the  arrangements  for  bathing  are  far 
these  is  of  a .superior  kind,  for  the  better  from  complete,  and,  especially.  I could 
class  of  skilled  workmen,  There  are  also  discover  none  for  women.  There  are  two 
150  dwellings  for  officials  in  the  service  of  hospitals,  one  reserved  in  case  of  epi- 
the  firm.  The  colonies  possess  little  pre-  demies.  There  is  an  unsectarian  free 
tension  to  architectural  beiiutjv  but  the  school  and  six  industrial  schools  (one  for 
streets  through them  are  wide,  well  kept,  adults;,  two  for  females,  the  fee  being 
and  well  lighted.  The  dwellings  are  in  fifty  cents  a nionlh.  of  which  the  poor  are 
suites  of  three  and  four  rooms,  not  large,  relieved,  Mr  Krupp  has  built  several 
but  comfortable,  and  with  good  water  ar-  churches,  Protestant  and  Catholic,  for  the 
rati  gem  en  is.  The  annual  rent  of  these  use  of  his  workmen  and  their  families. 


517 


AN  [RON  CITY  BESIDE  TEE  BCHR 


THE  ilfcONK*B*RU 


T)i0rc  is  h ,k  .Smk  and  Pension*  Fmuv  whkdi  by  fht£  lime  amounts  t.i,  815/it/o 

^•Iiikli  iy^ry  yto  from  1*?!*  are  stfpy 

quiretl  li*  be  u tfftlC  ported  of  m 

a day's  pay  hAimm-iv  ky  uni  an  .an-  . ease  o(  skickjii>$*i  01*  «ir*ip»ut  uMit. 
rm&t  km  propnr  Lionel  t"  hk>  <<  ages;  Oat  The  nuVst  inypoTtani  ujslitiUjoii  esiah 
Mr,  Krupp  pays  half  of  «>v«n*y  mninbrr  s Jishnd  by  Mr,  Kropp  D the*  ir%|p| 
contribution,  in-  e&so  of  »Uno>s.  or  a*m»-  Store,..''  Thorn  ik  a v »**•;>,(  whlnul  ■ build - 
dent  nook  has  lYta*  ttirduVd  nr  oikyicul  jpg,  and  connected  v*itl»  it  are  t:uyrny * 

ev  Kkvoii  shops  JU  .o,otiivl‘3iu^nt 

penos  arc  pant  fixe* .-l!r*n  physicians  *’ colon  ms/*’  by  >vbkdr.  on  a n^i«!iy  wSH 
abd  mrge<.w&.  ^ nealbR  ayMern,  in  arly  ;U)  by  any 

lire  kept  iit  lixiki  ;*>ua#^^o*b*)L  tflttfcy  aye  HKlivitOiai  Or  fntiiij^  iih i$;W:,  fought  fti 

three.  Wge  •*  morses  Conner  led  wdh  these  $01  'prio:*.  Then-  n u • ;vi  bakery-,,  a 
brick  Mr r die  fatten  auhifcrg  slaughter house,  and  stores  uf  everv  kind 

«f  TiMlfi  E or  an  sfttttUioMgd  the-  of /me  dob  of  iron  *?!«?$,•  iWnft  u reko^evy- 

I;ii\  each  workman .may  Hheuw  fP&?  thing,  t)(Kte  ma y buy  Jtkrh  good  rigars 

eat  lira t»fv,‘ fit  for  life  wife  and  children.  and  . vEioieHune  beer  There  an.*  if 
Tim  annual  surplus  of  this  fund  aver*  beer. houses  with  skill le-grp^iul^  » tunr 
age*  about . ^iaO.OOh.  the  adnumsiratiori  oF  hall  u g>  uouisiuirt.  The  micnfttag*:*  of 
winch <mm '%  iu  Tim  Imhd*  of  h eon4f?tUie«  all  tbi&h  aec-  nm:  liunlfgi  N 

lit  $t  vUi^uH  fas  % mul'O-siaM  J - Uy  t is»*  p^r><*ns  aourua-led  a it  h the  undo,  ,so  Uiar 
vyopfuitati.  iiig  ciiainnan  b»:mg . ,K.  •<»  dittodt ^ tn  )n>w  ;>tjy  »aU5f 

hy  V)  r K atipp.  P^i.i.*ji#u.s  a tv  pa«d  M>  llourbli  at  Essen  apart,  firuii  tin.  *up;':v 

who  have-  Imoh  pm'manvnUy  iltvab.hai  t it  '..>.lort‘s  of  Krupj;. 

tiniipnrAry  fiiidin^  tiiat  ih^iyy i* 

in  *'. • i • r o • >vii..:a  inability  to  \y^rk  r>  ay»;M  no  regohu*  liivatre  ut  .E^t/nv  - /Thei^'^eg' 
Uf.l  »«y  tvoi  »jf  tie*  oh 5 viv'iaMs  The  high*  'two  orderly  resp»^a.ah!n 

esf  i-  oe>i:*hi  v.  the  avr-u^e  in  \vltj«di  tlM'iU/’n’sI  eepre^nUtJ Or>s  ;r.v 

beiny:  •*•?*  < n»o»itiify  The  avrvap?  pnn  <xiv»r.n  iron-  Ume  fo  iihie^  by  ' 

ivi.Mii  .a*iven  l u vrnh»ws-  i<  iwn.il  y^i  5m..  Mr  phjyyrf.  Idm  pvrftWiuu  hm  s ! ^ 

lvrUpp  it  mui  anvor  ' iti ti. yy ^Vdi  Wir 

litfurK  nf  4 fid  Cl  if  irkti^u  Ae  • bU.  fmfo,  •;  : •'by-;  hUf 

i]y  .id  .dir  I r»::>s  Q !‘!mso  si  tmu  a suh-  aooMig.  tha>r  I h-a.  dfatoppeaird  ro 

i ...*^.  ' »,*  i -‘i  . i . i » .'  t..  ■ ..  r o . » . ' . •■>■>.  «•;;  < i r v-i. 


'•a.nv? ad  ^a,E  fi-1  has  Vdso  Sf.s;)ired /at  I . * ■ v 
>vi lb  j bei4  of  1 i.fe- 

ItKniiruYHvy  rn uupurKes,  of  Wlfieh  i he  wtarlo 
• maj4  ttu*  solmni  00 

Uo*  r-.jffp.o- A he  j.o  M ' ‘ E>  •*!•<-  Coy  in. 
sumTjr^  | hr  1 Mi  1 Mr.  in 

1877  t(‘s>hr  ee 


■ 

-..-'{/  1*  ‘O  ’ v * j "i v *,  i 

aaifi&tjirMSfX 

• y r v - -'•vaT*  '^'•‘•‘••v 
,jr  *h;ty >*v>Vd-  ■’•'.• v* 

i;*$v  ..yvn  y- 1 • 

v fa  WAaa  Am  w. 

1 fftv ||| % • . *•.  v>  - "vVy.  * j^r 4vV,iti\> / ' 

iVv.  vij/'v .‘a\' '•pa i1  ? 

M“  vl'-tt  jr-  .jiv  * ’-V  ; \ "yi,  dr.’  y-’V  'Y  «'d  | 

^.V  r •/ \v, ve  A* »< */  •* ••■■  ' . . ; • . <*1 

518 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


any  such  entertainments  that  could  be 
provided.  I can  account  for  this  only  in 
one  way.  The  Krupp  works  never  pause 
entirely  except  for  Sunday.  The  night 
workmen  are  comparatively  few,  howev- 
er, and  have  only  to  keep  the  furnaces, 
engines,  etc.,  in  readiness  for  the  next 
day’s  labor,  and  watch  the  pieces  requir- 
ing continuous  heating  and  attention. 
The  furnace  hands  work  twelve,  all  oth- 
ers thirteen,  hours  per  day.  One  hour 
and  a half  is  allowed  for  three  meals, 
and  for  the  ration  of  whiskey  which  the 
workman  regards  as  essential  to  his  life 
under  such  conditions.  Even  if  such 
hours  allowed  any  time  for  amusement, 
weariness  would  forbid  it  on  any  day 
except  Sunday,  even  if  that  can  be  ex- 
cepted for  a man  who  has  worked  sev- 
enty-two or  seventy-eight  hours  of  the 
week  amid  heat  and  soot.  It  is  to  be 
feared  that  such  continuous  toil  must 


foster  a mental  torpor  hardly  consistent 
with  keen  interest  in  the  drama.  On 
Sunday  and  on  holidays  the  tired  labor- 
er recovers  for  a little  what  individual  hu- 
manity is  left  him.  The  stern  mandate 
for  him  is:  “Six  days  slialt  thou  be  a 
rolling  machine,  and  on  the  seventh  a 
man  with  wife  and  children.”  He  ac- 
cepts his  orders  passively;  he  does  not 
know  what  it  is  to  strike;  when  his  holi- 
day comes  he  lights  his  pipe,  wralks  in  the 
fields  with  his  family  if  weather  permit, 
and  spends  the  evening  with  comrades 
at  the  beer-house.  The  Essender  work- 
man is  not  brutal;  he  does  not,  like  the 
provincial  English  laborer,  stimulate  his 
jaded  energies  with  cock-fights  or  dog- 
fights; at  the  same  time  he  does  not  seem 
to  have  that  inward  hunger  which  leads 
the  English  workman  to  demand  his  elab- 
orate Sunday  paper  and  his  variety  enter- 
tainment. 


SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER; 

OR,  THE  MISTAKES  OF  A NIGHT.— A COMEDY. 
BY  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 


ACT  FOURTH. 

Enter  Hastings  and  Miss  Neville. 


Hast.  You  surprise  me;  Sir  Charles  Marlow  expected  here  this  night! 
Where  have  you  had  your  information  ? 

Miss  New  You  may  depend  upon  it.  I just  saw  his  letter  to  Mr.  Hard- 
castle,  in  which  he  tells  him  he  intends  setting  out  a few  hours  after  his  son. 

Hast.  Then,  my  Constance,  all  must  be  completed  before  he  arrives.  He 
knows  me ; and  should  he  find  me  here,  would  discover  my  name,  and  perhaps 
my  designs,  to  the  rest  of  the  family. 

Miss  Nev.  The  jewels,  I hope,  are  safe? 

Hast.  Yes,  yes.  I have  sent  them  to  Marlow,  who  keeps  the  keys  of  our 
baggage.  In  the  mean  time  I’ll  go  to  prepare  matters  for  our  elopement.-  I 
have  had  the  Squire’s  promise  of  a fresh  pair  of  horses ; and  if  I should  not 
see  him  again,  will  write  him  further  directions.  {Exit. 

Miss  Nev.  Well,  success  attend  you  ! In  the  mean  time  I’ll  go  and  amuse 
my  aunt  with  the  old  pretense  of  a violent  passion  for  my  cousin.  {Exit. 


Enter  Marlow,  followed  by  a Servant. 

Marl.  I wonder  what  Hastings  could  mean  by  sending  me  so  valuable  a 
thing  as  a casket  to  keep  for  him,  when  lie  knows  the  only  place  I have  is  the 
seat  of  a post-coach  at  an  inn  door?  Have  you  deposited  the  casket  writh  the 
landlady,  as  I ordered  you?  Have  you  put  it  into  her  own  hands? 

Ser.  Yes,  your  honor. 
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Marl.  Didn’t  yon  see  the  tempting,  brisk,  lovely  little  thing  that  runs 
about  the  house  with  a bunch  of  keys  to  its  girdle  ? 

Hast.  Well,  and  what  then? 

Marl.  She’s  mine,  you  rogue  you.  Such  fire,  such  motion,  such  eyes,  such 
lips ! but,  egad ! she  would  not  let  me  kiss  them  though. 

Hast.  But  are  you  60  sure,  so  very  6ure,  of  her  ? 

Marl.  Why,  man,  she  talked  of  showing  me  her  work  above-stairs,  and  I 
am  to  approve  the  pattern. 

Hast.  But  how  can  you,  Charles,  go  about  to  rob  a woman  of  her  honor ! 

Marl.  Pshaw!  pshaw!  We  all  know  the  honor  of  the  bar-maid  of  an  inn. 
I don’t  intend  to  rob  her,  take  my  word  for  it ; there’s  nothing  in  this  house 
I sha’n’t  honestly  pay  for. 

Hast.  I believe  the  girl  has  virtue. 

Marl.  And  if  she  has,  I should  be  the  last  man  in  the  world  that  would 
attempt  to  corrupt  it. 

Hast.  Yon  have  taken  care,  I hope,  of  the  casket  I sent  you  to  lock  up? 
It’s  in  safety  ? 

Marl.  Yes,  yes.  It’6  safe  enough.  I have  taken  care  of  it.  But  how 
could  you  think  the  seat  of  a post-coach  at  an  inn  door  a place  of  safety  ? Ah! 
numskull ! I have  taken  better  precautions  for  you  than  you  did  for  yourself. 
I have — 

Hast.  What? 

Marl.  I have  sent  it  to  the  landlady  to  keep  for  you. 

Hast.  To  the  landlady ! 

Marl.  The  landlady. 

Hast.  You  did? 

Marl.  I did.  She’s  to  be  answerable  for  its  forthcoming,  you  know. 

Hast.  Yes,  she’ll  bring  it  forth  with  a witness. 

Marl.  Wasn’t  I right?  I believe  you’ll  allow  that  I acted  prudently  upon 
this  occasion. 

Hast.  {Aside.)  He  must  not  see  my  uneasiness. 

Marl.  You  seem  a little  disconcerted  though,  metliinks.  Sure  nothing  has 
happened  ? 

Hast.  No,  nothing.  Never  was  in  better  spirits  in  all  my  life.  And  so 
you  left  it  with  the  landlady,  who,  no  doubt,  very  readily  undertook  the 
charge. 

Marl.  Rather  too  readily.  For  she  not  only  kept  the  casket,  but,  through 
her  great  precaution,  was  going  to  keep  the  messenger  too.  Ila ! ha ! ha ! 

Hast.  He!  he!  he!  They’re  safe, however. 

Marl.  As  a guinea  in  a miser’s  purse. 

Hast.  {Aside.)  So  now  all  hopes  of  fortune  are  at  an  end,  and  we  must  set 
off  without  it.  {To  him.)  Well,  Charles,  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  meditations  on 
the  pretty  bar-maid,  and — he  ! he ! he ! — may  you  be  as  successful  for  yourself 
as  you  have  been  for  me ! [Exit. 

Marl.  Thank  ye,  George : I ask  no  more.  Ila!  ha!  ha! 


Enter  IIardcastle. 


Hard.  I no  longer  know  my  own  house, 
servants  have  got  drunk  already.  I’ll 


Digitized 


tized  by  Google 


It's  turned  all  topsy-turvy.  His 

and  yet,  from  my 

Original  item 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


bear  it  no  longer , 


NO  LONGER  KNOW  MV  OWN  IJOL’SK.  ITS  TCfvNKfJ  A IX  TOrSY-l  TKVY 


Digitized  by 


* Goggle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


522 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


respect  for  his  father,  I’ll  be  calm.  {To  him)  Mr.  Marlow,  your  servant.  I’m 
your  very  humble  servant.  {Bowing  low.) 

Marl.  Sir,  your  humble  servant.  {Aside)  What’s  to  be  the  wonder  now  ? 

Hard.  I believe,  sir,  you  must  be  sensible,  sir,  that  no  man  alive  ought  to 
be  more  welcome  than  your  father’s  son,  sir.  I hope  you  think  so? 

Marl.  I do,  from  my  soul,  sir.  I don’t  want  much  entreaty.  I generally 
make  my  father’s  6on  welcome  wherever  he  goes. 

Hard.  I believe  you  do,  from  my  soul,  sir.  But  though  I say  nothing  to 
your  own  conduct,  that  of  your  servants  is  insufferable.  Their  manner  of 
drinking  is  setting  a very  bad  example  in  this  house,  I assure  you. 

Marl.  I protest,  my  very  good  sir,  that  is  no  fault  of  mine.  If  they  don’t 
drink  as  they  ought,  they  are  to  blame.  I ordered  them  not  to  spare  the  cellar. 
I did,  I assure  you.  {To  the  side  scene)  Here,  let  one  of  my  servants  come  up. 
{To  him)  My  positive  directions  were,  that  as  I did  not  drink  myself,  they 
should  make  up  for  my  deficiencies  below. 

Hard.  Then  they  had  your  orders  for  what  they  do  ? I’m  satisfied ! 

Marl.  They  had,  I assure  you.  You  shall  hear  from  one  of  themselves. 

Enter  Servant,  drunk. 

Marl.  You,  Jeremy!  Come  forward,  sirrah!  What  were  my  orders ? 
Were  you  not  told  to  drink  freely,  and  call  for  what  you  thought  fit,  for  the 
good  of  the  house  ? 

Hard.  {Aside)  I begin  to  lose  my  patience ! 

Jer.  Please  your  honor,  liberty  and  Fleet  Street  for  ever.  Though  I’m 
but  a servant,  I’m  as  good  as  another  man.  I’ll  drink  for  no  man  before  sup- 
per, 6ir,  damme ! Good  liquor  will  sit  upon  a good  supper,  but  a good  supper 
will  not  sit  upon — hiccough — upon  my  conscience,  sir. 

Marl.  You  see,  my  old  friend,  the  fellow  is  as  drunk  as  he  can  possibly  be. 
I don’t  know  what  you’d  have  more,  unless  you’d  have  the  poor  devil  soused 
in  a beer-barrel. 

Hard.  Zounds ! he’ll  drive  me  distracted,  if  I contain  myself  any  longer. 
Mr.  Marlow — sir;  I have  submitted  to  your  insolence  for  more  than  four 
hours,  and  I see  no  likelihood  of  its  coming  to  an  end.  I’m  now  resolved  to 
be  master  here,  sir ; and  I desire  that  you  and  your  drunken  pack  may  leave 
my  house  directly. 

Marl.  Leave  your  house ! Sure  you  jest,  my  good  friend ! What  ? when 
I’m  doing  what  I can  to  please  you  ? 

Hard.  I tell  you,  sir,  you  don’t  please  me ; so  I desire  you’ll  leave  my 
house. 

Marl.  Sure  you  can  not  be  serious  ? At  this  time  o’  night,  and  such  a night  ? 
You  only  mean  to  banter  me. 

Hard.  I tell  you,  sir,  I’m  serious ! And  now  that  my  passions  are  roused, 

. I say  this  house  is  mine,  sir ; this  house  is  mine,  and  I command  you  to  leave 

it  directlv. 

*/ 

Marl.  Ha ! ha ! ha ! A puddle  in  a storm.  I sha’n’t  stir  a step,  I assure 
you.  {In  a serious  tone.)  This  your  house,  fellow ! It’s  my  house.  This  is 
my  house.  Mine,  while  I choose  to  stay.  What  right  have  you  to  bid  me 
leave  this  house,  sir?  I never  met  with  such  impudence,  curse  me;  never  in 
my  whole  life  before ! 
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Enter  Mi6s  Hardcastle. 


Miss  Hard.  Let  it  be  short,  then.  I’m  in  a hurry.  {Aside.)  I believe  he 
begins  to  find  out  his  mistake.  But  it’s  too  soon  quite  to  undeceive  him. 

Marl.  Pray,  child,  answer  me  one  question.  What  are  you,  and  what  may 
your  business  in  this  house  be  ? 

Miss  Hard.  A relation  of  the  family,  sir. 

Marl.  What ! a poor  relation  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Yes,  sir,  a poor  relation,  appointed  to  keep  the  keys,  and  to 
see  that  the  guests  want  nothing  in  my  power  to  give  them. 

Marl.  That  is,  you  act  as  bar-maid  of  this  inn. 

Miss  Hard.  Inn ! Oh,  law ! what  brought  that  in  your  head  ? One  of  the 
best  families  in  the  county  keep  an  inn ! Ha ! ha ! ha ! — old  Mr.  Hardcastle’s 
house  an  inn ! 

Marl.  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  house ! Is  this  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  house,  child  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Ay,  sure ! Whose  else  should  it  be  ? 

Marl.  So,  then,  all’s  out,  and  I have  been  damnably  imposed  on.  Oh,  con- 
found my  stupid  head,  I shall  be  laughed  at  over  the  whole  town  ! I shall  be 
stuck  up  in  caricatura  in  all  the  print-shops.  The  DuUissiino  Maccaroni.  To 
mistake  this  house,  of  all  others,  for  an  inn,  and  my  father’s  old  friend  for  an 
innkeeper ! What  a swaggering  puppy  must  he  take  me  for ! What  a silly 
puppy  do  I find  my6elf ! There,  again,  may  I be  hang’d,  my  dear,  but  I mis- 
took you  for  the  bar-maid. 

Miss  Hard.  Dear  me ! dear  me ! I’m  6ure  there’s  nothing  in  my  behavior 
to  put  me  upon  a level  with  one  of  that  stamp. 

Marl.  Nothing,  my  dear,  nothing.  But  I was  in  for  a list  of  blunders,  and 
could  not  help  making  you  a subscriber.  My  stupidity  saw  everything  the 
wrong  way.  I mistook  your  assiduity  for  assurance,  and  your  simplicity  for 
allurement.  But  it’s  over.  This  house  I no  more  show  my  face  in. 

Miss  Hard.  I hope,  sir,  I have  done  nothing  to  disoblige  you.  I’m  sure  I 
should  be  sorry  to  affront  any  gentleman  who  has  been  so  polite,  and  said  so 
many  civil  things  to  me.  I’m  sure  I should  be  sorry  {pretending  to  cry)  if  he 
left  the  family  upon  my  account.  I’m  sure  I should  be  sorry  people  said  any- 
thing amiss,  Bince  I have  no  fortune  but  my  character. 

Marl.  {Aside.)  By  Heaven ! she  weeps.  This  is  the  first  mark  of  tender- 
ness I ever  had  from  a modest  woman,  and  it  touches  me.  {To  her.)  Excuse 
me,  my  lovely  girl ; you  are  the  only  part  of  the  family  I leave  with  reluc- 
tance. But,  to  be  plain  witli  you,  the  difference  of  our  birth,  fortune,  and  edu- 
cation makes  an  honorable  connection  impossible ; and  I can  never  harbor  a 
thought  of  seducing  simplicity  that  trusted  in  my  honor,  of  bringing  ruin 
upon  one  whose  only  fault  was  being  too  lovely. 

Miss  Hard.  {Aside.)  Generous  man!  I now  begin  to  admire  him.  {To 
him.)  But  I am  sure  my  family  is  as  good  as  Miss  Ilardcastle’s ; and  though 
I’m  poor,  that’s  no  great  misfortune  to  a contented  mind ; and,  until  this  mo- 
ment, I never  thought  that  it  was  bad  to  want  fortune. 

Marl.  And  why  now,  my  pretty  simplicity? 

Miss  Hard.  Because  it  puts  me  at  a distance  from  one  that,  if  I had  a thou- 
sand pounds,  I would  give  it  all  to. 

Marl.  {Aside.)  This  simplicity  bewitches  me,  so  that  if  I stay,  I’m  un- 
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done.  1 must  make  one  bold  effort,  and  leave  her.  (To  her.)  Your  partiality 
in  my  favor,  my  dear,  touches  me  most,  sensibly;  and  were  I to  live  for  myself 
alone,  I could  easily  fix  my  choice.  But  1 owe  too  much  to  the  opinion  of  the 
world,  too  much  to  the  authority  of  a father;  so  that — I can  scarcely  speak  it 
— it  affects  me.  Farewell.  [Exit. 

Miss  Hard.  I never  knew  half  his  merit  fill  now.  He  shall  not  go,  if  1 
have  power  or  art  to  detain  him.  I'll  still  preserve  the  character  in  which  l 
utoffperl  to  eitnymr,  but  will  undeceive  my  papa,  who,  perhaps,  may  laugh  him 
out  of  his  resolution.  [Exit. 
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BY  CONSTANCE  FENIMORE  WOOLSON. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Margaret  harold  was  sitting  on 

a bench  at  the  East  Angels  landing. 
It  was  sunset.  Little  rose-colored  clouds, 
dappled  with  pale  lilac,  stretched  in  flaky 
waves  from  the  zenith  far  enough  down 
the  sky  for  her  to  see  them  without  rais- 
ing her  eyes  higher;  between  their  last 
soft  edges  and  the  horizon  extended  a 
broad  band  of  that  clear  green  which  be- 
longs to  Southern  sunsets,  and  in  this  em- 
erald space  shone  brightly  the  evening 
star. 

She  was  in  walking  dress;  her  slender 
figure  was  outlined  in  a long,  closely  fit- 
ting garment  of  dark  silk.  Her  large  hat, 
with  its  drooping  plumes,  made  her  face 
look  like  that  of  a Gainsborough  portrait. 
A bunch  of  ferns  which  she  had  gathered 
had  slipped  from  her  lap  to  her  feet.  Car- 
los Mateo,  very  stiff,  with  his  breast  fea- 
thers puffed  out,  stood  not  far  distant  on 
the  platform  of  the  landing  surveying 
the  water. 

Somewhere  near,  a mocking-bird  was 
pouring  forth  a flood  of  notes,  rioting  in 
melody ; it  was  marvellous  to  realize  that 
such  a little  creature  could  produce  from 
his  tiny  throat  matchless  music  like  this, 
now  a soft  strain  sweet  as  love,  now  a 
flight  of  high  clear  notes  darting  up  high- 
er and  higher  until  they  seemed  to  end  in 
heaven  itself ; and  then,  while  the  listener 
was  still  there,  where  the  little  bird  had  left 
him,  there  began  a second  time  the  sweet 
half-melancholy  song  of  love,  and  down 
came  the  hearer  to  listen  again  to  that, 
when  suddenly  the  small  musician  paused, 
and,  as  if  in  wildest  haste,  began  to  imi- 
tate the  songs  of  all  the  birds  he  knew,  one 
after  the  other,  pouring  them  forth  in 
such  rapid  succession  that  it  seemed  as  if 
he  must  end  by  choking  himself ; but  he 
did  not;  he  ended  with  a burst  of  wild 
little  cries,  like  a laugh,  and  then  darted 
up  to  the  empyrean  again,  throwing  out 
trills,  as  he  went,  like  a shower  of  musical 
spray. 

Coming  down  the  live-oak  avenue  now 
appeared  the  figure  of  Celestine. 

“If  you  please,  Miss  Margaret,  Mrs. 
Rutherford  has  sent  me  to  look  for  you.” 

“ Yes,  I know ; I am  very  late  to-night. 
I will  come  in  now.” 

Vot.:LX^-0o.  W-fjrtJ 


4 4 There’s  no  occasion  for  haste,”  Celes- 
tine answered,  bestowing  a short  glance 
of  general  inspection  upon  the  lagoon,  the 
tinted  sky,  and  the  stiff  figure  of  the  crane. 

44  What  a pagan  bird  that  crane  is !” 

44  You  hear,  Carlos  ?”  said  Margaret. 

But  Carlos  was  never  conscious  of  the 
existence  of  Celestine;  he  kept  his  atten- 
tions—his  occasional  nippings,  sentinel- 
like mounting  guard,  and  followings — ex- 
clusively for  his  Southern  friends,  the 
only  exception  being  Margaret,  whose 
presence  he  was  now  beginning  to  tol- 
erate. 

“You  don’t  call  that  mocking-bird  a 
pagan,  do  you?”  Margaret  asked.  The 
little  creature  had  burst  forth  again. 

44 1 don’t  care  much  for  mocking-birds 
myself”  Celestine  responded,  when  he 
paused  again. 

44  Well,  these  great  live-oaks  and  these 
ferns,  you  must  care  something  for  them  ?” 

44  Give  me  an  ellum-tree,  Miss  Margaret ! 

As  for  them  leaves  you’ve  got  there — all 
the  sweet-smelling  things  in  Florida,  and 
I don’t  deny  there’s  a plenty — I’d  give  the 
whole  for  one  sniff  of  the  laylocks  that 
used  to  grow  in  our  back  yard  when  I was 
a girl.” 

44  Why,  Minerva,  you’re  homesick.” 

“No,  Miss  Margaret,  no;  I’ve  got  my 
work  to  attend  to  here,  and  I shouldn’t 
know  how  to  get  on  without  it  now,  nor 
without  your  aunt — I’ve  ben  used  to  see- 
ing to  her  so  long.  No,  I ain’t  homesick : 
you  get  home  knocked  out  of  you  when 
you’ve  staid  about  in  such  places  as 
Nice,  Rome,  Egypt,  and  the  dear  knows 
where.  But  if  anybody  was  really  going 
to  live  somewheres  (I  don’t  mean  just 
staying , as  we’re  doing  now),  talk  about 
choosing  between  this  and  New  England 
— my!” 

“But  your  pupils— they  interest  you, 
don’t  they  ?” 

44  Please  don’t  call  ’em  pupils,  Miss  Mar- 
garet; there  isn’t  one  of ’em  that  can  read 
a word  yet.” 

“That  isn’t  your  fault.” 

“I  wish  I could  think  that  it  warn't. 

But  Looth  says  (I  asked  her;  she’s  got 
more  sense  than  some) — Looth  says  the 
trouble  is, I ain’t  lively  enough.  It’s  true, 

I can’t  dance.  I don’t  fling  myself  round 
without  stockings,  as  she  does.  I really 
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believe  Telano  would  have  learned  his 
letters  a sight  quicker  if  I’d  set  ’em  to  the 
tune  of  ‘ Zip  Coon.’” 

Margaret  turned  up  the  avenue  toward 
the  house. 

“There’s  no  occasion  for  haste,  if  you 
don’t  want  to  go  in  just  yet,”  Celestine 
went  on;  “she  isn’t  alone:  I saw  Dr. 
Kirby  ride  up  just  as  I came  away.  Well 
— she’s  got  on  that  maroon  silk  wrapper.” 

“Nobody  has  such  taste  as  you  have, 
Celestine,”  said  Margaret,  kindly.  “ My 
aunt  is  always  becomingly  dressed.” 

There  was  a little  movement  of  the 
New  England  woman’s  mouth,  which  drew 
down  for  an  instant  the  corners  of  her 
lips.  This  was  the  pride  and  pleasure  she 
was  repressing — swallowing;  it  was  the 
only  acknowledgment  she  made. 

“It  can’t  be  true,  can  it,  Miss  Marga- 
ret,” she  resumed,  as  they  walked  on, 
“that  there  are  Injuns  down  in  the  Ever- 
glades that  have  negroes  still,  and  are 
holding  them  as  slaves  ?” 

“ Yes,  I believe  it  is.” 

“ Well,  now,  but  they’re  freed!”  said 
Minerva  Poindexter,  loudly,  stopping 
short  in  the  middle  of  the  path. 

“Yes — if  they  knew  it.  I suppose  it  is 
difficult  to  get  there  to  let  them  know.” 

“ I’d  go  to-morrer,  I’d  wade , if  it  wasn’t 
for  your  aunt,”  said  Celestine, with  fierce- 
ness. 

Dr.  Kirby  was  sitting  with  his  esteemed 
friend  when  Margaret  entered. 

His  esteemed  friend’s  feeling  for  Mar- 
garet now  seemed  to  be  always  a tender 
compassion. 

“My  dear  child,  I fear  you  have  been 
out  too  long,  you  look  so  pale,”  was  the 
present  manifestation  of  it. 

“I  have  often  thought  what  a variation 
it  would  make  in  the  topics  of  my  friends,” 
said  Margaret,  as  she  drew  off  her  gloves, 
“if  I should  take  to  painting  my  cheeks 
a little.  Think  of  it — a touch  of  rouge, 
now,  and  the  whole  conversation  would 
be  altered.” 

“ I am  sure  that,  for  purposes  of  decora- 
tion at  least,”  said  Dr.  Kirby,  gallantly, 
“ rouge  would  be  totally  misapplied.  We 
all  know  that  Mrs.  Harold’s  complexion 
has  always  the  purest,  the  most  natural, 
the  most  salubrious  tint;  it  is  the  clear 
whiteness  of  Diana.” 

“Pray  give  those — those  green  things 
to  Looth,”  Aunt  Katrina  went  on,  lan- 
guidly. “ I hope  they  are  not  poison-ivy?” 
( Aunt  Katrina  lived  under  the  impression 


that  everything  that  came  from  the  woods 
was  poison-ivy.)  “ And  do  go  to  my  room, 
dear  child,  and  sit  down  there  awhile  be- 
fore the  fire — there’s  a little  fire — and  let 
Looth  change  your  shoes,  and  make  you  a 
nice  cup  of  tea — do,  now.  Later — later” 
Aunt  Katrina  went  on,  more  animatedly, 
“we’ll  have  some  whist.”  She  spoke  as 
though  she  were  holding  out  something 
which  Margaret  would  be  sure  to  enjoy. 

There  were  very  few  evenings  now 
when  Aunt  Katrina  did  not  expect  her 
niece  to  make  one  at  the  whist  table  drawn 
up  at  her  couch’s  side,  the  other  players 
being  Dr.  Kirby,  Betty,  or  occasionally 
Madam  Ruiz  or  Madam  Giron.  The  game 
had  come  to  be  her  greatest  pleasure,  she 
had  therefore  established  and  set  going  in 
her  circle  of  friends  the  idea  that  it  was 
an  especial  pleasure  to  Margaret  also. 
Aunt  Katrina  was  an  adept  in  these  small 
household  tyrannies. 

“How  is  Mr.  Moore  to-day?”  Margaret 
inquired,  not  replying  to  the  change  of 
shoes  or  the  cup  of  tea. 

“ He  improves  every  hour.  He  is  get- 
ting well  in  half  the  time  that  any  one 
else  would  have  taken,  and  he  will  walk 
as  lightly  as  ever  before  long — or  almost 
as  lightly.  He  is  rather  uncomfortably 
comfortable  just  now,  however,”  the  Doc- 
tor went  on,  laughing;  “he  doesn’t  know 
how  to  adapt  himself  to  all  his  new  luxu- 
ries; he  took  up  an  ivory-handled  brush 
this  morning  almost  as  though  it  were  an 
infernal  machine.” 

“I  should  hardly  think  Mrs.  Moore 
would  approve  of  useless  luxuries,”  said 
Aunt  Katrina,  not  with  a sniff  — Aunt 
Katrina  never  sniffed — but  with  a slight 
movement  of  the  tip  of  her  very  well 
shaped  nose.  She  followed  the  move- 
ment with  a light  stroke  upon  that  tip 
with  her  delicate  embroidered  handker- 
chief. 

“Penelope  nowadays  approves  of  ev- 
erything for  her  Middleton,”  said  Dr.  Kir- 
by, laughing  again.  ‘ 1 1 believe  she’ll  deck 
him  out  with  pink  silk  curtains  round  his 
bed  before  she  gets  through.  She’s  fright- 
ened; she  told  me  the  other  day  that  she 
was  afraid  she  had  encouraged  in  him  too 
much  of  the  spirit  of  a Stoic.  So  now 
she’s  trying  Epicurus.” 

“Yes — but  ivory-handled  brushes ,”  said 
Aunt  Katrina,  confining  herself,  as  usual, 
to  the  facts;  “and  his  hair  is  so  thin, 
too.” 

“I  must  confess  I roared — if  you  will 
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permit  the  rather  free  expression.  But 
the  brushes  came  with  all  the  other  things 
that  nephew  of  yours  sent  down.  I be- 
lieve he’s  trying  to  corrupt  the  dominie.” 

“I  am  very  glad  to  hear  that  Mr.  Moore 
is  going  on  so  well,”  said  Margaret.  Car- 
rying her  plumed  hat  in  her  hand,  she  left 
the  room. 

“He  is  an  excellent  man,  Mr.  Moore — 
most  excellent,”  observed  Aunt  Katrina, 
a little  stiffly.  4 4 Of  course  we  can  never 
forget  our  obligations  to  him.” 

44 1 should  think  not,  indeed,”  answered 
^Reginald  Kirby,  for  the  first  time  losing 
some  of  his  gallantry  of  tone. 

44 1 am  sure  we  have  shown  that  we  do 
not  forget  them,”  Aunt  Katrina  went  on, 
with  dignity.  “Margaret  has  shown  it, 
and  Evert;  between  them  they  have  made 
Mr.  Moore  comfortable  for  life.” 

44  There  wouldn’t  have  been  much  life 
left  in  any  of  you  without  him,”  said  Kir- 
by, still  fierily. 

“I  beg  your  pardon:  I am  not  so  de- 
pendent upon  my  niece,  dear  as  she  is  to 
me,  as  that ; I think  such  dependence  mor- 
ally wrong.  You  must  remember,  too, 
that  I have  already  been  through  great 
sorrows — the  greatest;  my  life  has  not 
been  an  easy  one.”  The  fair  gemmed 
hand  was  gently  raised  here;  then  it 
dropped  with  resignation  upon  the  ma- 
roon silk  lap.  44 1 esteem  Mr.  Moore  high- 
ly— haven’t  I mentioned  to  you  that  I do  ? 
Surely  I have.  But  I can  not  be  deeply 
interested  in  him.  Mr.  Moore  is  not  an 
interesting  man ; he  is  not  an  exciting 
man.  I am  afraid  that  when  I care  for 
a friend,”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  frankly, 
“when  I find  a friend  delightful , I am 
afraid  I am  apt,  yes,  very  apt,  to  make 
comparisons.”  And  she  glanced  at  the 
Doctor  with  a charming  smile. 

“Pardon  my  ill  temper,”  murmured 
the  Doctor,  completely  won  again.  He 
bowed,  with  his  hand  on  the  expanse  of 
immaculate  linen  that  covered  his  well- 
expanded  chest.  44  After  all,”  he  said  to 
himself,  with  conviction,  4 4 she’s  adeuced- 
ly  fine  woman  still.” 

Three  months  had  elapsed  since  the 
burning  of  the  house  on  the  river. 

It  was  now  thought  that  Margaret  had 
set  it  on  fire  herself;  she  had  wakened, 
feeling  somewhat  chilled,  and  had  gone 
across  to  a store-room  in  the  main  build- 
ing to  see  if  she  could  get  a blanket;  hav- 
ing no  candle,  she  had  taken  a box  of 
matches  fro_in  her  travelling  bag,  and  had 
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used  them  to  light  her  way,  and  probably 
some  spark  or  burning  end  had  fallen 
among  the  stored  woollens,  and  the  fire 
had  smouldered  there  for  some  time  be- 
fore making  its  way  out. 

Mr.  Moore  had  remained  for  three  weeks 
in  the  neighboring  hotel,  his  wife  and  Dr. 
Kirby  constantly  with  him.  They  had 
then  decided  to  take  him  on  a litter  to 
Gracias.  They  crossed  the  St.  John’s  in 
safety,  and  came  slowly  over  the  pine- 
barrens. 

As  they  approached  the  town, Dr. Kirby, 
who,  with  Winthrop,  was  accompanying 
the  litter  on  horseback, a little  in  advance, 
saw  a number  of  people  in  the  road. 

“They  have  come  out  to  meet  him,” 
said  the  Doctor,  angrily.  4 4 How  senseless ! 
how  wicked ! In  his  present  state  the  ex- 
citement will  kill  him.  I shall  ride  for- 
ward and  tell  them  to  go  back.” 

“No,  don’t,”  said  Winthrop;  44 1 think 
you’re  mistaken.  I think  it  will  do  him 
good.  He  has  never  in  the  least  under- 
stood how  much  they  care  for  him  ; he  has 
always  been  kept  both  mentally  and  phys- 
ically too  low.  What  he  needs  now  is  a 
richer  diet.” 

“Are  you  turning  into  a doctor  your- 
self?” inquired  Kirby,  still  with  impa- 
tience, yet  struck,  too,  by  the  suggestion. 

“It  is  true  that  I have  always  said  he'd 
be  twice  the  man  he  was  if  he  had  a glass 
of  port  with  his  dinner.” 

44  This  will  be  the  glass  of  port.” 

Mr.  Moore’s  litter  had  curtains,  which 
were  down ; he  had  not  yet  seen  the  as- 
semblage. His  improvised  couch  was 
swung  carefully  across  a large  wragon, 
which  was  drawn  by  Winthrop’s  horses 
on  a walk,  a man  leading  them.  Penel- 
ope followed  in  a carriage,  which  Win- 
throp had  also  provided. 

44 1 declare — it’s  all  Gracias!”  exclaimed 
the  Doctor,  as  they  came  near  the  assem- 
bled groups.  “ Not  only  our  own  people, 
but  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels’  people  have 
come  also — there’s  Father  Florencio  at 
the  head  of  them.” 

Penelope  had  now  discovered  the  as- 
semblage, and  had  bidden  her  coachman 
hasten  forward.  Descending  with  her  fee- 
ble step,  she  herself  fastened  back  the  cur- 
tains of  the  litter.  “Dear,”  she  said,  ten- 
derly, 44  they  have  come  out  to  meet  you 
— the  Gracias  people.  I know  you  will 
be  glad.” 

She  kissed  him,  and  re-arranged  his  pil- 
lows. Then  she  let  Winthrop  help  her 
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back  into  her  carriage,  which  fell  behind 
again.  Penelope  agreed  with  him,  it  was 
evident,  in  thinking  that  excitement  would 
do  the  injured  man  good. 

Winthrop,  who  had  dismounted,  gave 
his  horse  to  Tom,  who  was  behind,  and 
walked  himself  beside  the  now  open  litter. 
The  Doctor  rode  on  the  other  side,  and 
thus  they  went  on  their  way  again  to- 
ward the  waiting  people. 

These  people  were  showing  more  sense 
than  the  Doctor  had  given  them  credit 
for;  they  had  drawn  themselves  up  in 
two  even  lines,  one  on  each  side  of  the 
narrow  pine-barren  road,  on  the  right  the 
congregation  of  St.  Philip  and  St.  James, 
with  their  senior  warden  at  the  end  of 
the  line,  and,  opposite,  the  flock  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Angels,  led  by  their  benign, 
handsome  old  priest,  Father  Florencio. 
Then,  further  on,  at  a little  distance,  came 
the  negroes,  drawn  up  also  in  two  lines. 

The  whites  were  very  still;  they  did 
not  cheer;  they  bowed  and  waved  their 
hands.  Mr.  Moore  looked  from  one  side 
to  the  other,  turning  his  head  a little, 
and  peering  from  his  half-closed  eyes,  as 
his  litter  passed  on  between  the  ranks  of 
friends.  It  had  been  agreed  that  nothing 
should  be  said — he  was  too  weak  to  bear 
it.  But  all  the  people  smiled,  though 
many  of  them  felt  their  tears  starting  at 
the  same  moment,  as  they  saw  his  help- 
less form;  they  smiled  determinedly,  and 
w’inked  back  the  moisture:  he  should  see 
none  but  cheerful  faces  as  he  passed.  At 
the  end  of  the  line  the  senior  warden,  in 
their  name,  stepped  forward  and  pressed 
the  rector’s  hand,  and  then  from  the  oth- 
er side  came  Father  Florencio,  who  heart- 
ily did  the  same. 

Penelope,  looking  from  the  open  car- 
riage behind,  was  crying.  But  Mr.  Moore 
himself  was  not  excited.  He  thought  it 
very  beautiful  that  they  should  all  have 
come  out  in  this  way  to  meet  him ; it  was 
the  sign  of  a great  kindness. 

It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  it  was  the 
sign  of  a great  admiration  as  well. 

When  the  litter  came  abreast  of  the  two 
long  lines  of  blacks,  they  could  not  keep 
back  their  demonstrations  of  welcome 
quite  so  completely  as  the  whites  had 
done.  The  Baptist  minister  of  their  own 
race,  who  was  the  pastor  of  most  of  them, 
stood,  in  his  Sunday  clothes,  with  his 
hand  up  warningly,  in  order  to  check 
their  exuberance.  One  broad  gleam  of 
white  teel^h  extended  down  the  entire 
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line,  and,  “ He’s  come  back  fum  de  gold’n 
gate  1”  4 4 Bless  de  passon !”  4 4 Blow,  Ga- 

berl !”  were  murmured  in  under-tones  as 
the  litter  passed.  And  then,  behind  it, 
there  were  noiseless  leaps  and  hats  (most 
of  them  battered)  in  the  air;  next,  they  all 
ran  forward  over  the  barren  in  a body,  in 
order  to  precede  the  procession  into  Gra- 
cias. 

“Don’t  shout — do  you  hear  me? — no 
shouting,”  said  Dr.  Kirby,  imperatively. 
He  had  been  obliged  to  leave  his  place 
beside  the  litter;  there  was  no  room  for  his 
horse  between  the  close-pressing  ranks, 
and  now  he  rode  forward  in  order  to  keep 
a control,  if  possible,  over  the  joyous 
throng.  “If  you  shout,  it  will  be  very 
bad  for  him,”  he  went  on,  threateningly. 
He  had  stopped  his  horse  and  was  address- 
ing them  from  the  saddle;  the  litter  was 
some  distance  behind. 

“But  we  gotter  do  sumpen , marse,” 
said  one  of  the  men,  protestingly. 

“Dance,  then!  But  make  no  noise 
about  it.  When  he’s  safely  in  his  own 
house  again,  then  go  down  to  the  pier, 
if  you  like,  and  shout  as  much  as  you 
please.” 

This  was  done.  The  negroes  preceded 
the  litter  through  the  streets  of  Gracias, 
and  waited  in  sympathetic  silence  until 
Mr.  Moore  had  been  carried  into  the  rec- 
tory, and  the  door  was  closed  behind  him. 
Then  they  adjourned  to  the  pier,  and 
danced  and  shouted  there  as  if,  old  Mrs. 
Kirby  declared,  with  her  hands  over  her 
little  ears — 4 4 as  if  they  meant  to  raise  the 
dead.” 

“No,  ma,  no;  they  mean  to  raise  the 
living  if  they  can,”  said  her  son,  when  he 
came  in. 

He  had  been  more  affected  than  he 
would  confess  by  that  welcome  out  on 
the  barren.  He  had  not  known  himself 
how  much  attached  he  was  to  the  mild- 
voiced clergyman  until  it  had  become 
probable  that  soon  they  should  hear  that 
voice  no  more.  The  danger  of  death  was 
now  averted,  he  hoped,  though  the  illness 
might  be  a long  one.  In  his  own  mind 
he  had  registered  a vow  never  to  call  any 
one  44  limp”  again.  He  had  called  Mr. 
Moore  that  (he  had  even  called  him 
44  simp”  as  well)  about  once  a week  for 
years.  44  There’s  a kind  of  limpness  that’s 
strength”  — thus  he  lectured  himself— 
“and  you,  Reginald  Kirby,  for  all  your 
airs  and  talk,  might  not,  in  an  emergency, 
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ing  out  your  chest  won’t  save  you,  my 
lad;  not  a whit.” 

“I  have  never  felt  so  completely  like 
an  alien  as  I did  while  marching  beside 
that  litter,”  said  Evert  Winthrop,  de- 
scribing these  events,  later,  to  his  aunt. 
“They’re  too  kind-hearted  to  hate  any 
one,  I suppose.  And  yet  I felt  sure  that 
half  of  them  did  hate  me,  and  wondered 
what  in  the  world  I was  doing  there.  In 
some  way  they  regarded  me  as  the  cause 
of  his  injuries.  You  may  rest  convinced 
of  one  thing,  Aunt  Katrina,  we  shall  nev- 
er be  really  welcome  in  Gracias  again; 
we  are  all  Northerners,  and  between  us 
we  have  managed  to  burn  up  their  par- 
son.” 

“How  ridiculous!”  said  Aunt  Katrina, 
disdainfully.  “I  don’t  suppose  it  will 
trouble  us  much  whether  we’re  welcome 
or  not,  will  it  ? It  won’t  trouble  me.” 

Fond  as  she  was  of  the  position  of  pa- 
troness, of  great  lady,  she  was  not  alto- 
gether pleased  with  her  nephew’s  later 
course.  “I  think  you  have  done  too 
much,”  she  said.  “A  proper  acknow- 
ledgment is  all  very  well,  but  you  and 
Margaret  have  given  Mr.  Moore  a really 
comfortable  little  fortune,  and  you  have 
put  it  entirely  into  his  own  hands,  too.” 

“Whose  hands  would  you  have  put  it 
into  ?” 

“A  lawyer’s,  of  course,”  Aunt  Katrina 
answered. 

“I  am  afraid  Margaret  and  I are  not 
always  as  judicious  as  you  are,  Aunt 
Kate.” 

Aunt  Kate  was  not  quick  (it  was  one 
of  the  explanations  of  the  charming  pre- 
servation of  her  beauty).  “No,  you  are 
not,  but  I wish  you  were,”  she  responded, 
comfortably. 

Mr.  Moore  knew  nothing  of  the  increase 
of  his  income.  It  was  Penelope  who  had 
been  won  overby  Winthrop’s  earnest  logic 
— earnest  in  regard  to  the  comfort  of  the 
poor  sufferer  lying  blinded,  voiceless,  help- 
less, in  the  next  room.  What  Winthrop 
was  urging  was  3imply  that  money  should 
not  be  considered  in  providing  for  him 
every  possible  alleviation  and  luxury.  His 
illness  might  be  a long  one  (at  that  stage 
— it  was  while  Mr.  Moore  was  still  in  the 
river  hotel — no  one  spoke  of  the  danger 
of  death,  though  they  all  knew  that  it 
was  near);  everything,  therefore,  should 
be  done  to  lighten  it.  If  the  rectory  was 
gloomy,  another  house  in  Gracias  should 
be  taken — one  with  a large  garden;  two 
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trained  nurses  should  be  sent  for  imme- 
diately ; and,  later,  there  must  be  good 
horses,  and  some  sort  of  a low,  easy  vehi- 
cle, made  on  purpose  to  carry  a person  in 
a recumbent  posture.  Many  other  things 
would  be  required;  these  he  mentioned 
now  were  but  a beginning.  Mrs.  Moore 
must  see  that  neither  his  aunt,  Mrs.  Har- 
old, nor  himself  could  take  a moment’s 
rest  until  everything  was  done  that  could 
be  done,  and  they  should  all  feel  extreme- 
ly unhappy,  miserable,  if  she  should  re- 
fuse them;  if  she  would  but  stop  to  think 
of  it,  she  must  realize  that. 

Penelope  agreed  to  this. 

She  had  cried  so  much  that  she  was  the 
picture  of  living  despair;  she  was  think- 
ing of  nothing  but  her  husband  and  his 
pain;  but  she  forced  a momentary  atten- 
tion toward  Winthrop,  who  was  talking 
so  earnestly  to  her,  trying  to  make  some 
impression. 

He  could  see  that  he  did  not  make 
much. 

“ Your  husband  gave  his  life  — it 
amounted  to  that — to  save  Margaret’s. 

She  was  nothing  to  him — that  is,  no  rela- 
tive, not  even  a near  friend ; yet  he  faced 
for  her  the  most  horrible  of  deaths.  If 
it  had  not  been  for  him,  that  would  have 
been  her  death;  and  think,  then,  Mrs. 
Moore,  think  what  tve  should  be  feeling 
now.”  He  had  meant  to  say  this  steadi- 
ly, but  he  could  not.  His  voice  became 
choked ; he  got  up  quickly  and  went  to  the 
window. 

Penelope,  who,  tired  as  she  was,  and 
with  one  hand  pressed  constantly  against 
her  weak  back,  was  yet  sitting  on  the 
edge  of  a hard  wooden  chair,  ready  to 
jump  up  and  run  into  the  next  room  at 
an  instant’s  notice,  tried  again  to  detach 
her  mind  from  her  husband  long  enough 
to  think  of  what  it  was  this  man  was  say- 
ing to  her ; she  liked  Margaret,  and  there- 
fore she  succeeded  sufficiently  well  to 
answer,  “It  would  have  been  terrible .” 
Then  her  thoughts  went  back  to  Middle- 
ton  again. 

“Don’t  you  see,  then,”  said  Winthrop, 
returning,  “that  standing  as  we  do  almost 
beside  her  grave,  your  husband  has  be- 
come the  most  precious  person  in  the 
world  to  us  ? How  can  you  hesitate  ?”  he 
said,  breaking  off.  “How  can  you  deny 
us  the  pleasure  of  doing  everything  pos- 
sible— so  little  at  best — to  help  him  in  his 
great  suffering?” 

“Oh  yes— his  suffering!  his  suffering !” 
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moaned  the  wife,  the  tears  dropping  down 
her  white  cheeks  without  any  distortion 
of  feature.  Her  eyes  looked  large;  singu- 
larly enough,  though  she  was  so  exhaust- 
ed, her  countenance  appeared  younger 
than  he  had  ever  seen  it.  Under  the  all- 
absorbing  influence  of  her  grief  its  usual 
expressions  had  gone,  and  one  could  trace 
again  the  outlines  of  youth ; her  girlhood 
face — almost  her  little-girl  face — had  come 
strangely  back,  as  it  does  sometimes  after 
death,  when  grandchildren  see,  with  star- 
tled, loving  surprise,  what  “grandma” 
was — “dear  grandma” — when  she  too 
was  only  sixteen. 

Winthrop  took  her  thin  worn  hand  and 
carried  it  to  his  lips;  her  sorrow  was  very 
sacred  to  him,  and  Death,  he  knew,  was 
hovering  over  that  couch  in  the  next 
room.  “For  you  too,”  he  urged — “you 
who  are  so  tired  and  ill — let  us  help  you 
all  we  can.  Do  not  refuse  us,  Mrs.  Moore ; 
do  not.” 

The  door  into  the  next  room  now  open- 
ed softly,  and  Dr.  Kirby  entered,  closing 
it  behind  him.  “No,  sit  still,”  he  said, 
as  Mrs.  Moore  started  up.  “There’s  no- 
thing to  be  done  for  him  just  now;  he’s 
asleep.”  He  called  it  “sleep,”  to  pacify 
her.  “I  came  in  to  say,”  he  went  on — 
“ I knew  you  were  here,  Mr.  Winthrop — 
that  there  must  not  be  so  much  noise  on 
this  floor.  I have  no  doubt  the  people  of 
the  house  are  as  careful  as  they  can  be — 
in  fact,  I know  they  are;  but  there  are 
others  here.” 

Winthrop  turned  to  Penelope.  “ Now 
will  you  consent  ?”  he  said. 

(She  looked  at  him ; she  was  thinking 
only  of  the  blessed  fact  that  Middleton 
was  asleep.) 

“ You  hear  what  Dr.  Kirby  says  ? — the 
house  must  be  kept  more  quiet.  I can 
clear  it  immediately  of  every  person  in  it. 
The  noise  is  bad  for  your  husband — don’t 
you  understand  ? It  will  make  a differ- 
ence in  his — in  his  recovery.” 

“ Oh ! do  anything,  anything!”  said  the 
wife,  wringing  her  hands. 

He  pursued  his  advantage.  “You  are 
willing,  then,  that  I should  do  everything 
possible — for  his  sake,  you  know?  You 
consent.  And  I shall  not  ask  you  again ; 
I shall  simply  go  on  and  do  my  best.” 

“ Yes,  yes,”  she  answered. 

“ By — all— means,”  said  Dr.  Kirby,  im- 
pressively. “Consent?  Of  course  you 
consent,  Penelope.”  He  had  never  called 
her  Penelope  before  in  his  life.  After 


that  he  never  called  her  by  any  other 
name. 

It  seemed  to  Reginald  Kirby  a natural 
thing  (and  a small  one  too)  that  these 
Northerners  should  wish  to  do  every- 
thing they  could  for  the  dying  hero  in 
there.  At  that  time  the  Doctor  thought 
he  would  die. 

Twelve  hours  later,  with  the  exception 
of  the  proprietors  and  their  servants,  there 
was  no  one  save  Mr.  Moore  and  his  friends 
in  the  river  hotel.  And  the  house  was 
held  empty  as  long  as  he  remained  there. 

Aunt  Katrina  never  could  find  out  how 
much  those  weeks — there  were  three  of 
them — cost  her  nephew. 

But  she  did  find  out  that  her  nephew 
and  Margaret  together  had  given  the 
Moores  that  “comfortable  little  fortune,” 
though  it  was  not  in  Mr.  Moore’s  hands, 
as  she  supposed;  it  was  in  Penelope’s. 

Penelope  herself  knew  but  little  about 
it  even  now,  save  the  fact  (a  great  one) 
that  where  she  had  once  had  a dollar  to 
spend  in  a certain  time,  she  now  had  ten. 
They  had  lived  on  six  hundred  a year; 
they  now  had  six  thousand. 

Mr. Moore  noticed  his  new  luxuries;  he 
knew  that  Evert  Winthrop  had  sent  many 
of  them  down  from  New  York,  and  he  felt 
very  grateful.  He  asked  Penelope  if  she 
had  sufficiently  thanked  him. 

“Why,  Middleton  dear,  he’s  grateful 
to  you,”  Penelope  answered. 

She  never  confessed  that  it  was  she  her- 
self who  had  asked  for  the  ivory  brushes. 
Once  let  loose  on  that  track,  her  imagina- 
tion had  become  wildly  lawless.  She  had 
not  considered  the  rectory  gloomy,  as 
Winthrop  had  suggested;  but  there  was 
no  doubt  but  that  she  would  have  sus- 
pended pink  silk  curtains  round  Middle- 
ton’s bed  if  the  idea  had  once  occurred  to 
her.  She  had  always  had  a secret  admi- 
ration for  velvet  coats — which  she  asso- 
ciated in  some  way  with  King  Charles 
the  Martyr — and  she  now  cherished  a 
plan  for  attiring  Middleton  in  one  (when 
he  should  be  able  to  be  attired),  and  had 
even  selected  the  color — a dark  wood 
brown.  It  would  not  do  for  church  serv- 
ices, of  course ; but  while  he  was  still  an 
invalid,  now — And  she  lost  herself  in 
dreams  of  satin  linings.  Her  fancy,  how- 
ever, did  not  tinge  her  own  attire;  she  was 
still  clad  in  the  green  delaine. 

On  the  day  after  the  fire  Margaret  had 
left  the  river. 

Though  otherwise  unhurt,  she  was  suf- 
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fering  from  nervous  shock,  and  knew 
that  she  should  be  of  no  use  as  a nurse, 
at  least  for  the  present.  Dr.  Kirby  and 
Mrs.  Moore  had  reached  the  hotel,  and 
Winthrop  was  to  remain  there  with  them. 
She  could  not  travel  far,  so  she  crossed 
over  to  East  Angels. 

When  she  reached  the  house,  late  in 
the  evening,  Aunt  Katrina’s  tearful  eyes 
and  suffering  voice  greeted  her:  44  Oh, 
Margaret!  Margaret!  what  a shock  you 
have  given  me!” 

Celestine,  however  (there  were  certain 
emergencies  when  Celestine  did  not  scru- 
ple to  interrupt  Aunt  Katrina),  appeared 
promptly  upon  the  scene  from  somewhere, 
took  Margaret  up  in  her  arms  as  though 
she  had  been  a child,  and  carried  her  off 
to  her  bedroom. 

“Oh,  Miss  Margaret!”  she  said,  weep- 
ing over  her  one  or  two  big  tears  as  she 
laid  her  down  on  the  bed — “oh,  Miss 
Margaret !” 

“ There’s  nothing  the  matter  with  me, 
Minerva,  except  that  I am  tired,”  Marga- 
ret answered. 

And  she  did  look  tired.  She  was  so 
tired  that  she  had  not  laughed  over  Celes- 
tine’s  idea  of  taking  her  up  and  carrying 
her ; she  was  glad  to  be  carried. 

But  having  shed  her  tears,  Celestine 
was  now  the  nurse  again.  44  Don’t  speak 
another  word,”  she  said,  peremptorily. 
And  then,  with  careful  hands,  she  un- 
dressed Margaret  and  put  her  to  bed. 

At  the  end  of  the  third  day  Margaret 
was  able  to  present  herself  again  in  Aunt 
Katrina’s  sitting-room. 

“Well,  I suppose  you’ve  got  to  get  it 
over  some  time,”  was  Celestine’s  reluctant 
assent. 

“But  how  in  the  world,  Margaret,  did 
you  ever  come  to  go  back  to  that  house 
all  alone,  late  at  night,  and  without  let- 
ting any  one  know?”  demanded  Aunt 
Katrina,  in  the  course  of  her  cross-exam- 
ination. “I’ve  tried  to  conceal  what  I 
thought  of  such  a wild  freak — from  Bet- 
ty, for  instance.  But  it  has  been  hard 
work.” 

The  unfailing  Betty  was  at  East  Angels 
again.  She  had  wished  very  much  to  go 
over  to  the  river  to  assist  poor  Penelope; 
but  Kate  had  sent  for  her — Kate  had  been 
so  much  affected  by  the  shock — and  so,  of 
course,  she  had  given  up  her  own  desire, 
and  come  down  to  stay  with  her  friend. 
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“It  was  not  late,”  Margaret  answered; 
it  was  early.  I changed  my  mind  about 
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sleeping  at  the  hotel ; I thought  I should 
rather  sleep  in  my  own  house,  after  all,  so 
I went  back.  Then  when  I found  that 
Mr.  Moore  had  already  gone  to  bed,  early 
though  it  was,  I decided  not  to  disturb 
him.” 

“What  a piece  of  craziness,  the  whole 
affair!  And  to  think,  too,  that  at  your 
age  you  should  have  gone  wandering 
about  with  lighted  matches ! Well,  I am 
glad  that  I at  least  have  no  such  tastes. 
When  I say  I am  going  to  sleep  in  a place, 

I sleep  there,  and  you  have  no  idea  what 
sacrifices  I have  made  sometimes,  when 
travelling,  to  keep  my  word  — keep  it 
merely  to  myself : it  is  so  much  better  to 
do  what  you  say  you’re  going  to,  and  not 
keep  changing  your  mind.  I can  never 
be  thankful  enough  that  Lanse  was  not 
there ; he  could  never  have  escaped  so  eas- 
ily as  you  did,  poor  fellow,  because  he  can 
not  walk  well  even  now.  It  really  seems 
almost  providential,  his  having  gone  off 
on  that  journey  just  at  that  time.  And 
as  to  the  wandering  about  with  matches, 
Margaret  (for  it  all  comes  back  to  that), 
it’s  an  excellent  rule  for  people  who  have 
those  manias  never  to  allow  themselves 
to  get  out  of  bed  (until  the  next  morning, 
of  course)  after  once  they’re  in.  Now  do 
promise  me  that  you  will  make  it  yours, 
at  least  as  long  as  you  are  staying  here. 
Otherwise  I shall  be  so  nervous.” 

“ I wasn’t  in  bed  at  all,”  said  Marga- 
ret. 

“A  lounge  is  the  same  thing:  don’t 
quibble,”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  severely. 

Here  Betty,  hurrying  in,  fell  on  Mar- 
garet’s neck  and  kissed  her,  holding  her 
closely  in  her  affectionate  arms.  “Oh, 
my  dearest  child ! restored  to  us  from  that 
dreadful  danger,  thank  God!  To  think 
how  near  you  came — Oh,  my  dear,  dear 
girl!”  She  kissed  her  again,  and  got  out 
her  handkerchief  to  dry  her  brimming 
eyes.  “We’re  going  to  have  prayers  in 
the  church,  my  dear — thanksgiving 

“What  a pity  it  is,  Betty,  that  you  are 
so  demonstrative!  You  can  be  glad  to 
see  Margaret  without  boohooing,  can't 
you  ? And  when  I have  such  a head- 
ache, too.” 

44 1 am  very  sorry,  Kate,  I’m  sure,”  Bet- 
ty answered.  She  sat  down  on  the  sofa 
beside  Margaret;  as  there  was  a table  in 
front  of  her  which  concealed  the  move- 
ment, she  put  out  her  hand  furtively  and 
took  Margaret’s  in  hers,  holding  it  witli 
tenderness,  and  giving  it  every  now  and 
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then  a gentle  pressure.  This  was  the 
first  time  she  had  seen  her  (Celestine  had 
allowed  no  one  to  cross  the  threshold); 
she  could  not  restrain  the  expression  of 
the  motherly  affection  she  felt  for  this 
sweet,  pale  woman  who  had  been  so  near 
death. 

In  the  mean  while  she  talked  as  usual, 
or  rather  listened  as  usual,  to  her  dear 
Kate.  This  was  not  duplicity  on  Betty’s 
part;  on  principle, she  never  opposed  Kate 
now — she  was  such  an  invalid,  poor  dear! 
In  Betty’s  secret  heart  lurked  the  settled 
conviction  that  if  Kate  would  only  “let 
her  figure  go,”  and  be  just  “natural,”  as 
she  (Betty)  was,  it  would  be  “so  much 
better  for  her.”  People’s  figures  altered  as 
they  grew  older ; it  was  useless  to  say  they 
did  not.  Betty’s  opinion  was  that  no  one, 
without  recourse  to  art,  could  retain  a 
good  waist  after  forty-five.  Dear  Kate 
was  over  sixty  (though  she  did  not  look 
it) ; really  it  was  scarcely  seemly  to  be  so 
girted  in. 

If  dear  Kate  could  have  suspected  these 
opinions,  there  is  no  doubt  but  that  she 
would  have  risen  from  her  couch,  figure 
and  all,  and  turned  her  uncinctured  Eliz- 
abeth bodily  from  the  room. 

On  the  fourth  day  Winthrop  came  over 
from  the  river. 

Learning  from  Celestine  that  his  aunt 
was  in  fairly  comfortable  condition  (in 
spite  of  her  “shock”),  he  had  fifteen  min- 
utes of  serious  conversation  with  her.  He 
told  the  truth  about  Lansing  Harold’s  re- 
lations with  his  wTife,  as  well  as  his  rela- 
tions with  another  person. 

Aunt  Katrina  was  much  overcome : this 
time  the  “shock”  was  real.  She  cared 
more  for  Lanse  than  for  any  one.  Much 
as  she  cared  for  him,  she  had  always  ad- 
mired him  even  more.  She  cried — really 
cried ; her  handsome  face  became  redden- 
ed and  disfigured,  and  she  did  not  think 
of  it.  “ He  was  such  a dear  little  boy — 
my  own  dear  little  boy,”  she  said,  sobbing 
bitterly.  Then  she  rallied.  “If  he  had 
had  another  sort  of  wife,  he  would  have 
been  different.” 

“ That’s  what  is  always  said  about  such 
men.  In  any  case,  there's  nothing  gained 
by  going  back  to  that  now.” 

“ I think  something  is  gained:  justice 
is  gained — justice  for  Lanse.  And  plenty 
of  men  make  their  wives  horribly  misera- 
ble through  long  years— a whole  lifetime 
— and  never  desert  them : the  wives  would 
be  glad  if  they  would ! I think  Lanse  is 
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better  than  that.  And,  mark  my  words, 
Evert,  Margaret  Cruger  has  not  suffered.” 

“Whether  she  has  or  not,  she  is  going 
to  leave  us,  she  tells  me.” 

“What?”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  quickly, 
turning  toward  him  her  altered  counte- 
nance. He  scarcely  knew  it,  with  its  red- 
dened eyes  and  slightly  spotted  look. 
Aunt  Katrina’s  eyes  were  always  so  se- 
rene, her  fine  complexion  was  always  so 
white  and  smooth. 

“She  thinks  of  going  north ; she  talks 
of  opening  that  old  house  of  hers  in  the 
country,  and  living  there.” 

“And  me  ?”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  in  an- 
gry amazement.  “Does  she  cut  herself 
free  from  me  in  that  way  ? In  my  state  of 
health  ?” 

“It  appears  so.” 

Aunt  Katrina  remained  speechless. 
Pure  dismay  was  now  conquering  every 
other  feeling. 

“ The  truth  is,  Aunt  Katrina,  you  have 
not  been  kind  enough  to  Margaret,  ever.” 

“ Kind!”  ejaculated  the  lady. 

“ No.  She  has  done  everything  for  you 
for  years,  and  you  have  constantly  ill- 
treated  her.” 

‘ 4 Ill-treated ! Good  heavens !” 

“She  has  therefore  decided — and  I am 
not  much  surprised — that  she  would  rath- 
er have  a home  of  her  own.” 

“ And  you  abet  her  in  this?” 

“Not  at  all:  I think  she  had  much  bet- 
ter stay  with  you.  I am  only  explaining 
to  you  how  she  feels.” 

“I  don’t  know  that  I care  to  under- 
stand Margaret  Cruger" 8 feelings.” 

“Exactly;  you  don’t.  And  therefore 
she  is  going.  ” 

Aunt  Katrina  was  evidently  struggling 
with  her  own  thoughts.  He  left  her  to 
the  contest. 

At  last, 4 4 Poor  child !”  she  said,  sighing, 
as  she  gently  pressed  a handkerchief  to 
different  parts  of  her  disordered  counte- 
nance— “ poor  child !” 

Winthrop  waited  for  further  develop- 
ments: he  knew  they  would  come. 

“It  is  natural  that  I should  have  been 
cold  to  her,  perhaps,  feeling  as  I did  so 
keenly  how  unqualified  she  was  to  make 
a congenial  home  for  Lanse.  But,  as  you 
say,  probably  she  can  not  help  it;  it  is  her 
disposition:  she  was  born  so.  And  now, 
to  think  what  she  must  be  feeling.  She 
has,  in  her  way,  a strict  conscience,  and 
to-day  she  faces  the  fact  that,  by  her  own 
utter  want  of  sympathy  (which  I suppose 
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she  really  can  not  help),  she  has  driven 
him  away  a second  time,  sent  him  a sec- 
ond time  into  bad  courses.  I realize,  in- 
deed, that  it  is  the  moment  when  I ought 
to  do  everything  I can  for  her,  when  I 
should  stifle  my  own  feelings,  and  treat 
her  with  the  greatest  tenderness.  Don’t 
you  agree  with  me  ?” 

4 4 Fully.  But  even  then  I don’t  know 
that  you  can  induce  her  to  stay.” 

“Really— the  more  I think  of  it,  the 
more  sorry  I feel  for  her.  She  is  deeply  to 
be  pitied.  I can  imagine  how  crushed  I 
should  have  felt,  how  humiliated,  if  Pe- 
ter had  deserted  me.  But  if  he  had  done 
so,  I should  have  gone  immediately,  of 
course,  to  stay  with  some  older  relative — 
it  is  the  only  proper  way.  You  might  rep- 
resent to  Margaret  how  much  better  it 
would  look  if  she  should  continue,  as  be- 
fore, to  reside  with  me.  To  be  sure,  she 
isn’t  a beautiful  woman  at  all— she’s  by  far 
too  pale  and  thin — but  she’s  rather  young, 
all  the  same,  to  live  quite  by  herself.” 

4 4 Perhaps  this  time  she  won’t  take  so 
much  pains  about  the  ‘look’  of  anything; 
perhaps  she  will  let  people  know  the  real 
facts.  She  has  always  concealed  them 
heretofore.” 

“They  would  only  be  her  own  condem- 
nation, in  any  case;  everybody  would  per- 
fectly understand  that  it  was  some  lack  in 
Aer,”  answered  Aunt  Katrina,  with  deci- 
sion. 44  But  I think  you  had  better  speak 
to  her,  and  immediately.  It  is  so  much 
more  desirable,  on  her  own  account,  that 
she  should  remain  with  me.  I don’t  fan- 
cy she  cares  much  for  you,  or  she  would 
never  have  tried  to  engage  you  to  that 
odious  Garda  Thorne;  still,  you  are  a rel- 
ative, after  a fashion,  and  she  ought  to 
listen  to  you.  You  might  tell  her,”  she 
added,  her  voice  falling  into  a pathetic 
key,  “that  probably  I shall  not  be  left  to 
her  Zong.” 

4 4 My  dear  aunt,  you  will  outlive  us  all,” 
said  Win throp,  rising.  44 1 will  see  her, 
and  do  what  I can,”  he  added,  as  he  left 
the  room. 

At  first  he  could  not  find  Margaret. 
She  was  not  in  any  of  the  usual  places. 
He  began  to  fear  that  she  was  in  her  own 
room,  and  that  he  should  not  find  her  at 
all.  At  last  he  met  Celestine.  “ Do  you 
know  where  Mrs.  Harold  is  ?”  he  said. 

“ Well,  Mr.  Evert,  she’s  in  the  garden,” 
Celestine  answered,  with  some  reluctance. 
“ I’ve  fixed  her  up  there  nicely  in  an  easy- 
chair  on  a^ rug,  and  I’ve  told  everybody 
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to  keep  away,  so  that  she  can  just  rest — 
that’s  what  she  most  needs.  I’ve  let  her 
have  one  book — an  easy-looking  story  in 
good  print  that  didn’t  seem  exciting.  And 
I’m  going  out  after  her  in  about  an  hour, 
to  bring  her  in.” 

“I  won’t  be  any  more  exciting  than 
the  easy-looking  story,  Minerva ; I prom- 
ise you  that.” 

Celestine  watched  him  go:  she  was  not 
pleased,  but  she  could  not  help  herself. 

She  shook  her  head  forebodingly,  with 
her  lips  pursed  up.  Then  she  went  about 
her  business — as  she  would  herself  have 
said. 

Margaret  was  sitting  under  the  great 
rose-tree,  in  the  easy-chair  Celestine  had 
mentioned,  a rug  spread  under  her  feet. 

She  had  a parasol  beside  her,  but  the  tree 
gave  a sufficient  shade.  Over  her  head 
Celestine  had  folded  artistically  a black 
lace  Spanish  veil.  Celestine  could  not 
help  being  artistic. 

“ I thought  perhaps  we  should  see  you 
to-day,”  Margaret  said. 

44  Yes  ; it  has  not  been  possible  to  come 
before.  But  of  course  you  have  had  my 
letters  ? — I mean  about  Mr.  Moore.  I 
have  written  twice  a day.  Is  that  the 
book  Minerva  said  was  an  easy-looking 
one,  not  exciting — Adam  Bede  t What 
do  you  suppose  she  calls  exciting  ?” 

“The  Wide,  Wide  World , I presume.” 

He  sat  down  on  the  bench  near  her. 
Carlos  Mateo  stalked  out  of  the  bushes  at 
a little  distance,  surveyed  them,  and  then, 
with  great  dignity,  secluded  himself  again. 

44  He  misses  Garda,”  Margaret  said. 

44 1 suppose  Garda  is  still  pursuing  her 
triumphant  career  over  there  ?” 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  mean  by  tri- 
umphant. She  is  very  happy.” 

“That’s  what  I mean;  it’s  extremely 
triumphant  to  be  so  happy,  isn’t  it  ?” 

44 1 am  sure  I don’t  know.” 

“You  mean  you  have  never  been  ei- 
ther ? — Margaret,  I have  come  out  here  to 
speak  about  your  going  away.  Are  you 
still  thinking  of  going  ?” 

“Yes;  as  soon  as  I am  a little  strong- 
er.” 

“Aunt  Katrina  has  sent  me  to  plead 
with  you : of  course  that’s  the  last  thing 
she  calls  it,  but  it’s  pleading  all  the  same. 

I don’t  make  any  plea  for  her,  because  I 
don’t  think  that,  as  far  as  you  are  concern- 
ed, she  deserves  the  least  fragment  of  one; 
but  I will  say  that  I have  told  her  the 

whole  truth  about  Lanse  at  last,  and  that 
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it  has  been  a great  blow  to  her.  I have 
never  seen  her  so  much  overcome.  But 
she  has  rallied,  and  has  taken  her  line. 
Her  line  is  the  tenderest  pity  for  you,  be- 
cause you  must  feel  it  all  to  be  so  entirely 
your  own  fault ! You  see  how  much  that 
allows  her?  But  she  is  so  exceedingly 
anxious,  abjectly  anxious,  to  keep  you 
with  her,  that  I think  you  need  fear  no 
unpleasant  manifestations  of  it.” 

“Aunt  Katrina  does  not  need  me  in 
reality.  And  for  myself  a change  is  in- 
dispensable.” 

4 4 But  it  is  so  safe  for  you  here — so  quiet 
and  protected.  It  is  a species  of  home, 
after  all.  I like  to  see  you,  as  you  are  at 
this  moment,  sitting  in  this  old  garden; 
it  seems  to  me  so  much  pleasanter  for 
you — with  this  lovely  restful  air  to  breathe 
— than  that  bustling,  driving  New  York.” 

“ It  may  be  so.  But  I need  change.” 

“ You  cling  to  that.”  He  paused.  “ I 
believe  you  simply  mean  freedom.” 

44  Yes,  I do  mean  it.  But  we  are  going 
over  the  same  ground  we  have  already 
been  over  once;  that  is  quite  useless.” 

“Everything  is  changed  to  me  since 
then,”  said  Winthrop,  abruptly.  “ I have 
seen  you  brought  back  from  the  very 
threshold  of  death.  I can  not  pretend  to 
be  the  same.” 

44 1 am  the  same.” 

44  Yes;  you  didn’t  see  yourself — ” 

“Don’t  talk  about  it,  please.  It  is  true 
that,  personally,  I do  not  realize  it  at  all. 
But  when  I think  of  Mr.  Moore  I do,  and 
it  makes  me  shudder.” 

44 1 am  a beast!”  said  Winthrop. 

She  had  put  her  head  back  against  the 
cushions  of  the  chair,  with  her  face  turn- 
ed from  him.  He  could  see  the  deep  blue 
shadows  under  her  eyes. 

44  It  is  nothing;  it  is  over  now.” 

“Why  shouldn’t  you  begin  the  free- 
dom? Yes;  but  begin  it  here,”  he  went  on, 
returning  to  his  argument.  “Aunt  Ka- 
trina has  taken  a new  line  about  you. 
Why  shouldn't  you  take  one  about  her, 
and  about  everything  ? The  people  here 
are  tiresome,  of  course;  but  people  are 
tiresome  everywhere,  sooner  or  later,  un- 
less one  leads  a life  of  just  dipping  in,  nev- 
er staying  long  enough  in  any  one  place 
to  get  much  below  the  surface.  You 
could  set  up  your  own  horses,  your  own 
servants,  your  own  rooms ; you  could  re- 
arrange half  the  house  to  please  yourself; 
you  could  carry  it  all  out  calmly,  and,  as 
regards  Aunt  Katrina  at  least,  with  a high 
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hand.  She  wouldn’t  make  a murmur, 
I’m  confident.  And  you  could  easily 
take  some  pleasant  trips  too  from  here — 
to  New  Orleans,  to  Key  West,  and  Cuba. 
There’s  a great  deal  to  see.  And  if  you 
are  tired  (as  I should  think  you  might 
well  be)  of  always  saying  where  you  are 
going  and  where  you  have  been,  how  long 
you  have  staid  or  intend  to  stay,  and 
why,  you  could  lay  down  a rule  that  no 
one  should  ask  you  a question.  If  they 
should  continue  to  do  it,  you  might  throw 
something  at  them,  and  not  reply.”  His 
plan  seemed  to  him  so  good  as  he  unfold- 
ed it  that  it  made  him  jocular. 

She  returned  no  answer  of  any  sort. 

44  You  don’t  care  at  all  for  what  I think 
or  wish.” 

“No,  I do  not.” 

He  looked  at  her  as  she  sat  there  with 
face  averted.  His  expression  was  that  of 
angry  helplessness.  “All  I want,”  he 
went  on,  trying  to  curb  his  irritation,  44  is 
to  feel  that  you  are  safe.” 

44 1 shall  be  safe  wherever  I am.” 

4 4 No,  you  won’t ; a woman  like  you 
can  not  be  alone.  Of  course  you  will  do 
all  that  is  best  and  proper.  But  you  are 
far  too  beautiful  to  be  knocking  about  the 
world  by  yourself.” 

44  Aren’t  you  confusing  me  a little  with 
Garda  ?” 

“Your  sarcasms  have  no  effect;  if  I 
were  as  innocent  in  other  matters  as  I am 
with  regard  to  that  effulgent  young  per- 
son, I should  be  almost  perfect.  But 
don’t  let  us  speak  of  her;  I wish  to  speak 
of  you.” 

44 1 am  tired  of  the  subject.”  She  look- 
ed toward  the  distant  gate  as  if  in  search 
of  Celestine. 

44  She  won’t  be  here  for  some  time  yet. 
Bear  with  me  a little,  Margaret ; don’t  be 
so  impatient  of  the  few  minutes  I have 
secured  with  you.  What  we’re  deciding 
now  is  important  — your  whole  future 
course.” 

44  It  is  already  decided.” 

He  dashed  his  hand  down  upon  his 
knee.  “There’s  no  use  trying  to  argue 
with  women.  A woman  never  sees  the 
force  of  any  argument,  no  matter  how 
strong  it  may  be.” 

“Like  our  soldiers  at  the  beginning  of 
the  war,  she  doesn’t  know  when  she’s 
beaten,  I suppose,”  Margaret  answered. 
Her  face  had  a very  weary  look.  But 
there  were  in  it  no  indications  of  yield- 
ing. 
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“You  appear  to  be  determined  to  go,” 
he  began  again,  after  a pause.  “ If  you 
do  go,  Aunt  Katrina  will  have  the  men- 
tal exercise  of  learning  to  get  on  without 
either  of  us.” 

She  looked  up  quickly;  his  eyes  were 
turned  away  now,  straying  over  the  tan- 
gled foliage  of  the  vine-clad  crape-myr- 
tles. 

“I  am  sick  of  everything  here,”  he 
went  on  — “East  Angels,  Gracias,  the 
whole  of  it.  If  you  are  tired  of  seeing 
the  same  few  people  always  day  after 
day,  w’hat  must  I be,  after  the  busy  life 
I have  led  ? There  are  two  cousins  of 
Aunt  Katrina’s  who  might  come  down 
here  for  a while;  and  I dare  say  they 
would  come  if  I should  ask  them.  With 
these  ladies  to  manage  the  house,  with  her 
excellent  Dr.  [Reginald  and  her  devoted 
Betty,  with  Celestine  and  Looth,  Aunt 
Katrina  ought  to  be  tolerably  comforta- 
ble. For  myself  I shouldn’t  go  abroad 
again — I leave  such  luxuries  to  Lanse;  I 
should  probably  take  up  to  a certain  ex- 
tent some  old  business  interests,  and  em- 
ploy myself  in  that  way.  In  addition  I 
have  a plan  for  setting  up  a — I hardly 
know  what  to  call  it — a scientific  school, 
if  you  like,  on  a small  scale ; it  should  be 
for  students  who  haven’t  much  money. 
But  I should  be  a student  with  them  my- 
self.” 

Margaret  had  listened  with  keen  atten- 
tion. But  she  did  not  answer  immedi- 
ately; when  she  did  reply,  she  spoke  qui- 
etly, almost  indifferently.  “Yes,  I should 
think  you  would  be  glad  to  go  north 
again,  you  have  been  tied  down  here  so 
long.  I am  sure  we  can  assume  now  that 
there  is  no  present  danger  in  Aunt  Katri- 
na’s case.  Both  of  us  certainly  were  not 
needed  for  her,  and  therefore,  as  you  did 
not  speak  of  going,  I thought  I could.  But 
now  that  you  have  spoken,  now  that  I see 
you  do  wish  to  go,  I feel  differently;  I 
give  you  the  chance.  The  change  I wish- 
ed for  I will  create  here.  I will  create  it 
by  buying  this  house  from  you ; that  will 
be  a change;  I can  amuse  myself  restor- 
ing it — if  one  can  say  that,  when  it’s  not 
a church.” 

“ You  would  do  that  ?”  said  Winthrop, 
eagerly.  Then  he  colored.  “I  see;  it 
means  that  you  will  stay  if  I will  go !” 

“ It  means,  I think,  that  both  of  us  can 
not  go— that  is,  ought  not;  and  as  you  are 
the  man,  and  therefore  more  tired  of  the 
dullness  jtljan  I am.  probably,  I give  you 
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the  opportunity.  I shall  do  very  well 
here  if  I have  the  place  to  think  about;  I 
shall  have  the  old  fields  cultivated;  per- 
haps I shall  start  a new  orange  grove.  Of 
course  I shall  lose  some  money ; but  I can 
employ  the  negroes  about  here,  and  I shall 
like  that.  As  to  the  household  arrange- 
ments, Aunt  Katrina  would  be  staying 
with  me,  not  I with  her;  that  would  make 
everything  different.” 

“Yes;  I could  not  come  here  as  I do 
now,  bag  and  baggage.” 

“ I should  not  ask  you,”  she  answered, 
smiling.  “I  believe  in  your  heart  you 
like  no  woman  to  lead  a really  independ- 
ent life.” 

“You’re  right,  I do  not.  They’re  not 
fitted  for  it.” 

“Oh—” 

“ And  they’re  not  happy  in  it.” 

“It’s  so  good  of  you  to  think  of  our 
happiness.” 

“All  this  is  of  no  consequence,  Marga- 
ret; it’s  quite  beside  the  mark.  The  real 
issue  is  this : if  I stay,  you  go ; if  I go, 
you  will  stay.” 

“I  thought  you  didn’t  like  repetitions; 
you’re  always  so  severe  on  poor  Aunt 
Betty  when  she  indulges  in  a few.” 

“You’ve  got  the  upper  hand,  and  you 
know  it,  and  are  glorying,”  he  said,  sul- 
lenly. 

“ Glorying!”  said  Margaret,  with  a sud- 
den drop  in  her  voice. 

“ I am  always  the  one  to  tire  you,  and 
use  you  up ; and  I never  mean  to ; it’s  a 
fatality.” 

“ If  you  would  mind  your  words,  you 
wouldn’t  tire  me.  I am  tired;  let  us  say 
no  more  about  it;  let  us  call  it  finished.” 

“ You  mean  my  going  ?” 

“Yes;  and  my  having  the  house.” 

“I  would  do  a great  deal  to  keep  you 
here,  there’s  no  doubt  of  that.  If  I must, 

I must,  I suppose;  you  may  have  the 
place,  though  I'm  fond  of  it  still.” 

“It  must  be  quite  fair  ?”  she  said,  look- 
ing at  him  hesitatingly. 

“ You  mean  that  I am  not  to  come  back 
here  and  hang  about  in  the  neighborhood? 
Oh,  rest  content;  I’ve  had  enough  of  the 
Seminole  to  last  me  a lifetime.  And  De 
Torrez  would  not  let  me  in  at  Madam  Gi- 
ron’s.” 

“How  is  he ?” 

“He’s  well;  he  has  taken  to  farming; 
he  is  trying  to  make  some  money  for  his 
aunt.  He  will  make  no  money.  But  pos- 
sibly his  responsibilities — he  takes  them 
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very  seriously,  though  he  stands  about  the 
fields  in  the  same  tight  polished  boots — 
possibly  they  may  help  him  to  forget 
Garda.” 

“He  will  never  forget  her,  I fear.” 

“You  are  not  going  to  allow  me  the 
least  delay,  I am  already  sure  of  that,”  he 
went  on,  giving  no  more  thought  to  the 
poor  Ernesto. 

“ I should  rather  that  it  would  be  soon.” 

“Of  course.”  He  got  up.  “How  you 
hate  me!”  he  said,  in  a low  tone.  “You 
wouldn’t  do  me  an  injury;  but  you  can 
not  forget.  I don’t  wonder  at  it;  you’ve 
been  a martyr  to  a bad  husband,  to  your 
own  ideas  of  loyalty  to  him,  and  I for 
years  have  done  everything  I could  to 
make  your  life  harder,  more  desolate,  even 
than  it  was.” 

Margaret  looked  steadily  down,  her  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  the  fringe  of  the  wrap 
thrown  round  her. 

“ But  you  will  let  me  try  to  atone?”  he 
went  on. 

The  gate  clicked;  Celestine  was  coming 
toward  them. 

“It  shall  be  as  you  have  decided,”  he 
said,  hastening  his  words.  “And  it  is 
wiser;  I know  that  better  than  you  do. 
For  myself, I shall  go  to  work;  a man  can 
always  do  that.  I won’t  stop  longer 
now.” 

He  walked  toward  the  gate  with  rapid 
step;  it  closed  behind  him.  Celestine, 
coming  up,  found  her  patient  looking 
anything  but  rested.  The  next  moment 
she  put  her  hand  over  her  eyes;  physical 
weakness  had  conquered  her. 

“Just  what  I expected;  men  haven’t  a 
spark  of  gumption,”  said  Celestine,  indig- 
nantly. 4 4 He  might  have  seen  you  weren’t 
fit  for  talking;  anybody  could  have  seen. 
There,  Miss  Margaret,  there ; don’t  feel  so 
bad,  you’ll  soon  be  stronger  now.”  And 
Celestine  put  one  arm  round  her  charge 
tenderly. 

The  touch  made  Margaret’s  tears  flow 
faster;  leaning  her  head  against  her  faith- 
ful New  England  friend,  she  cried  and 
cried  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 

“ You’re  clean  tuckered  out,  I declare,” 
said  Celestine,  half  crying  herself.  “Ev- 
erybody plagues  you — I never  see  the  like ! 
And  they  all  seem  to  think  they’ve  got  a 
right  to.  Just  get  real  mad,  now,  Miss 
Margaret,  for  once;  and  stay  so.  My! 
wouldn’t  they  be  surprised  ?” 

Margaret  began  at  length  to  dry  her 
eyes 
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“Well,  now,  it  done  you  good,  after 
all,  I expect,  just  to  let  it  all  out,”  said  Ce- 
lestine, encouragingly.  “Come  in,  now ; 
come  in  to  the  house,  my  lamb,  and  let 
me  put  you  to  bed ; you’re  fit  for  no  other 
place  this  day,  or  my  name’s  not  Poin- 
dexter.” It  was  the  only  time  Minerva 
had  been  known  to  use  a term  of  endear- 
ment. 

Winthrop  went  back  to  the  river  early 
the  next  morning,  and  remained  there 
with  Mr.  Moore  until  the  return  to  the 
Gracias  rectory.  Then  he  went  north. 

Soon  afterward  Aunt  Katrina  an- 
nounced that  he  had  begun  to  interest 
himself  again  “in  iron.” 

“The  last  thing  I should  have  suggest- 
ed for  him,”  remarked  Dr.  Kirby,  dryly. 

44  Why  didn’t  he  try  oil  ?” 

“Ob,  but  oil  is  so  disagreeable,  it  has 
such  an  odor,”  said  Aunt  Katrina,  remon- 
stratingly.  “And  they  say  it's  going  all 
over  the  world,  too,  in  those  blue  barrels, 
and  the  odor  is  known  as  4 the  American 
smell’ — dreadful !” 

“I  was  alluding  to  disposition,  my  dear 
madam.” 

“Oh— iron?  yes;  disposition?  What 
has  that  got  to  do  with  it  ? You  are  so 
clever  that  it  is  sure  to  be  something 
good,”  said  Katrina,  in  her  agreeable,  if 
somewhat  thick-headed,  way. 

“Should  I send  you  to  the  Graces,  mad- 
am, to  learn  anything?  Mr.  Winthrop 
seems  to  me  to  possess  already  quite  enough 
firmness,  without  recourse  to  the  firmest 
of  our  metals  as  a background.” 

“Background  ?— excellent.  I shall  tell 
him  that.  His  mine,  you  know,”  said 
Katrina. 

This  was  three  months  before.  Marga- 
ret was  now  the  owner  of  East  Angels. 

On  the  evening  when  she  had  returned 
from  the  landing  with  her  ferns,  and  had 
found  Dr.  Kirby  talking  with  Aunt  Katri- 
na, she  went  to  her  own  room ; here  she 
threw  off  the  long,  closely  fitting  over- 
garment  of  dark  silk,  and  gave  it  and  the 
Gainsborough  hat  to  her  maid.  She  had 
a maid  now. 

“If  you  please,  Mrs.  Harold,  there  are 
seven  letters  for  you  to-night;  they  are 
on  the  dressing-table.” 

“Very  well;  you  need  not  wait,  Hes- 
ter; I shall  not  need  you  at  present.” 

The  woman  went  out  with  noiseless 
step.  Margaret  turned  over  the  letters, 
glancing  at  the  superscriptions  rather  lan- 
guidly. Three  of  them  she  was  sure,  from 
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the  look  of  the  handwriting — a profession- 
al hand,  not  a private  one— contained  cir- 
culars, probably  appeals  for  some  charita- 
ble object.  Not  infrequently,  too,  she  re- 
ceived letters  from  those  desultory  but  ar- 
dently occupied  persons  who  write  letters 
to  all  sorts  of  people  they  do  not  know, 
a branch  of  the  mania  being  writing  to 
newspapers — one  of  her  remaining  letters 
she  thought  belonged  to  this  class;  her 
name,  as  subscriber,  on  the  books  of  many 
charitable  and  educational  societies  drew 
down  upon  her  this  correspondence.  She 
did  not  care  much  for  what  the  mails 
brought  her  at  present,  excepting  Garda’s 
short  and  rapturous  notes  with  various 
foreign  headings.  Winthrop  had  ceased 
to  write  of  late,  as  she  did  not  answer  his 
letters. 

But  the  last  envelope  of  the  pile — it  is 
always  the  last  letter  that  strikes  the  blow 
— was  inscribed  in  a handwriting  that 
made  her  heart  stop  beating.  “ Mrs.  Lan- 
sing Harold”  was  scrawled  there,  in  rath- 
er large,  rough  letters.  And  within,  at 
the  end  of  the  second  page — there  were 
only  two  filled — the  same  name  was  sign- 
ed without  the  “Mrs.” 

Lanse  had  come  back  to  America.  He 
was  coming  back  to  Florida.  He  was  on 
his  way  at  that  moment  to  Fernandina, 
having  selected  that  place  because  he  had 
learned  that  she  had  “burned  down  the 
house  on  the  point,”  which,  he  thought 
she  would  allow  him  to  say,  was  “incon- 
siderate.” He  had  made  up  his  mind  not 
to  take  her  by  surprise.  He  would  go  to 
Fernandina,  and  wait  there.  He  was  a 
cripple,  indeed,  this  time,  and  forever. 
No  hope  of  a cure,  as  there  had  been  be- 
fore. It  wasn’t  paralysis;  it  was  some- 
thing with  a long  name,  which  apparent- 
ly meant  that  he  was  to  spend  the  rest  of 
his  days  in  bed,  with  the  occasional  varia- 
tion of  an  arm-chair.  This  last  journey 
of  his  abroad  had  been  a huge  mistake 
from  beginning  to  end  (the  only  one  he 
had  ever  made— he  must  say  that).  But 
he  didn’t  suppose  she  would  care  to  hear 
the  particulars,  and  he  should  much  pre- 
fer that  she  should  not  hear  them;  it 
wasn’t  a subject  for  her . He  had  come 
home  this  time  for  good  and  all.  It  would 
never  be  possible  for  him  to  run  away 
again ; she  might  depend  upon  that.  In 
such  afflictions  a man,  of  course,  counted 
upon  his  wife.  But  he  wished  to  be  per- 
fectly reasonable,  and  therefore  he  would 
live  wherever  she  pleased — with  his  nurses, 
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his  water-pillows,  and  his  back  rest;  yes, 
he  had  come  to  that.  At  present  it  wasn’t 
at  all  clear  to  him  what  he  was  going  to 
do  to  amuse  himself.  He  could  use  his 
hands,  and  he  had  thought  of  learning  to 
make  fish  nets . But  perhaps  she  could 
think  of  something  better?  And  then, 
with  a forcible  illusion  to  the  difficulties 
of  his  present  progress  southward,  and  a 
characteristic  summing  up  of  the  merits 
of  the  hotel  where  he,  with  his  two  at- 
tendants, was  resting  for  a day,  the  short 
two  pages  ended,  ended  abruptly  with  his 
name. 

His  wife  had  sunk  into  a chair;  she  sat 
staring  at  it. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

It  was  a week  later.  Margaret  had 
gone  out  to  walk  on  the  pine-barrens. 

She  had  walked  far,  though  her  step 
had  been  slow.  It  seemed  to  her  that  her 
step  would  always  be  slow  now ; her  effort 
must  be  to  keep  it  steady.  At  length  she 
reached  a point  where  there  rose  on  the 
broad  green  level  a little  mound-like  isl- 
and of  a different  growth.  Its  top  was 
covered  with  palmetto-trees;  they  were 
leaning  forward,  looking  about,  and  toss- 
ing up  their  beautiful  plumes  against  the 
sky  after  their  usual  fashion.  She  made 
her  way  to  the  summit.  Though  the  height 
of  the  little  hill  was  low,  the  view  one  ob- 
tained there  was  extensive,  like  that  from 
a small  light  house  in  the  midst  of  a wide 
salt-marsh.  Where  she  stood  there  was  a 
cleared  space — the  ground  had  been  burn- 
ed over  not  long  before.  On  this  brown 
surface  the  crosiers  of  new  ferns  were 
shooting  up  gayly  and  unrolling  them- 
selves; and  when  tired  of  the  broad  bar- 
ren, her  eyes  rested  on  their  little  fresh 
stalks,  green  and  woolly,  though  she  no 
longer  stooped  to  gather  them.  She  did 
not  come  home  now  laden  with  flowers 
and  vines  to  plant  in  the  old  Blast  Angels 
garden.  The  life  she  had  been  trying  to 
build  up  there,  to  make  in  some  degree  in- 
teresting for  herself,  as  well  as  beneficial 
to  the  freed,  rather  mystified,  and  wholly 
idle  negroes,  whose  cabins  stood  near  the 
old  fields  which  were  now  her  own — this 
life  had  teen  suddenly  stopped.  A com- 
pletely different  one  was  demanding  her. 
She  had  been  very  free,  but  now  she  was 
called  back — called  back  to  the  duties  of 
a wife  whose  husband  is  an  invalid;  one 
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who  did  not  require,  it  was  true,  the  per- 
sonal ministrations  of  a nurse,  but  who 
expected  a constant  presence,  a peculiar 
obedience  and  deference,  which  kept  a 
hold  upon  all  the  hours,  and  most  of  the 
little  hopes  and  tastes  as  well,  and  virtu- 
ally blighted  them. 

Oh,  blessed,  twice  blessed,  are  the  wo- 
men who  have  no  very  deep  feelings  of 
any  kind!  they  are  so  much  happier,  and 
they  are  also  better ! This  was  what  she 
was  saying  to  herself  over  and  over  again, 
as,  with  one  arm  round  a slender  tree,  so 
that  she  could  lean  her  head  against  it,  she 
stood  there  alone  on  the  palmetto  island, 
looking  over  the  plain.  Not  to  care  in 
reality  very  deeply,  too  deeply,  for  any- 
thing or  any  one,  and  with  that  to  be  kind 
and  gentle — this  was  by  far  the  happiest 
nature  for  women  to  have,  and  of  such 
the  good  were  made.  Mothers  should  pray 
for  this  disposition  for  their  daughters. 
Anything  else  led  to  bitter  pain. 

She  thought  of  her  own  mother,  of 
whom  she  had  no  recollection.  4 ‘If  you 
had  lived,  mother,  perhaps  I should  have 
been  saved  from  this;  perhaps  I should 
not  now  be  so  wretched.”  This  was  her 
silent  cry. 

She  heard  a sound;  some  one  was  com- 
ing through  the  high  bushes  below.  A mo- 
ment more,  and  the  person  appeared.  It 
was  Evert  Winthrop. 

4 4 You  ?”  she  said,  breathlessly.  4 4 When 
did  you  come  ? And  how  could  you  know 
where  I was  ?” 

4 4 For  once  I’ve  been  fortunate;  I have 
never  been  so  before  where  you  were  con- 
cerned. I readied  East  Angels  an  hour 
ago;  Celestine  said  you  were  out  on  the 
barren  somewhere,  and  Telano  happened 
to  know  the  road  you  had  taken.  Then  I 
met  some  negro  children  who  had  seen 
you  pass ; and,  further  on,  a boy  who  knew 
you  had  come  this  way:  he  brought  me 
liere.  But  I saw  you  a mile  off  myself ; 
you  are  very  conspicuous  in  that  light 
dress  on  the  top  of  this  mound.” 

44  We  had  no  idea  you  were  coming,” 
she  began,  trying  to  collect  herself. 

“I  couldn’t  let  you  know  beforehand, 
because  I came  myself  as  quickly  as  a let- 
ter could  have  come.  As  soon  as  I knew 
you  would  need  help,  I started.” 

44  Help?” 

44  Yes;  about  Lanse.” 

“Lanse  is  not  here.” 

4 4 Oh,  I know  where  he  is;  he  is  in  Fer- 
nandina;  established  there  in  the  best 
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rooms  the  hotel  affords,  with  three  at- 
tendants, and  everything  comfortable. 
But  this  time  he  did  not  tell  me  all  his 
plans,  confidingly,  as  before;  he  arrived 
in  New  York,  staid  there  a few  days,  and 
then  came  on  southward,  without  letting 
me  know  a word  of  it.  I heard  of  him, 
though,  almost  immediately,  and  I started 
at  once.” 

Margaret  did  not  reply. 

44  You  will  need  help,”  he  went  on. 

44  No,  I think  not.” 

44  Then  he  has  not  written  to  you  ? — has 
made  no  demands  ? I shall  think  better 
of  him  than  I had  expected  to  think,  if 
that  is  the  case.  I supposed,  from  his  com- 
ing directly  south,  that  he  had  intentions 
of  molesting  you.” 

4 4 It  would  not  be  molesting.” 

44  Has  he  written  to  you  ?” 

44Yes.” 

44  What  demands,  then,  does  he  make — 
is  it  money  ?” 

4 4 He  wishes  me  to  come  back  to  him, 
as  I did  before.  But  he  will  live  wher- 
ever I prefer  to  live.  He  is  quite  willing 
to  leave  the  choice  of  the  place  to  me.” 
She  spoke  slowly,  as  though  she  were  re- 
peating something  she  had  been  trying  to 
learn. 

44  Very  good.  I suppose  you  told  him 
that  wherever  you  might  prefer  to  live, 
there  would  at  least  be  no  place  there  for 
Lansing  Harold?” 

44 1 haven’t  told  him  anything  yet.  He 
was  willing  to  wait — he  wrote  that  he 
would  give  me  a month.” 

44  A month  for  what  ?” 

44  For  my  answer,”  she  said,  drearily. 

44  It  won’t  take  a month.  That  is  what 
I have  come  down  for— to  answer  in  your 
place.” 

She  now  began  to  look  for  the  best  way 
to  descend. 

44 1 sent  the  boy  who  brought  me  here 
to  East  Angels  for  the  phaeton;  it  will 
come  before  long ; you  won’t  have  to  walk 
back.  Now,  Margaret,  let  us  have  no 
more  useless  words;  of  course  you  do  not 
dream  of  doing  as  Lanse  wishes  ?” 

44  Yes,  I think  I shall  do  it.” 

44  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  wish 
to  go  back  to  that  man — after  all  he  has 
done  ?” 

44 1 do  not  wish  to.  But  I must.” 

44 You  shall  not!”  he  burst  out.  His 
face,  usually  so  calm,  was  surprisingly 
altered;  it  was  reddened  and  darkened. 

‘‘Nothing  you  can  say  will  make  any 
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difference,”  she  answered,  in  the  same 
monotonous  tone.  Even  his  rage  could 
not  alter  the  helpless  melancholy  of  her 
voice. 

“ Do  you  think  he  deserves  it-— deserves 
anything?  You  actually  put  a premium 
on  loose  conduct.  You  reward  him  for 
it,  while — while  other  men,  who  are  try- 
ing, at  least,  to  lead  decent  lives,  are  thrust 
aside.” 

“ He  is  my  husband.” 

“So  good  a one!” 

“That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.” 

“ Nothing  r 

“No;  not  with  my  duty.” 

“ I believe  you  have  lost  your  wits ; you 
are  demented/'  he  said,  violently. 

“Oh,  I wish  I were  demented  I Then 
my  troubles  would  be  over.” 

The  despair  of  these  words  softened  him. 
She  had  turned  away;  he  followed  her. 
“ Margaret,  listen  to  reason.  In  some 
cases  it  is  right  that  a wife  should  go 
back  to  her  husband,  almost  no  matter 
what  he  has  done.  But  yours  is  not  one 
of  them.  It  would  kill  you.” 

“No  more  than  it  did  before.”  She 
began  to  walk  about  the  space  of  open 
ground  restlessly. 

“But  it's  worse  for  you  now.” 

“It's  exactly  the  same.” 

“He  left  you  a secotul  time.” 

“I  have  only  to  thank  him  for  that, 
haven’t  I ? I am  so  much  happier  when 
he  is  away.  Over  on  the  river — when  I 
found  that  he  had  gone,  that  it  was  really 
true — I could  scarcely  hide  my  joy;  I had 
to  hide  myself  to  do  it.  It  was  the  rapt- 
ure of  being  free.” 

“The  law,  you  know,  would  free  you 
forever.” 

“I  shall  never  take  advantage  of  it.” 

“Do  you  think  you  know  better  than 
the  law  ?” 

“Yes;  the  law  only  knows  part  of  the 
truth.  The  plea  would  not  do  for  me.” 

“This  is  pure  excitement.  Woman- 
like, you  have  wrought  yourself  up  to 
this  new  view;  but  it  is  without  a grain 
of  foundation  in  either  justice  or  common- 
sense.” 

“It  isn’t  a new  view.  I have  always 
known  what  I should  do.  That  wTas  the 
reason  I wished  to  keep  the  house  on  the 
river — so  that  it  could  be  ready  in  case  he 
should  come  back.  For  I felt  that  he 
might  come  at  any  time.  I was  never  de- 
ceived about  his  getting  well.  I have 
thought  it  all  over  again  and  again ; there 
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isn’t  a loop-hole  of  escape  for  me.  Let  us 
say  no  more.” 

“ I shall  say  a great  deal  more.” 

She  put  out  both  hands  toward  him, 
with  a desperate  repel  1 ing  gesture.  4 ‘ Oh, 
leave  me!'’  she  cried. 

“I  shall  not  leave  you  until  you  have 
given  me  an  explanation  that  is  reason- 
able; so  far,  you  have  not  done  it.  Time 
and  time  again  you  have  put  me  off.  To- 
day you  shall  not.” 

Her  own  cry  had  seemed  to  restore 
to  her  her  self-control,  and  his  words 
strengthened  it.  “Very  well,”  she  said. 
She  folded  her  arms  in  her  mantle. 
“What  explanations  do  you  wish?'1  she 
asked,  coldly. 

“Why  are  you  going  back  to  Lansing 
Harold,  when  you  are  not  in  the  least 
forced  to  go  ?” 

44 1 am  forced ; my  marriage  forces  me.*’ 

4 4 Not  after  the  ill  treatment  you  have 
received  from  him.” 

“He  has  never  ill-treated  me  person 
ally;  in  many  ways  he  has  never  been 
unkind ; many  men  called  good  husbands 
are  much  more  so.  He  does  not  drink. 

If  he  drank,  that  would  be  an  excuse  for 
me — an  excuse  to  leave  him;  but  he  does 
not.  I have  never  had  a fear  of  that  sort. 
He  has  never  struck  me  or  threatened  me 
in  his  life.  And  I have  no  children  to 
think  of — whether  his  influence  over  them 
would  be  bad.  That  too  would  have  been 
an  excuse;  but  it  can  not  be  mine.  He 
leaves  me  my  personal  liberty,  as  he  left 
it  to  me  before.  In  addition,  he  is  now 
hopelessly  crippled — he  has  sent  me  his 
physician's  letter  to  prove  it;  his  case  is 
there  pronounced  a life-long  one;  he  will 
never  walk,  or  be  any  better  than  he  is 
now.  Are  these  explanations  sufficient  ? 
or  do  you  require  more?'’ 

“No  explanations  can  ever  be  suffi- 
cient,” Winthrop  answered.  He  stood 
looking  at  her.  “ Oh,  Margaret,  it  is  such 
a fearful  sacrifice  1”  He  had  abandoned 
for  the  moment  both  his  anger  and  his  ef- 
forts at  argument  with  her. 

“Yes;  but  that  is  what  life  is,  isn’t  it  ?” 
she  said,  her  voice  trembling  a little  in 
spite  of  herself. 

“No,  it's  not.  And  it  shouldn’t  be. 
Why  should  an  utterly  selfish  man  of 
that  kind,  who  has  forfeited  every  claim 
upon  you  a hundred  times  over — why 
should  he  be  allowed  to  dictate  to  you,  to 
wither  your  whole  existence  ? Yes;  I am 
beginning  again,  I know  it;  but  I can 
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not  help  it!  It  is  true  that  I have  al- 
ways talked  against  separations — preach- 
ed against  them.  But  that  was  before  my 
own  feelings  were  brought  in,  and  it 
makes  a wonderful  difference ! When  a 
woman  you  care  for  is  at  the  mercy  of  a 
bad  man,  you  take  a different  view.  And 
you  want  to  seize  your  old  preaching- 
self,  and  knock  him  against  the  wall ! It 
is  not  right  that  you  should  go  back  to 
Lanse;  it  is  wicked,  as  murder  is  wicked. 
He  does  not  strike  you — that  may  be ; but 
the  life  will  kill  you  just  as  surely  as 
though  he  should  give  you  every  day, 
with  his  own  hand,  a dose  of  slow  poison. 
You  have  an  excessively  sensitive  and 
nervous  disposition  — you  pretend  you 
have  not,  but  you  have;  you  would  not 
be  able  to  throw  it  off — the  yoke  he  would 
put  upon  you;  you  would  not  be  able  to 
rise  above  it,  become  indifferent  to  it.  You 
are  not  physically  strong — it  would  wear 
upon  you,  wear  you  out  at  last;  you 
would  die,  and  he  would  live  on!  And, 
besides,  remember  this:  it  isn't  as  though 
he  really  depended  upon  you  for  personal 
care;  he  doesn’t  need  you,  as  far  as  that 
goes;  he  says  so.  Give  him  your  money, 
if  you  like;  give  him  houses  and  nurses 
and  servants,  every  luxury,  all  you  have. 
But  do  not,  do  not  give  him  yourself.” 

She  remained  silent.  She  had  steeled 
herself,  so  it  seemed,  against  anything  he 
could  say. 

“You  are  counting  the  minutes  before 
the  phaeton  comes,”  he  went  on ; “that  is 
your  only  thought — to  get  away.  Very 
well,  then,  you  shall  have  the  whole, 
which  otherwise  I would  have  kept  from 
you:  I love  you,  Margaret;  I have  loved 
you  for  a long  time.  If  it  is  horrible  to 
you  that  I should  say  it,  and  force  you, 
too,  to  hear,  bear  this  in  mind:  though  I 
say  it,  I ask  for  nothing,  I do  not  put  my- 
self forward.  I tell  you  because  I want 
you  to  understand  how  near  your  test  in- 
terests are  to  me— how  I consider  them. 
I deserve  some  mercy.  I have  tried  hard 
to  hold  myself  in  check — did  I say  a word 
all  that  night  in  the  swamp  ? You  may 
imagine  whether  I am  happy,  loving  you 
hopelessly  as  I do.  It  began  long  ago; 
when  I thought  I disliked  you  so  bitterly, 
that  was  the  beginning;  it  was  a dislike, 
or  rather  a pain,  which  came  from  your 
being  (as  I then  supposed  you  were)  so 
different  from  the  sweet  woman  it  seemed 
to  me  you  ought  to  be — ought  to  be  with 
that  face  and  voice.  I watched  you;  I 


was  very  severe  in  all  I said  of  you ; but 
all  the  time  I loved  you : it  was  stronger 
than  I.  I feel  no  shame  in  telling  it;  it 
has  made  me  a better  man — not  so  cold, 
not  so  hard,  not  so  sure  of  my  own  infal- 
lible perfection!  And  now,  if  you  will 
only  tell  me  that  you  won’t  go  back  to 
Lanse,  I will  go.  And  I will  stay  away, 
too.  I will  not  try  to  see  you.  I will  not 
even  write.  And  this  shall  last  as  long  as 
you  say,  Margaret — for  years;  even  al- 
ways, if  it  must  be  so.  What  can  I do  or 
say  more  ?” 

She  had  stood  perfectly  still,  looking  at 
the  ground,  while  he  poured  forth  these 
urgent  words:  she  might  have  been  a 
statue. 

“There’s  an  icy  stubbornness  about 
you,”  he  began  again.  “What  is  it  I 
ask  ? One  promise,  and  for  your  own 
good  too,  and  then  I go  out  into  the 
world  again,  bearing  my  pain  as  best  I 
can,  leaving  you  behind,  and  free.  I 
don’t  believe  you  know  what  that  pain  is, 
because  I don’t  believe  you  know,  or  can 
understand  even,  how  much  I love  you. 

I am  almost  ashamed  to  put  it  into  words 
— I am  no  longer  a boy;  and  yet  it  is  very 
beautiful  to  me  too.  I had  no  idea  I 
could  love  in  that  way — an  unreasoning, 
headlong  feeling.  There's  no  extravagant 
thing,  Margaret — such  as  I have  always 
laughed  at — that  I would  not  do  at  this 
moment.  And  to  feel  your  cheek  against 
mine — I would  die  to-morrow.” 

He  had  not  moved  toward  her,  but  she 
shrank  back  even  from  his  present  dis- 
tance. White-faced,  with  frightened 
eyes,  she  turned ; she  looked  as  if  she  were 
going  to  rush  away  like  a hunted  hare. 

“Don’t  go.  I will  not  say  another 
word.  I only  wished  you  to  know  how 
it  was  with  me ; it  is  better  that  you  should 
know.  Don’t  try  to  go  down  on  that  side ; 
this  is  the  best  way.” 

He  wished  to  help  her,  but  she  would 
not  allow  it.  She  pushed  the  close  bushes 
aside  herself  with  trembling  hands,  and 
made  her  way  through  them  alone.  They 
reached  the  barren  and  stood  waiting; 
the  phaeton  was  in  sight. 

“I  can  not  bear  to  see  you  so  frighten- 
ed,” he  said. 

“I  believe  you  are  sorry  for  me,”  he 
went  on — his  voice  was  gentle  now.  4 4 And 
that  is  why  you  are  afraid  to  speak — lest 
you  should  show  it.” 

She  gave  him  one  quick  glance;  her 
eyes  were  full  of  tears. 
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“That  is  it,  you  are  sorry.  I thank 
you  for  that;  and  I shall  think  from  it 
that  you  have  forgiven  me  those  years 
when  I made  your  life  so  hard — that,  at 
least,  you  no  longer  hate  me/’ 

The  phaeton  was  rapidly  approaching 
now. 

“I  am  going  to  trust  you,  Margaret; 
and  I believe  that  I can.  You  will  not 
speak.  You  think  I ought  not  to  have 
spoken.  But  if  I leave  you— go  away  and 
do  not  return — perhaps  you  will  do— at 
least  it  will  be  showing  you  that  I am  in 
earnest,  that  I will,  and  can,  keep  my 
promise.” 

The  phaeton  drew  up  before  them;  Te- 
lano,  and  the  little  black  boy  who  had  act- 
ed as  messenger,  jumped  out. 

“You  must  not  come  with  me,”  she 
murmured. 

“ You  are  to  drive,  Telano,”  Winthrop 
said,  as  he  helped  her  take  her  place;  “I 
shall  walk.” 

He  stood  there ; the  phaeton  disappear- 
ed among  the  pines.  The  little  darky 
was  perched,  in  some  way  best  known  to 
himself,  on  the  seat  with  Telano,  behind ; 
take  it  altogether,  the  two  drives  and  the 
dimes  lie  had  received,  it  was  the  happiest 
day  of  his  life. 

Winthrop  walked  northward. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

“I  said  I would  not  write.  And  I will 
not,  after  I once  know  that  your  definite 
refusal  has  been  sent.  It  does  not  seem  to 
me  that  I am  asking  much ; it  can  not  long 
be  kept  a secret  in  any  case, and,  in  my  opin- 
ion, should  not  be.  I wish  you  would  let 
Aunt  Katrina  write  me  all  that  has  hap- 
pened; she  won't  do  you  any  too  much 
justice — you  can  be  sure  of  that.  I left 
Gracias  that  same  day,  as  I said  I would. 
I have  come  back  here  and  am  going  on 
with  all  my  usual  occupations.  It's  dull 
work,  but  I can  keep  at  it.” 

This  letter  of  Winthrop's  was  from  New 
York.  He  had  been  there  two  weeks, 
and  there  were  now  but  ten  days  left  of 
the  month  which  Margaret  had  said  her 
husband  had  allowed  for  her  answer.  He 
did  not  speak  of  this  in  his  letter.  But  it 
occupied  all  his  thoughts. 

On  the  day  when  he  could  have  had  a 
reply  from  East  Angels,  there  was  no  let- 
ter from  the  South.  He  waited  twenty- 


four  hours  to  allow  for  delays  or  acci- 
dent. 

Still  nothing. 

Margaret  did  not  then  intend  to  reply; 
it  was  a case  where  she  would  have  writ- 
ten immediately  (or  asked  Aunt  Katrina  to 
write),  if  she  had  intended  to  reply  at  all. 

“I  am  not  worthy  even  to  be  spoken  to, 
it  seems;  I am  the  mud  under  her  feet. 
But  it  shall  not  be  so  easy  as  she  thinks!” 

He  took  the  next  train  bound  for  Wash- 
ington, Richmond,  and  the  St.  John's 
River.  It  was  the  third  time  he  had 
made  the  long  journey  within  the  space 
of  four  weeks. 

He  was  in  such  a fever  now — fever  of 
irritation  and  anxiety — that  he  did  not 
any  longer  try  to  keep  up  his  trust  in  her, 
to  be  certain,  as  he  had  endeavored  to 
be  during  the  intervening  time,  that  she 
had  been  influenced  by  what  he  had  said, 
or  by  her  own  more  deliberate  reflec- 
tions, and  that  in  any  case,  whether  he 
was  to  be  informed  of  it  or  kept  in  igno- 
rance, she  was  not  going  back  to  Lanse. 

It  now  seemed  to  him  possible  that,  in 
her  strange  self-sacrificing  sense  of  duty, 
she  might  go.  And  he  ground  his  teeth 
at  the  thought. 

The  leisurely  train  was  crossing  the 
pine  lands  of  North  Carolina,  making 
such  long  waits  at  grassy  little  stations  to 
take  on  wood  that  those  passengers  who 
had  a taste  for  botany  had  time  to  explore 
the  surrounding  country  for  Uowere.  A 
new  thought  came  to  him;  it  was  that  he 
need  not  have  counted  so  carefully  the 
days  of  the  month,  or  depended  upon 
that.  Perhaps  she  had  not  waited  for 
the  whole  time  to  pass;  perhaps  she  had 
gone  to  Fernandina,  was  already  there. 

“But  in  that  case  Aunt  Katrina  would 
certainly  have  written;  she  would  have 
been  delighted  to  tell  it,”  was  the  instant 
mental  answer  of  his  more  individual 
self. 

“She  might  have  been  afraid  to;  you 
have  been  sufficiently  plain  with  her  late- 
ly with  regard  to  your  own  ideas  of 
Lanse,”  was  the  response  of  the  first 
voice,  which,  though  part  of  himself  also, 
was  not  quite  so  near;  iu  opposition,  if 
the  phrase  may  be  used. 

Winthrop  felt  that  he  should  like  to 
strangle  both  mute  speakers.  And  the 
train  also,  because  it  crept. 

“Oh,  can  you  tell  me — will  I reach 
Fayetteville  before  dark?"  said  a girl  be- 
hind him.  He  knew  it  was  a girl  by  the 
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voice.  Slid  was  speaking,  apparently,  to 
some  one  who  shared  her  seat. 

This  person,  an  older  woman  (again 
judging  by  the  tone),  was  well  informed 
as  to  the  methods  of  reaching  Fayette- 
ville, the  trains,  and  the  hours.  This 
matter  settled,  they  went  on  talking. 

“I  have  been  up  in  the  mountains 
teaching,”  the  older  woman  presently  re- 
marked. 

14  Oh,”  said  the  girl,  sympathetically 
(falling  inflection). 

44 1 have  been  there  a year,  and  I think 
when  I came  away  I left  light  behind.” 

4‘  Oh  yes.” 

44  At  present  I have  no  situation,  though 
I have  one  in  view.  I am  a Georgian, 
but  I am  not  going  directly  home.  I am 
going  to  make  a visit  not  far  from  here. 
This  new  situation — they  are  most  anx- 
ious to  have  me,  but  I say  to  myself, 
‘Will  I do  the  most  good  there?  Is  it  a 
place  where  my  influence  will  carry  the 
most  weight?’  For  we  should  all  do  the 
best  we  can  with  our  talents;  it  is  a duty. 
I do  the  best  I can  with  mine.” 

44  Oh  yes,  I reckon  so.  And  you  speak 
so  beautifully  too.  Perhaps  you’ve  spok- 
en ? I mean  before  people  ?” 

“Never  in  public,”  answered  the  other 
voice,  reprovingly.  44  To  my  pupils,  but 
never  in  public.  I think  a woman  should 
always  keep  her  life  secluded;  she  should 
be  the  comfort  and  the  ornament  of  a 
purely  private  home.  We  do  not  exhibit 
our  charms — which  should  be  sacred  to 
the  privacy  of  the  boudoir — in  the  glare 
of  great  lecture-rooms;  we  prefer  to  be, 
and  to  remain , the  low- voiced,  retiring 
mothers  of  a race  of  giant  sons  whom  the 
Muse  of  History  will  immortalize  in  the 
characters  of  soldier,  statesman,  and  di- 
vine.” 

44  Oh  yes,”  said  the  girl’s  voice  again,  in 
good-natured,  if  inattentive,  acquiescence. 

Wintlirop  glanced  back.  The  young 
girl  was  charmingly  pretty,  with  a sweet 
indifference  in  her  eyes  which  seemed  to 
come  partly  from  indolence.  The  older 
woman — she  was  over  fifty — was  of  a 
martial  aspect,  broad-shouldered,  large- 
boned, and  tall.  Her  upper  lip  was  that 
of  a warrior,  her  high  cheek-bones  and 
abbreviated  nose  had  an  air  of  resolute 
determination.  Comfort  and  ornament 
of  a purely  private  home,  as  she  had  just 
proclaimed  herself,  it  seemed  almost  as  if 
her  powers  would  be  wasted  there.  She 
was  a woman  to  lead  an  army  through  a 
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breach  without  flinching.  The  giant  sons 
in  her  case  were  presumably  imaginary, 
for  she  gave  her  name  to  her  companion 
as  they  parted:  “Miss  Louisa  Mearns— 
they  call  me  Lulette.”  Her  voice  was 
very  soft  and  sweet. 

‘‘Southerner,  of  course,  with  those 
lovely  tones,”  was  Winthrop’s  mental 
comment  as  she  passed,  stepping  rather 
delicately,  and,  tall  as  she  was,  without 
any  stride.  “But  she's  got  a thorough 
soul  of  Maine,  though  she  doesn’t  dream 
of  it,  and  a genuine  New  Hampshire  body 
too.  There  must  have  been  transmigra- 
tion somewhere  among  her  ancestors.” 
And  then  from  sheer  weariness  and  rest- 
lessness he  went  into  another  car. 

“I  say,  Hawks,  let’s  get  out  and  push 
behind.  It  will  be  good  exercise  for  us — 
’spand  the  chest,  and  we'll  get  our  trunks 
to  Wilmington  a sight  quicker,”  was  call- 
ed across  the  aisle  by  one  commercial 
traveller  to  another. 

This  specimen  of  Northern  humor  was 
evidently  despised  by  all  the  Southerners 
present.  In  the  first  place,  they  consid- 
ered the  train  quite  fast  enough,  and  they 
were  not  accustomed  in  any  case  to  listen 
to  jocular  remarks  from  people  they  did 
not  know  ; they  still  belonged,  in  fact, 
most  of  them,  to  the  era  of  travelling  in 
private  carriages.  The  few  Northerners 
in  the  car,  exhausted  by  the  dawdling 
progress  across  the  green  pretty  country, 
by  the  desultory  methods  of  the  negroes 
who  threw  on  wood,  by  the  inexplicable 
backings  and  halts,  appreciated  the  drum- 
mer’s jest.  They  did  not  smile—  not  they ; 
two  of  them  turned  and  gave  a dry  look 
in  the  direction  of  the  irreverent  youth, 
during  which  moment  their- set  facial 
wrinkles  were  somewhat  relaxed;  then, 
exchanging  a brief  returning  glance  with 
each  other,  which  probably,  though  not 
in  the  least  visibly,  conveyed  sympathy, 
they  returned  to  their  morning  papers. 

Winthrop’s  feeling  wras  that  this  train 
would  be  in  North  Carolina  a week.  But 
it  got  on.  It  traversed  South  Carolina 
and  Georgia;  it  passed  through  the  cot- 
ton country;  it  crossed  beautiful  rivers 
rolling  slowly  toward  the  sea;  then  it 
made  a wide  detour  round  Okefinokee 
swamp,  and  at  last  brought  him  again  to 
the  margin  of  the  broad  St.  John’s.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  half  a lifetime  had 
passed  since  he  left  it. 

He  reached  East  Angels  in  the  afternoon. 
The  old  gray-white  house  was  no  longer 
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his  own  ; though  the  lower  door  stood 
open,  he  kuocked.  Cindy  appeared.  Yes, 
Mrs.  Rutherford  and  Mrs.  Harold  were 
both  at  home;  they  were  in  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford's sitting-room  upstairs.  But  when 
she  had  preceded  him  and  opened  the  door 
of  that  apartment,  only  Aunt  Katrina  was 
there. 

“Mercy,  Evert!  where  did  you  come 
from?"  she  exclaimed,  in  a key  rather  high- 
er than  her  usual  calm  tones.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  she  looked  frightened. 

4 4 From  New  York,  of  course.  You  are 
alone  ? Where  is  Margaret  ?”  He  spoke 
abruptly. 

“Oh,  she's  here,”  responded  Aunt  Ka- 
trina, quickly,  in  a re-assuring  voice. 

But  her  emphasis  told  him  that  it  might 
not  be  44  here"  long;  it  might  be  some  oth- 
er word.  Would  that  word  be  “Fernan- 
dina”  ? 


At  any  rate,  Margaret  was  not  yet  gone. 

“ What  do  you  mean  by  4 here’  ? She's 
not  in  the  room.” 

44  She  doesn’t  spend  every  moment  with 
me ; I want  some  time  for  my  own  read- 
ing and  meditation.  She's  in  the  garden, 
or  the  drawing-room,  I suppose  — some- 
where about.” 

“Aunt  Katrina,  tell  me  in  so  many 
words — is  she  going  back  to  Lanse  ?” 

“Why— er — why,  yes,  I believe  so.” 
Aunt  Katrina's  voice  fairly  faltered. 

“You  have  had  a hand  in  this;  you 
have  urged  her.” 

44  Well,  Evert,  she's  Lanse's  wife,  you 

Lt  n nw  ^ 

“Where  is  she?” 

“I  have  told  you  already  that  I don't 
know.” 

“Not  gone  ?”  he  said,  with  quick-return- 
ing suspicion. 

44 Oh  dear  no!  What  are  you  think- 
ing of  ?” 

“I’m  thinking  that  I can  not  trust  either 
of  you.  When  is  she  going,  then  ?” 

44  Well,  there  has  been  a good  deal  about 
that.  Back  and  forth,  you  know;  letters 
and—” 

“ When  f ” he  repeated,  imperatively. 

44  To-morrow,”  answered  Aunt  Katrina, 
in  almost  the  same  tone  as  his  own.  4 4 How 
you  do  storm  about,  Evert!” 

But  he  had  left  the  room  almost  before 
her  words  were  finished. 

Margaret  was  not  in  the  drawing-room ; 
she  was  not  in  the  garden.  He  met  Pa- 
blo. “ Do  you  know  where  Mrs.  Harold 
is  ?”  he  said. 
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44  She's  in  der  yorrange  grove,  sah.  I 
ben  dar  myse'f  lookin’  arter  der  place  a 
little,  as  I has  ter,  en  I see  her  dar."  Pa- 
blo meant  the  old  grove— his  grove ; the 
new  grove  was  on  the  other  side  of  the 
house,  and  was  as  ugly  as  a new  grove 
always  is. 

Down  to  this  hour  old  Pablo  had  never 
become  satiated  with  the  delight  of  work- 
ing in  the  old  grove  at  his  own  pleasure 
and  according  to  Southern  methods  alone. 
Poor  little  Melissa  Whiting's  voice  had 
long  been  stilled, but  Pablo  was  rioting  yet. 

The  old  grove  was  in  bloom.  It  was 
not  so  productive  now  as  it  had  been  in 
Mrs.  Thorne's  day,  but  it  was  much  more 
beautiful.  Pablo's  rioting  had  not  in- 
cluded steady  labor  of  any  sort ; there  had 
been  no  pruning,  and  very  little  digging; 
the  aisles  were  green  and  luxuriant,  the 
ground  undisturbed.  The  perfume  of  the 
blossoms  filled  the  air;  on  some  of  the 
trees  blossoms  and  ripe  fruit  were  hang- 
ing together. 

Winthrop  walked  on  under  the  bright 
foliage  and  bride-like  bloom.  But  there 
was  no  sign  of  Margaret. 

“Of  course  she  would  not  be  here,”  he 
thought,  “or  at  least  she  would  not  stay; 
it's  far  too  sweet.” 

At  length  he  saw  her  light  dress.  She 
was  just  beyond  the  grove  s border.  Here 
there  was  an  old  nondescript  pillar,  crown- 
ed by  a clumsy  vase ; as  both  were  made 
of  coquina,  there  was  not  much  shape  left 
in  either  of  them.  She  was  leaning  against 
this  ornament,  with  her  back  to  the  grove; 
one  arm  lay  across  the  top.  She  wore  no 
gloves,  and  he  could  see  her  pretty  hand 
with  its  single  ring,  the  band  of  plain 
gold.  In  front  of  her  there  was  a little 
glade,  green  and  quiet;  in  its  centre  was 
the  low  curb  of  an  old  well,  overgrown 
with  jasmine.  She  appeared  to  be  look- 
ing at  it. 

His  footsteps  had  made  no  sound  on 
the  soft  earth;  he  came  upon  her  before 
she  discovered  him. 

“I  don’t  think  you  can  be  much  sur- 
prised to  see  me,”  he  said.  “You  have 
waited  here  to  the  last  hour  of  your  allot- 
ted time.  You  might  have  gone  days  ago, 
and  then  I should  not  have  seen  you  at 
all;  but  you  have  waited.  It  looks  quite 
as  if  you  expected  me  to  come;  as  if  you 
wished  to  give  me  one  more  final  thrust 
before  you  joined  your  excellent  husband. 
Of  course  I deserve  nothing  better;  I ap- 
preciate that.” 
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THE  prospects  of  African  civilization 
are  aptly  summed  up  in  the  elder 
Prince  Gortschakoff's  terse  definition  of 
the  equally  undeveloped  vastness  of  Sibe- 
ria as  “a  good  bill  payable  at  a long 
date.”  Vast  as  are  the  results  achieved 
during  the  last  few  years,  they  are  as 
nothing  to  the  work  which  still  remains 
to  be  done;  but  the  outer  world  is  at  all 
events  beginning  to  learn  for  the  first 
time  what  Africa  really  is,  and  what  she 
really  needs.  As  lately  as  1830,  civilization 
hailed  as  a great  discovery  the  announce- 
ment that  “John  and  Richard  Landor, 
having  voyaged  down  the  Niger  from 
Yauri  to  the  sea,  have  satisfactorily  as- 
certained that  it  is  not  the  Congo !”  Even 
after  this  amazing  revelation,  and,  indeed, 
almost  up  to  the  date  of  Stanley's  famous 
“finding  of  Livingstone,”  the  few  Euro- 
peans who  thought  of  Africa  at  all  thought 
of  it  as  a vast  sandy  desert,  with  a floating 
population  consisting  chiefly  of  hungry 
lions  and  robbers  more  ferocious  still,  the 
latter  being  in  the  habit  of  “careering 
over  the  waste”  on  swift  horses  without 
any  obvious  cause  for  their  hurry,  living 
comfortably  where  there  was  nothing  to 
eat,  and  amassing  stores  of  ill-gotten 
wealth  where  there  was  no  one  to  rob. 

But  the  great  tidal  wave  of  civilization 
which  is  now  bursting  into  the  Dark  Con- 
tinent has  swept  away  these  delusions  at 
once  and  forever.  The  supposed  “desert” 
proves  to  contain  wide  tracts  of  alluvial 
soil  as  fertile  as  the  Cashmere  Valley,  for- 
ests vast  enough  to  swallow  up  all  the 
woods  of  northern  Russia,  lakes  to  which 
Ladoga  and  Onega  would  be  mere  pools, 
mountains  as  high  as  the  stateliest  peaks 
of  the  Alps  or  the  Caucasus,  and  rivers 
forming  a series  of  watery  high-roads  as 
magnificent  as  those  of  Siberia  itself,  with 
the  additional  advantage  of  having  no 
winter  to  impede  them.  Indeed,  the  fu- 
ture history  of  Africa  will  be  written  along 
the  lines  traced  by  the  Nile,  the  Niger,  and 
the  Congo,  as  certainly  as  that  of  Central 
Asia  lias  followed  the  course  of  the  Syr- 
Darya  and  the  Oxus;  and  with  these  three 
great  natural  highways  any  survey  of  Af- 
rica's development  must  necessarily  begin. 

Among  the  countless  blessings  of  war 
must  be  reckoned  its  power  of  teaching 
geography  and  its  aptitude  for  developing 
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railways.  Thousands  who  but  for  the 
Afghan  frontier  quarrel  would  have  gone 
to  their  graves  ignorant  of  the  very  exist- 
ence of  Penjdeh,  Bala  Murghab,  or  Pul-i- 
Khisti,  are  now  as  familiar  with  those  civil- 
ized and  interesting  spots  as  with  Central 
Park  or  Coney  Island,  while  the  Soudan 
wrar  has  set  on  foot  two  railroads  (the 
Suakin-Berber  and  the  Upper  Nile  Valley), 
which  the  historian  of  the  twentieth  cen- 
tury will  class  among  the  most  important 
achievements  of  the  nineteenth.  The  first 
of  these  undertakings,  however,  is  intend- 
ed not  to  supersede,  but  to  assist,  the  nav- 
igation of  the  Nile,  which  matches  its  two 
great  brothers,  the  Niger  and  the  Congo, 
in  the  number  and  violence  of  the  rapids 
that  obstruct  its  course.  Its  commence- 
ment was  interwoven  with  the  dreams  of 
Soudanese  conquest  and  traffic  which 
haunted  the  ex-Khedive  of  Egypt,  Ismail 
Pasha,  who,  growing  impatient  at  the  slow 
progress  of  the  railroad  that  he  was  push- 
ing along  the  left  bank  of  the  Nile  through 
upper  Egypt  into  Nubia,  resolved,  like  the 
Irish  novel-reader,  “to  begin  in  the  mid- 
dle, and  finish  the  beginning  at  the  end.” 

The  new  departure  was  made  from  Wadi 
Haifa,  a Nubian  town  550  miles  below 
Berber  by  the  winding  river  route,  and 
upward  of  600  from  the  Mediterranean  in 
a straight  line.  Thence  the  track  was 
completed  as  far  as  Sarras,  when  some  new 
caprice  diverted  the  attention  of  its  vola- 
tile patron,  who  left  the  work  unfinished. 

It  was  recommenced  by  England  in 
1884,  a few  months  after  Gordon's  arrival 
atKhartoom,  and  fifteen  miles  out  of  sixty- 
two  were  completed  on  the  Ferket  section, 
which  avoids  the  perilous  Dal  rapids. 

The  work  was  vigorously  pushed  on  dur- 
ing the  summer  by  order  of  General  Wol- 
seley,  who  asserted  that  by  constructing 
tramways  around  the  cataracts  of  Fatmeh 
and  Kliaibar,  and  layiug  about  220  miles 
of  track  along  various  parts  of  the  upper 
Nile,  a line  of  communication  available  at 
all  seasons  might  be  established  between 
Wadi  Haifa  and  Korti,  the  future  head- 
quarters of  the  British  army  during  the 
Soudan  campaign.  But  the  works  at 
Ferket  came  to  an  abrupt  halt  in  the  early 
fall  from  lack  of  material,  while  the  con- 
struction of  the  h igher  sections  was  stopped 
short  on  the  28th  of  October  by  a whole- 
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their  work,  and  in  the  channel  through 
which  the  splendid  river  flowed  swift  and 
deep  only  a few  months  ago  the  dry  sand 
now  glares  white  in  the  scorching  sun- 
shine. All  around,  far  as  the  eye  can 
reach,  the  stony  grimness  of  the  great 
Bishareen  Desert,  stretching  unbroken  up 
to  the  Blue  Nile  on  the  west  and  the  Red 
Sea  on  the  east,  wearies  the  eye  with  its 
hideous  sameness;  and  miles  away  to  the 
southeast  the  four  pyramidal  bluffs  of 
granite  around  Gozerajup,  marking  the 
southernmost  limit  of  the  Nubian  wilder- 
ness, loom  distortedly  through  a quiver- 
ing film  of  intense  heat,  like  the  reek  from 
the  mouth  of  a furnace. 

Suddenly  a hollow  rumble,  like  distant 
thunder,  blends  with  the  warning  shriek 
of  “El  Bahr!  el  Bahr!”  (the  river!  the 
river  I)  from  the  Arabs  who  are  rushing 
frantically  up. the  crumbling  sides  of  the 
gully;  and  we  have  barely  time  to  draw 
breath  when  the  whole  valley  around  us 
is  one  whirl  of  foaming,  leaping,  roaring 
waters,  500  yards  wide  by  20  feet  deep, 
and  black  as  ink  with  the  rich  soil  which, 
washed  down  from  the  slopes  of  the  Abys- 
sinian hills,  gives  to  the  Atbara  its  Arabic 
nameof  “Bahrel  Aswat”  (theblack  river). 
The  tributaries  of  the  Nile  come  down  in 
their  might  to  re-enforce  her  wasting 
stream  with  the  free  mountain  torrents 
which  no  sun  can  dry.  Away,  away 
rushes  the  life-giving  flood  on  its  long 
journey  toward  the  swarthy  Egyptian 
husbandmen,  who  are  watching  for  its 
coming  a thousand  miles  to  the  north- 
ward. Ten  leagues  above  the  spot  where 
the  white,  flat-roofed  houses  of  Berber 
look  out  from  a garland  of  living  green* 
over  the  hot,  brassy  yellow  of  the  Nubian 
Desert,  this  last  affluent  bursts  into  the 
shrunken  Nile.  The  bare,  rocky  ridges 
behind  Abu-Hamed,  the  high,  steep  bank 
whence  Korti  peers  through  its  clustering 
trees  at  the  perilous  shoals  below,  the 
great  red  cliff  that  sentinels  the  crum- 
bling and  half-ruined  hovels  of  Old  Don- 
gola,  are  one  by  one  left  behind.  On- 
ward still,  past  the  tall,  white,  spear-point- 
ed minarets  that  rise  above  the  dark  green 
palms  of  New  Dongola,  beneath  which, 
forty  years  ago,  played  a bare-limbed  Arab 

* This  eight-acre  garden  of  date-palms,  citrons, 
and  lemons,  still  fresh  as  when  first  planted  by  wise 
old  Halleem  Effendi  many  years  ago,  is  the  most 
striking  possible  proof  how  much  may  be  achieved 
by  culture  and  irrigation  even  in  a seemingly  hope- 
less desert. 
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boy  who  was  one  day  to  call  himself  El 
Mahdi;  past  the  mighty  crags  of  basalt, 
more  than  200  feet  in  height,  which  start 
up  out  of  the  thick  coffee-brown  stream 
beside  Wadi  Haifa;  past  the  stern  cliffs  of 
red  granite  beyond  it,  and  the  brown  huts 
of  Korosko,  where  the  black  loam  of  the 
river  seems  divided  by  a ruled  line  from 
the  tawny  sand  of  the  desert — till  at  length 
the  slender  masts  of  the  white-winged 
Arab  boats  are  seen  bristling  around  the 
muddy  landing-place  of  Assouan,  and  the 
rushing  river  pours  itself  in  a fertilizing 
deluge  over  the  interminable  plains  of 
Egypt. 

Is  it  possible,  then,  to  strike  a balance 
between  these  alternate  extremes  of  lavish 
abundance  and  bitter  scarcity,  or  to  con- 
vert to  their  proper  use  these  countless 
tons  of  fertilizing  deposit  which  the  Nile 
sweeps  down  into  the  sea,  to  form  there  a 
line  of  sand  banks  along  the  whole  Egyp- 
tian coast,  and  gradually  block  up  not 
only  the  mouths  of  the  great  river  itself, 
but  the  entrance  of  the  Suez  Canal  like- 
wise ? Sir  Samuel  Baker,  the  greatest  liv- 
ing authority  upon  the  Nile  and  its  capa- 
bilities, declares  that  all  this  can  be  done, 
and  liis  plan  is  too  characteristically  bold 
and  simple  to  be  stated  in  any  words  but 
his  own: 

“The  Nile  is  a powerful  horse  without 
harness;  but  with  a bridle  in  his  mouth 
the  fertility  of  Egypt  might  be  increased 
to  a vast  extent.  With  a river  that  sup- 
plies an  unlimited  quantity  of  water  and 
mud  at  a particular  season,  having  a fall 
of  1500  feet  in  1000  miles,  a supply  could 
be  afforded  to  a prodigious  area,  which 
would  be  fertilized  not  only  by  irrigation, 
but  by  the  annual  deposit  of  soil  from  the 
water  being  allowed  to  remain  upon  the 
surface.  The  establishment  of  a series  of 
dams  across  the  Nile  would  raise  its  level 
at  certain  points,  whence  the  water  might 
be  led  by  canals  into  the  natural  depres- 
sions. These  would  form  reservoirs,  from 
which  the  enormous  volume  of  water 
heavily  charged  with  soil  (which  now 
rushes  uselessly  into  the  sea)  might  be 
conducted  through  the  deserts  of  Nubia 
and  Libya,  to  transform  them  into  cot- 
ton fields  that  would  render  England 
independent  of  America . This  great 
work  might  be  commenced  by  a single 
dam  above  the  first  cataract  at  Assouan, 
at  a spot  where  the  river  is  walled  in  by 
granite  hills.  Here  the  water  could  be 
raised  to  an  exceedingly  high  level,  which 
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would  command  an  immense  tract  of  coun- 
try. Similar  dams  might  be  constructed 
at  convenient  intervals,  and  by  raising  the 
level  of  the  Nile  sixty  feet  at  every  dam, 
the  cataracts  would  no  louger  exist,  as 
the  rocks  forming  the  obstructions  would 
be  buried  in  the  depths  of  the  river.  Stone 
being  plentiful  throughout  the  Nile  Val- 
ley, the  engineering  difficulties  would  be 
trifling,  while  sluice-gates  and  canals  at 
the  various  dams  would  conduct  the  ship- 
ping either  up  or  down  the  stream.” 

Gigantic  as  the  scheme  may  appear 
which  thus  aims  at  the  fertilization  of 
the  whole  Soudan  at  one  blow,  it  is  merely 
the  repetition  on  a magnificent  scale  of 
what  the  Egyptians  themselves  have  al- 
ready achieved  on  a small  one.  The  bar- 
rage constructed  between  Cairo  and  Alex- 
andria by  the  first  Viceroy,  Mehemet  Ali 
Pasha,  lmd  precisely  the  same  effect  in 
raising  the  level  of  the  Nile  and  pouring 
its  waters  into  the  irrigating  canals  of  the 
surrounding  country.  Any  traveller  who 
has  ascended  the  upper  Nile  by  boat  from 
Berber  to  Khartoom  within  the  last  two 
or  three  years  must  have  seen  at  almost 
every  mile  of  his  voyage  the  huge,  clumsy, 
creaking  sakyeh  (water-wheel)  thirty  feet 
in  diameter,  and  worked  by  two  oxen, 
which,  as  it  turns,  fills  with  the  soft  river 
water  the  buckets  hung  to  its  frame- work 
by  ropes  of  dried  grass,  and  then  empties 
them  again  into  the  hollowed  palm  trunk 
which  serves  as  a conduit  pipe  to  carry 
the  stream  into  the  irrigating  trenches 
around.  Higher  up  the  Nile  Valley  he 
would  find  this  rude  contrivance  replaced 
by  one  even  more  primitive,  viz.,  the  tra- 
ditional shadoof , or  earthen  pitcher,  raised 
and  lowered,  like  an  ordinary  well  bucket, 
by  a cord  attached  to  a stout  horizontal 
spar.  The  rule,  or  rather  misrule,  of  the 
Egyptian  government  is  sufficiently  char- 
acterized by  the  one  fact  that  instead  of 
aiding  and  encouraging  these  feeble  at- 
tempts at  improvement,  it  has  actually  laid 
a heavy  impost  upon  the  irrigation  which 
is  the  very  life  of  the  laud,  each  sakyeh 
paying  a yearly  tax  of  760  Egyptian  pias- 
tres (nearly  $35),  and  each  shadoof  330 
($15).  But  the  effect  produced  even  by 
these  puny  and  barbarous  methods  amply 
proves  what  mighty  results  may  be  ex- 
pected from  a regular  and  universal  sys- 
tem of  culture,  armed  with  all  the  re- 
sources of  science,  and  supported  by  all 
the  wealth  of  civilization. 

Sir  Samuel’s  bold  prophecy  of  the  con- 
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version  of  the  Nubian  and  Libyan  deserts 
into  cotton  fields  is  no  poetical  exaggera- 
tion. At  Assouan,  at  Port  Said,  at  Berber, 
along  both  sides  of  the  Suez  Canal,  luxu- 
riant vegetation  may  now  be  seen  grow- 
ing upon  soil  brought  from  a distance, 
and  spread  over  the  parched  and  lifeless 
sands  of  the  great  eastern  desert.  During 
the  late  American  war,  Egypt  supplied 
England  with  a vast  quantity  of  excellent 
cotton,  the  only  drawback  being  the  inev- 
itable diminution  of  the  corn  crop  by  the 
sudden  withdrawal  of  so  large  a surface 
from  the  limited  area  of  lower  Egypt  for 
purposes  of  cotton  raising.  But  when  the 
cotton  plantations  of  the  Nile  shall  extend 
from  the  border  of  upper  Egypt  to  that 
of  Abyssinia,  middle  aud  lower  Egypt 
will  be  left  free  for  the  exclusive  rearing 
of  those  splendid  harvests  which  fed  the 
Roman  republic  2000  years  ago. 

The  cotton  culture  which  succeeded  so 
well  at  the  mouth  of  the  Nile  twenty-three 
years  since  has  an  equally  promising  field 
at  the  opposite  extremity  of  the  main 
stream,  in  the  wide  plain  through  which 
its  two  great  branches  rush  to  join  each 
other  at  Khartoom.  The  tributary  streams 
of  the  Raliad  and  the  Atbara,  diverging 
from  the  same  point  of  the  great  Abys- 
sinian mountain  wall,  inclose  a triangle 
of  rich  level  prairie,  which  any  one  who 
lias  travelled  in  northwestern  Afghanis- 
tan may  picture  to  himself  by  recalling 
the  triangular  plain  of  Badgheis  similar- 
ly flanked  by  the  Murghab  and  the  Heri- 
Rud,  with  Herat  at  its  apex  instead  of 
Gallabat.  The  whole  southern  part  of 
this  district — which  farther  resembles  the 
Badgheis  province  in  forming  a kind  of 
“debatable  land'’  between  Abyssinia  and 
the  Egyptian  Soudan — is  one  vast  alluvial 
flat,  with  a regular  rain  fall  every  year 
from  June  till  the  middle  of  September, 
and  a soil  as  admirably  adapted  for  cotton 
growing  as  that  of  the  finest  plantation 
on  the  Mississippi.  True,  that  wretched 
Eastern  misgovemment  which  regards 
every  fine  province  as  a butcher  regards 
a fat  ox  has  done  its  utmost  to  ruin  this 
splendid  region,  the  ill-fated  inhabitants 
of  which  have  long  been  used  to  raise  just 
enough  produce  for  their  own  subsistence, 
knowing  that  any  surplus  would  be  in- 
stantly seized  by  the  rapacious  govern- 
ment. No  one  who  lias  seen  the  Egyp- 
tian soldiers  carrying  off  the  daughters  of 
the  Arab  peasantry,  tearing  down  their 
huts  for  fire  wood,  extorting  black-mail 
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from  them  over  and  above  the  grinding 
official  taxation,  can  wonder  at  the  suc- 
cess of  El  Mahdi’s  rebellion.  A very  few 
years  ago  the  bare  rumor  of  Egyptian 
troops  approaching  sufficed  to  make  all 
the  inhabitants  of  a Soudanese  village 
gather  their  families,  their  live  stock,  and 
whatever  they  could  most  easily  carry 
away,  and  fly  to  the  hills  or  the  desert, 
leaving  their  unreaped  corn  and  deserted 
homes  at  the  mercy  of  the  Khedive's 
blood-hounds.  But  despite  all  that  the 
Gallabat  Plain  has  suffered  and  is  still 
suffering  from  human  crime  and  human 
folly,  the  long  trains  of  camels  which  one 
meets  on  the  Raliad  and  the  upper  Atba- 
ra,  each  bearing  400  or  500  pounds  of  cot- 
ton or  tobacco  to  the  Abyssinian  markets, 
show  what  may  be  expected  of  it  when 
freed  from  the  double  burden  of  native 
barbarism  and  Egyptian  tyranny.  The 
duty  of  removing  this  burden  lies  at  pre- 
sent between  England,  as  the  holder  of 
Suakin,  and  Italy,  as  the  holder  of  Masso- 
wah. Both  have  set  their  faces  inland, 
and  England  has  already  taken  her  first 
stride  toward  the  promised  land  of  the 
eastern  Soudan  by  commencing  the  sec- 
ond of  the  two  great  Nile  railways,  viz., 
that  from  Suakin  to  Berber. 

The  preference  originally  given  to  the 
northernmost  of  the  two  routes  from  the 
Red  Sea  coast  to  Berber,  as  44  better  water- 
ed” than  the  southern  route  vid  Sinkat, 
can  not  but  sound  ironical  to  those  who 
remember  how  many  of  the  eleven 
“wells”  that  dot  its  dreary  239  miles  of 
desert  are  mere  mud -holes,  the  liquid 
scooped  from  which  is  far  more  like  an- 
chovy sauce  than  water.  But  a very 
slight  effort  of  scientific  boring  would 
remedy  this  drawback,  and  the  line  itself 
presents  only  two  engineering  difficulties 
worth  mentioning.  After  the  crossing  of 
the  first  low  ridge  at  Tambouk,  twenty- 
seven  miles  west  of  Suakin,  the  ground 
slopes  gradually  upward  to  its  highest 
point  at  the  Haratri  Pass,  forty-two  miles 
farther  on.  This  rocky  defile, rising  steep- 
ly to  a height  of  2850  feet,  will  undoubted- 
ly require  some  labor,  but  beyond  it  the 
ground  descends  again  by  a tolerably  easy 
slope  of  sixty  miles  to  the  Ariab  Oasis. 
Beyond  Ariab  comes  the  only  other  obsta- 
cle of  any  consequence,  viz.,  a perfectly 
waterless  tract  of  fifty-three  miles,  follow- 
ed by  a five-mile  belt  of  that  deep  soft  sand 
which  all  Egyptian  and  Anglo-Indian  en- 
gineers know  to  their  cost;  but  this  once 
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passed,  a tolerably  level  plateau  stretches 
unbroken  all  the  way  to  Berber. 

Were  Sir  Samuel  Baker’s  projected  dams 
across  the  Nile  supplemented  by  a similar 
dam  on  the  Atbara,  the  whole  Bishareen 
Desert  from  Gozerajup  as  far  north  as 
Berber  (a  distance  of  more  than  200  miles) 
might  be  made  as  fertile  as  the  Gallabat 
Plain  itself,  and  might  load  every  freight- 
car  on  the  Suakin-Berber  Railway  with 
first-rate  cotton  and  corn.  But  it  is  per- 
haps reserved  for  Italy  to  build  another 
railway  of  even  greater  importance — from 
the  Red  Sea  harbor  of  Massowah  due  west 
across  the  215  miles  of  hill  and  valley  be- 
tween it  and  Kassala,  the  greatest  trading 
centre  of  the  Soudan  after  Khartoom,  and 
the  capital  of  the  Hadendowa  Arabs,  who 
have  been  held  at  bay  there  for  nearly  two 
years  by  a handful  of  brave  men  behind  a 
mud  wall  which  one  well-served  battery 
could  level  in  a day.  The  possession  of 
Massowah  itself,  the  natural  outlet  of  Abys- 
sinia, is  an  incalculable  advantage.  The 
settlement  of  Assab  Bay,  immediately  to 
the  northwest  of  the  Strait  of  Bab-el-Man- 
deb,  purchased  by  Italy  from  the  Danakil 
chiefs  in  1870,  and  transformed  ten  years 
later  into  something  like  a commercial  sta- 
tion by  the  enterprise  of  Messrs.  Rubattino 
and  Co.,  is  too  remote  and  too  completely 
shut  in  by  deserts  ever  to  become  a great 
gateway  of  African  commerce.  But  Mas- 
sowah, the  Venice  of  the  Red  Sea.  built  on 
an  island  at  the  northern  end  of  the  spa- 
cious bay  of  Arkiko,  protected  against 
storms  by  the  Dhalak  islets,  and  linked  to 
the  mainland  by  a causeway  a mile  long, 
has  capabilities  far  beyond  the  apparent 
promise  of  its  rabble  of  circular  mud  bur- 
rows thatched  with  corn  stalks,  and  hud- 
dled around  a few  larger  buildings  of  stone 
or  coral.  The  5000  Greeks  and  Italians 
who  now  people  its  narrow,  crooked,  dirty 
lanes  are  the  germ  of  a mighty  future. 
Abyssinia,  cut  off  from  the  sea,  like  her 
European  counterpart,  Montenegro,  by  a 
small  strip  of  foreign  territory,  has  long 
looked  as  wistfully  at  Massowah,  and  the 
Bogos  Plateau  which  divides  it  from  her, 
as  the  Black  Mountaineers  once  looked  at 
Antivari  and  the  ail  jacent  coast  of  Dalma- 
tia; and  the  establishment  of  safe  and 
speedy  communications  thence  into  the 
heart  of  the  country  would  increase  a 
hundredfold  the  already  promising  local 
traffic.  As  long  ago  as  1862,  when  the 
Abyssinian  tributaries  of  the  Nile  were 
fully  explored  for  the  first  time,  the  mar- 
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ket  rates  at  Kassala  were  as  follows:  Cot- 
ton, 81  the  kantcir  (100  pounds);  gum- 
arabic,  ditto;  coffee,  5 cents  per  pound; 
corn,  8 piastres  (40  cents)  the  rachel  of  500 
pounds.  At  Gallabat,*  the  other  great 
centre  of  the  border  trade  between  Abys- 
sinia and  the  Soudan  (about  180  miles  due 
south  of  Kassala),  a fat  ox  could  then  be 
had  for  87,  a fine  fowl  for  two  cents,  and 
eggs  at  the  rate  of  nine  for  two  cents  and 
a half.  Such  a country  is  surely  worth 
opening  to  civilized  commerce,  especially 
when  coupled  with  the  possibility  of  con- 
verting the  now  useless  and  desert  tract 
between  Kassala  and  Khartoom  into  one 
great  crop  of  that  magnificent  dhurra 
(corn)  which  grows  to  a height  of  ten, 
twelve,  or  even  fifteen  feet,  and  in  which 
I have  more  than  once  lost  my  way  as 
completely  as  in  an  actual  forest.  Once 
freed  from  the  nightmare  of  Egyptian  ex- 
tortion which  has  paralyzed  it  ever  since 
Turkey  ceded  it  to  the  Khedive  in  1866, 
once  brought  into  direct  contact  with  the 
most  productive  regions  of  the  interior, 
Massowah's  prosperity  will  advance  with 
giant  strides.  The  mountains  to  the  south 
of  the  Tacazze  will  give  up  their  hidden 
treasures  of  copper  and  malachite,  and  the 
huge  gray  peak  of  Allatakoora  will  look 
down  upon  longtrainsof  freight-cars  tear- 
ing to  the  Massowah  warehouses  the  gum- 
arabic  of  Kordofan,  the  beeswax  of  Abys- 
sinia, the  coffee  of  the  border  foot-hills, 
the  senna  gathered  in  the  Bishareen  Des- 
erts, the  corn  and  cotton  grown  on  the 
plain  of  Gallabat,  and  the  hides  and  ivory 
brought  down  by  the  bold  hunters  of  the 
Ham  ran. 

But  even  this  does  not  exhaust  the  glo- 
rious possibilities  which  are  now  dawning 
upon  eastern  Africa.  The  same  raising 
of  the  Nile's  level  which  can  achieve  these 
splendid  results  will  also  make  the  great 
river  navigable  from  its  mouth  right  up  to 
Gondokoro  (within  a short  journey  of  the 
great  equatorial  lakes  which  form  its  act- 
ual source),  sweeping  away  at  one  blow 
the  multiplied  obstacles  that  broke  Romo- 
lo  Gessi's  heart,  and  baffled  for  a whole 
year  even  the  iron  will  and  indomitable 
perseverance  of  Gordon.  When  this  vast 
watery  highway  of  more  than  2000  miles 
shall  be  open  into  the  very  heart  of  equa- 


*  Gallabat  is  one  of  the  many  towns  surnamed 
<;El  Metemmnh”  (the  capital),  the  constant  recur- 
rence of  which  title  (frequently  but  erroneously 
written  “ Meteimieh1’)  is  a fruitful  source  of  con- 
fusion. 
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torial  Africa,  European  civilization  will 
pour  in  a full  tide  over  the  barbarous  re- 
gions upon  which  it  has  hitherto  fallen 
only  drop  by  drop.  And  now  another 
overland  high-road  is  fast  advancing  from 
the  south  to  meet  this  great  avenue  of  the 
north.  The  establishment  of  steam  navi- 
gation on  the  Zambezi,  on  its  tributary  the 
Shir6  (which  connects  it  with  Lake  Ny- 
assa),  and  on  the  great  lake  itself,  has 
formed  a line  of  communication  which, 
when  supplemented  by  the  completion  of 
the  wagon  road  that  has  already  traversed 
more  than  160  of  the  200  miles  between 
Lakes  Nyassa  and  Tanganyika,  will  open 
a direct  and  easy  route  from  the  Mozam- 
bique coast  to  within  a comparatively  short 
distance  of  Lake  Victoria  Nyanza,  and  the 
starting-point  of  the  Nile.  This  final  gap 
once  bridged  over,  Africa  will  be  spanned 
by  an  unbroken  highway  from  the  mouth 
of  the  Zambezi  to  the  roadstead  of  Alexan- 
dria, and  across  fifty  degrees  of  latitude  the 
Indian  Ocean  will  clasp  hands  with  the 
Mediterranean. 

Let  us  now  glance  at  the  Niger,  which, 
although  passingly  mentioned  by  Herodo- 
tus, and  located  with  tolerable  correctness 
by  Strabo  and  other  classic  geographers, 
is  a mere  infant  in  African  history  as  com- 
pared with  the  hoary  antiquity  of  the  Nile. 
Up  to  a comparatively  recent  date  it  was 
confounded  by* some  with  the  Congo,  by 
others  with  the  Senegal,  and  by  not  a few 
with  an  affluent  of  the  Nile  itself.  Not 
till  1869  were  its  head -waters  fully  ex- 
plored by  Win  wood  Reade,  a relative  of 
the  famous  English  novelist,  whose  vivid 
picture  of  African  life  in  one  of  his  later 
works  probably  gained  much  of  its  force 
from  the  graphic  details  of  his  younger 
namesake.  Readers  explorations,  com- 
bined with  the  previous  researches  of  Ma- 
jor Laing,  Caille,  Barth,  and  the  Landor 
brothers,  gave  the  outer  world  a tolerably 
clear  idea  of  the  length,  course,  and  navi- 
gable capabilities  of  this  great  tropical  ar- 
tery, in  which  lies  the  future  of  western 
Africa, M.  De  Lesseps's  imaginative  scheme 
for  flooding  the  whole  Sahara  into  a small- 
er Atlantic  having  apparently  but  one 
drawback,  viz.,  that  of  being  impossible. 

The  course  of  the  Niger — which  flows 
northeastward  toward  the  Sahara  Desert 
as  far  as  Kaabra  (the  river  port  of  Tim- 
buctoo),  and  then  slants  downward  again 
with  equal  suddenness  to  the  southeast, 
forming  the  exact  figure  of  a gigantic  V 

turned  upside  down  — spans  the  whole 
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breadth  of  the  fertile  tract  between  the 
Sahara  and  the  Gulf  of  Guinea.  This 
tract  lias  an  average  width  of  800  miles, 
over  the  whole  extent  of  which  the  vast 
tropical  rain  fall  has  spread  that  rank  and 
riotous  luxuriance  of  vegetation  which  is 
the  only  too  certain  home  of  that  deadly 
malaria  that  the  hardiest  foreigner  can 
not  face  unharmed.  Rising  on  the  east- 
ern slope  of  Mount  Lorna,  1300  feet  above 
the  sea  (which  divides  its  source  from  that 
of  its  great  western  rival,  the  Senegal),  it 
traverses  the  territories  of  several  fero- 
cious and  utterly  barbaric  tribes,  by  whom 
it  is  called  simply  “the  river,”  its  various 
names  of  Joliba,  Mayo,  Egliirreou,  and 
Quorra  being  merely  the  same  word  in 
different  dialects.  The  craggy  mount- 
ains gradually  melt  into  long  wave-like 
ridges,  giving  place  in  their  turn  to  gentle 
slopes,  which  will  be  eagerly  utilized  by 
the  coffee-planters  of  the  future.  About 
200  miles  from  its  source  the  broadening 
river  passes  Sego,  the  capital  of  the  Bam- 
barras,  a kind  of  African  Rotterdam,  di- 
vided into  four  nearly  equal  parts  by  ca- 
nals, across  which  ferry- boats  are  con- 
stantly plying.  Beyond  this  place  the 
ground  becomes  appropriately  flat  and 
swampy,  stray  tobacco  plantations  mingle 
with  the  long  grass  that  fringes  the  banks, 
and  isolated  clumps  of  trees  begin  to  dot 
the  northern  horizon — the  outposts  of  the 
great  army  of  forests  behind  them.  Those 
two  huge  gray  towers  away  to  the  north- 
east, around  which  hundreds  of  swallows 
are  fluttering  incessantly,  must  belong  to 
the  great  mosque  of  Jenn6,  another  thriv- 
ing seat  of  west  African  business,  situated 
on  a large  wooded  island  in  mid-stream. 
This  is  the  first  of  a long  train  of  green 
islets  of  considerable  size,  and  in  many 
cases  thickly  dotted  with  native  huts, 
which  stud  the  whole  middle  course  of 
the  Niger.  Beyond  Jenn6  we  pass  from 
the  Bambarra  to  the  Masina  country,  the 
woods  on  either  side  growing  thicker  and 
higher  with  every  mile  of  our  advance, 
till  at  length  Lake  Debo  is  left  behind, 
and  amid  a perfect  cobweb  of  streams  and 
water-courses,  half  buried  in  tamarind- 
trees  and  wild  grass,  the  small  grayish- 
white  houses  of  Kaabra  are  seen  curving 
around  the  bend  of  the  river,  with  great 
piles  of  corn  and  dried  herbage  stacked 
on  their  flat  roofs.  Five  miles  to  the 
northwest  of  this  primitive  port  a vast  tri- 
angular patch  of  dark  gray  upon  the  glar- 
ing white  sand  of  the  great  plain  beyond 
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the  river  marks  the  spot  where  Timbuc- 
too,  the  Palmyra  of  western  Africa,  stands 
looking  northward  into  the  voiceless,  life- 
less desolation  of  the  eternal  desert. 

The  greatness  of  Timbuctoo,  although 
attested  in  some  degree  by  the  crumbling 
remains  of  its  once  formidable  rampart,  is 
emphatically  a thing  of  the  past,  and  the 
pillared  galleries  of  its  great  mosque  are 
the  sole  vestige  of  taste  and  refinement 
that  still  lingers  amid  these  countless  hov- 
els of  dried  mud  or  intertwisted  straw  and 
reeds,  which,  starting  up  amid  unsightly 
heaps  of  filth  and  rubbish,  represent  the 
great  city  that  once  possessed  its  own  sci- 
entists and  its  own  philosophers,  as  well 
as  a library  of  1600  manuscript  volumes. 
Here  the  contrast  between  the  two  sides 
of  the  river  becomes  absolutely  startling 
in  its  intensity.  To  the  south  of  it  lie 
clustering  trees,  matted  thickets,  bristling 
maize  fields,  deep  still  pools  fringed  with 
long  rank  grass,  over  which  clouds  of  wa- 
ter-fowl are  circling  with  shrill  cries.  To 
the  north  stretches  a grim  waste  of  bare, 
scorching  sands,  upon  which  nothing  can 
grow  save  a few  stunted,  skeleton  trees, 
the  cruel  spikes  of  the  mimosa.  Like  the 
Styx  of  Grecian  legend,  this  dark  stream 
parts  the  world  of  life  from  the  world  of 
death;  and  when,  not  many  miles  farther 
on,  it  turns  suddenly  round  to  commence 
its  long  journey  back  to  the  south,  one 
might  well  imagine  it  to  be  shrinking 
away  in  horror  from  the  accursed  spot, 
and  flying  for  refuge  to  the  life-brimming 
forests  and  the  everlasting  sea. 

With  every  mile  of  increasing  distance 
from  the  terrible  Sahara  the  river  seems 
to  gather  fresh  strength  and  life.  From 
Bammakoo  down  to  Kaabra  it  is  barely  a 
mile  in  breadth,  and  flows  at  the  rate  of 
about  five  miles  an  hour,  while  its  low 
banks,  constantly  flooded  in  the  rainy  sea- 
son, are  as  flat  and  uninteresting  as  a “ so- 
ciety novel.”  But  as  it  speeds  southward 
it  grows  wider,  stronger,  deeper,  while  the 
surrounding  jungles  of  thorn  bushes  and 
wild  grass  give  place  to  mighty  forests, 
in  whose  shadowy  aisles  even  the  burning 
African  sunshine  is  toned  down  to  a rich 
summer  gloom  of  purple  twilight.  By 
the  time  it  reaches  Yauri — once  the  great- 
est city  of  western  Africa,  encircled  with 
a wTall  twenty  miles  in  circumference — it 
lias  attained  a breadth  of  two  miles,  and 
rushes  along  with  a swiftness  and  violence 
that  already  give  the  adventurous  voyager 
a foretaste  of  the  perilous  rapids  that 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


AFRICA’S  AWAKENING. 


553 


await  him  near  Boossa,  where  poor  Mun- 
go Park  was  treacherously  murdei'ed  in 
1805.  And  now  the  soil  grows  softer  and 
deeper,  the  rank  abundance  of  vegetation 
more  and  more  overwhelming  in  its  dead- 
ly fullness  of  life,  as  the  great  river  nears 
the  point  where  its  noblest  tributary,  the 
Benooweh  (the  “Blue  Nile”  of  western 
Africa), rushes  into  it  from  the  northeast. 
Only  250  miles  now  remain  to  be  traversed, 
and  the  mighty  stream,  hurrying  onward 
as  if  impatient  to  reach  the  end,  terminates 
its  weary  journey  of  2500  miles  by  pour- 
ing itself  through  countless  channels  into 
the  Bight  of  Biafra. 

The  position  of  the  Niger’s  head- waters 
within  200  miles  of  the  Sierra  Leone 
coast — whence  Winwood  Reade’s  expedi- 
tion actually  reached  them  in  1869— natu- 
rally suggested  the  possibility  of  carrying 
a railway  thither  from  Freetown,  in  order 
to  connect  that  port  with  the  still  impor- 
tant though  decaying  commercial  centre 
of  Sego,  and  to  draw  into  this  new  chan- 
nel the  great  internal  trade  of  which  Tim- 
buctoo  is  the  centre.  Others  suggested 
that  the  proposed  railway  should  run  due 
northward  up  the  Assini  River  to  one  of 
the  Niger’s  tributaries,  while  others  still 
preferred  the  idea  of  a line  slanting  north- 
eastward from  the  coast  to  Yauri,  thereby 
avoiding  the  formidable  Boussa  Rapids. 
This  last  plan  (which  was  warmly  ap- 
proved by  several  veteran  explorers,  in- 
cluding Mr.  Stanley  himself)  was  much 
talked  of  after  the  Ashantee  war  of  1873-4, 
and  again  after  Captain  Burton’s  famous 
assertion  of  the  existence  of  extensive 
gold  fields  in  those  regions — a statement 
amply  borne  out  by  the  abundance  of  gold 
ornaments  found  in  Coomassie  (tlief  Ashan- 
tee capital)  by  its  British  captors,  and  the 
name  of  “ Gold  Coast”  applied  to  a large 
section  of  the  Guinea  sea- board.  But 
while  this  project  was  serving  the  purpose 
for  which  such  schemes  are  apparently 
created,  viz.,  that  of  giving  to  many 
worthy  people  the  pleasure  of  talking 
over  a thing  instead  of  doing  it,  the  rest- 
less ambition  of  a rival  power  anticipated 
it  by  a counter-stroke. 

The  French  possessors  of  the  lower 
Senegal  had  not  overlooked  the  fact  that 
only  a single  mountain  range  lay  between 
its  head-waters  and  those  of  the  Niger, 
and  the  same  idea  of  “ tapping”  the  local 
commerce  of  the  great  river  by  a railway 
from  the  coast  had  occurred  to  them  like- 
wise. The  proposed  route  was  fully  sur- 

Digitized  by  Google 


veyed  in  1880-1  by  an  expedition  from  St. 
Louis,  the  French  station  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Senegal ; and  in  December,  1882,  the 
first  few  miles  of  the  new  mil  road  were 
actually  opened  for  traffic.  But  even 
this  small  success  could  not  be  achieved 
without  a passing  exercise  of  that  truly 
French  mode  of  persuasion  which  was 
employed  not  many  months  later  to  con- 
ciliate the  “ barbarians”  of  Tonquin  and 
Madagascar.  The  Kingof  Kay  or — a small 
principality  bordering  the  French  posses- 
sions on  the  right  or  northern  bank  of  the 
Senegal — having  been  perverse  enough 
to  object  to  the  passage  of  the  railroad 
through  his  territory,  a detachment  of 
infantry  was  sent  to  enlighten  the  “inso- 
lent savage”  by  burning  his  village  and 
carrying  off  his  horses  and  cattle. 

But  even  should  this  enterprise  realize 
all  the  high-flown  expectations  entertain- 
ed of  it,  England  will  still  have  a rich  and 
spacious  field  of  commerce  in  the  lower 
Niger  and  its  famous  tributary  the  Be- 
nooweh, which,  rising  in  the  unexplored 
heights  that  tower  nearly  8000  feet  above 
the  sea  along  the  ridge  of  Mount  Atlanti- 
ka,  flows  westward  to  the  Niger  through 
a vast  tract  of  fertile  country,  capable  of 
magnificent  development.  Although  the 
belief  which  gave  to  the  Benooweh  its  oth- 
er name  of  Tcliadda,  as  being  an  outlet 
of  the  African  Caspian,  Lake  Tchad,  has 
proved  erroneous,  both  French  and  Eng- 
lish steamers  have  found  it  navigable  up  to 
the  city  of  Yola  (400  miles  above  its  junc- 
tion with  the  Niger),  where  it  lias  a width 
of  800  feet.  By  this  route  commercial 
relations  might  be  established  between  the 
Guinea  ports  and  Kouka,  the  capital  of 
the  vast  inland  territory  of  Bornou.  Far- 
ther to  the  northwest  the  great  local  mar- 
ket of  Sokoto  (Sackatoo),  past  which  a riv- 
er of  the  same  name  flows  into  the  Niger, 
might  be  similarly  linked  to  this  ever- 
growing net-work  of  internal  communi- 
cation. Moreover,  the  British  policy  of 
forming  a native  gendarmerie  in  West  Af- 
rica out  of  the  bold  and  warlike  Houssas, 
who  inhabit  the  seven  provinces  lying  be- 
tween Sokoto  and  the  Bornou  frontier, 
offers  an  excellent  means  of  forming  closer 
and  more  friendly  connections  with  these 
Frenchmen  of  the  tropics.  The  four 
Houssa  chiefs  who  landed  at  Liverpool 
on  the  5th  of  last  May,  in  order  to  learn 
the  drill  and  discipline  of  the  white  men, 
will  carry  back  to  their  homes  beyond  the 
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dor  which  will  fall  upon  ears  well  pre- 
pared to  receive  them.  Compared  with 
the  ferocious  Tuareg’s  to  the  north  of 
them,  and  the  brutal  Dahomians  of  the 
south,  the  Houssas  may  almost  be  called 
civilized.  Their  country  is  well  culti- 
vated, many  tracts  producing  two  crops  a 
year.  Their  ordinary  habits  of  life  and 
the  appearance  of  their  two-storied  houses 
are  as  vastly  superior  to  those  of  the  sur- 
rounding tribes  as  the  Houssas  trim  white 
cotton  jacket  and  loose  trousers  are  to  the 
greasy  and  far  too  well  peopled  blanket 
which  forms  the  ordinary  wear  of  his 
ruder  neighbors.  Sokoto,  the  nominal 
capital  of  the  Houssa  provinces  (signify- 
ing literally  “lialting-place”),  is  laid  out 
in  regular  and  well-built  streets  along  a 
sloping  ridge,  surrounded  by  a wall  more 
than  twenty-five  feet  high,  the  twelve 
gates  of  which  are  always  closed  at  sun- 
set. Even  more  striking  is  the  appear- 
ance of  Kano  (the  New  York  of  Houssa 
as  Sokoto  is  its  Washington),  which,  de- 
spite its  unhealthy  situation  in  the  midst 
of  an  enormous  swamp,  ranks  as  one  of 
the  greatest  commercial  centres  of  equa- 
torial Africa.  Its  thirty-foot  wall,  fifteen 
miles  in  circuit,  has  fifteen  gates  of  wood 
covered  with  sheet-iron.  Its  inhabitants, 
who  are  estimated  at  40,000,  follow  the 
Moorish  fashion  in  their  houses,  which 
have  store-rooms  and  a central  hall  of 
audience  on  the  ground -floor,  while  the 
sleeping  apartments  occupy  the  upper  sto- 
ry. The  slaves,  who  form  a full  half  of  the 
population,  are  treated  with  comparative 
kindness,  many  of  them  being  even  set 
free  at  the  Ramadan  festival,  or  on  the 
occasion  of  their  master's  death.  The 
great  market,  despite  its  primitive  curren- 
cy of  cowrie  shells  at  200  to  the  dollar,  is 
clean  and  well  kept,  and  presided  over  by 
a special  officer,  who  lets  out  the  stalls  and 
fixes  the  price  of  the  merchandise,  which 
comprises  live  stock  of  every  kind,  fruit 
and  provisions,  salt  from  the  pits  of  Bhil- 
ma  in  the  northern  Tuareg  Desert,  and 
miscellaneous  goods  from  Barbary, Egypt, 
and  even  Europe. 

. Through  the  Houssa  warriors  who  have 
taken  her  pay  and  visited  her  shores  Eng- 
land has  now  an  admirable  chance  of  es- 
tablishing commercial  relations  with  this 
splendid  country,  and  organizing  a direct 
route  of  traffic  from  Sokoto  to  the  coast 
vid  the  lower  Niger.  The  possible  ad- 
vantages of  such  an  enterprise  can  hardly 
be  overrated.  It  would  be  grossly  unfair 
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to  judge  of  West  African  commerce  as  a 
whole  by  the  statistics  of  so  exceptionally 
unfavorable  a year  as  the  present  one, 
which  I therefore  forbear  to  quote;  but 
facts  are  not  wanting  to  show  what  sci- 
ence and  capital  might  achieve  in  this 
great  store-house  of  unused  treasures.  The 
Sokoto  Valley  itself,  and  the  adjacent  tracts 
of  Houssa  territory,  already  rank  as  one 
of  the  finest  corn -growing  districts  in 
western  Africa,  and  may  become  tenfold 
more  productive  under  an  improved  sys- 
tem of  drainage  and  cultivation.  The 
sloping  hills  between  Sokoto  and  Kano 
offer  a field  for  coffee-planting  unsurpass- 
ed even  by  the  famous  Coffee  Mountains 
to  the  east  of  Mocha.  The  tobacco  plan- 
tations along  the  middle  course  of  the 
Niger  already  give  promise  of  future 
abundance.  Indigo,  though  still  poor  and 
scanty,  appears  to  be  so  rather  from  the 
want  of  proper  culture  than  from  any  un- 
fitness for  the  soil  of  the  Niger  basin. 
The  ground-nuts,  which  are  so  abundant 
on  the  upper  Gambia,  yield  an  oil  equal 
to  the  finest  olive  oil  of  southern  Europe. 
Gum  is  equally  plentiful  and  equally  ex- 
cellent. The  “Ivory  Coast”  still  deserves 
its  name  (as  the  traders  of  Sierra  Leone 
and  Liberia  can  bear  witness)  by  the  num- 
ber of  splendid  tusks  brought  down  to  it 
from  the  interior.  But  more  important 
than  all  is  the  precious  palm  oil  for  which 
the  west  coast  of  Africa  lias  been  cele- 
brated for  generations  past,  tlie  supply 
appearing  to  be  literally  inexhaustible, 
inasmuch  as  the  oil  palm  stretches  across 
the  whole  breadth  of  the  great  central  for- 
est zone  already  mentioned,  extending  as 
far  south  as  the  tenth  parallel  of  southern 
latitude!  All  these  various  sources  of 
traffic  will  be  developed,  and  supplement- 
ed by  the  scientific  cultivation  of  the  rice 
which  already  grows  abundantly  in  the 
swampy  Niger  delta  and  the  adjacent  dis 
tricks. 

The  third  of  Africa's  great  'watery  high- 
ways—the  Congo— has  one  advantage  at 
the  very  outset,  which  many  critics  ap- 
pear to  have  quite  overlooked.  Among 
all  the  countless  ports  that  stud  the  vast 
stretch  of  sea  board  between  Sierra  Leone 
and  St.  Paul  de  Loanda,  the  only  safe  and 
convenient  anchorage  is  that  afforded  by 
the  inlet  just  within  the  mouth  of  the  Con- 
go, where,  according  to  Stanley's  friend 
Mr.  Johnston,  who  inspected  it  three  years 
ago,  “a  wThole  navy  might  ride  at  anchor 
in  water  deep  enough  for  large  vessels 
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within  fifty  yards  of  the  shore,”  and  com- 
pletely sheltered  by  the  peninsula  of  Ba- 
nana Point.  This  advantage  is  not  likely 
to  be  wasted,  one  glance  at  the  map  being 
sufficient  to  show  how  unmistakably  the 
great  river  is  the  natural  outlet  of  all 
South  Africa.  The  possibility  of  con- 
necting the  Congo  with  the  Nile,  and  thus 
laying  open  the  whole  continent  from  the 
South  Atlantic  to  the  Mediterranean,  can 
not  be  fairly  considered  till  it  shall  be  ful- 
ly ascertained  whether  the  Well6  (which 
Schweinfurth  in  1870  found  flowing  west- 
ward within  100  miles  of  the  White  Nile’s 
nearest  affluent)  is  a tributary  of  the  Congo 
or  not;  but  the  German  scheme  of  bridg- 
ing South  Africa  from  east  to  west  by 
connecting  the  Congo’s  head-waters  with 
Zanzibar  is  not  only  admitted  to  be  feasi- 
ble, but  actually  commenced.  The  ces- 
sion to  Germany  by  the  International  Af- 
rican Association  of  all  the  territory  east 
of  the  upper  Congo  bordering  on  Lakes 
Tanganyika  and  VictoriaNyanza  has  lately 
been  supplemented  by  the  announcement 
that  “ the  first  stage  route  from  the  Congo 
to  Zanzibar  will  be  laid  out  by  Germany 
through  a company  in  eastern  Africa, 
established  under  an  imperial  charter.” 
In  a word,  everything  seems  ripe  for  the 
“tramway”  which  Mr.  Stanley  himself 
declares  to  be  4 * the  one  thing  that  is  need- 
ed for  Africa,”  and  his  own  evidence  is 
conclusive  as  to  the  magnificent  results 
which  may  be  expected  from  the  adequate 
development  of  such  a region  as  Zanzibar: 
“Cloves,  cinnamon,  tortoise-shell,  pep- 
per, copal  gum,  ivory,  orchilla  weed,  In- 
dia rubber,  and  hides  have  been  exported 
for  years;  but  this  catalogue  does  not  in- 
dicate a tithe  of  what  might  be  produced 
by  the  judicious  . investment  of  capital. 
The  cocoa-nut  palm  flourishes  at  Zanzi- 
bar Island  and  on  the  mainland,  the  oil 
palm  thrives  luxuriantly  in  Pemba,  and 
sugar-cane  will  grow  everywhere.  Caout- 
chouc remains  undeveloped  in  the  mar- 
itime belts  of  woodland,  and  the  acacia 
forests,  with  their  wealth  of  gums,  are 
nearly  untouched.  Rice  is  sown  on  the 
Rufiji  banks,  and  yields  abundantly;  cot- 
ton would  thrive  in  any  of  the  rich  river 
bottoms;  and  then  there  are  the  grains, 
millet,  Indian  corn,  and  many  others,  the 
culture  of  which  (though  only  in  a languid 
way)  the  natives  understand.  The  cattle, 
cotfee,  and  goats  of  the  interior  also  await 
the  energetic  man  of  capital  and  the  com- 
mercial jgenius.” 
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Germany’s  new  overland  high-road  will 
cross  at  the  southern  end  of  Lake  Tangan- 
yika the  route  already  mentioned  as  be- 
ing carried  northward  by  England  from 
Lake  Nyassa  and  the  Zambezi,  and  will 
then,  in  all  probability,  run  either  due 
west  to  Lake  Moero,  or  southwest  by 
south  to  Lake  Bangweolo,  on  the  southern 
shore  of  which  died,  twelve  years  ago, 
with  only  a few  trusty  native  followers 
around  him,  a gaunt,  gray -haired,  weary 
old  man  whose  name  was  David  Living- 
stone. On  that  \Vild  mountain  plateau, 
3688  feet  above  the  sea,  where  the  life  of 
the  veteran  explorer  found  its  end,  that  of 
the  great  river  takes  its  rise.  Leaping 
down  from  the  northern  slope  of  the  Chi- 
bal6  Mountains,  it  plunges  into  the  broad 
bright  lake,  to  re-issue  with  new  strength 
and  a new  name,  like  Spensers  trans- 
formed knight  from  the  holy  well.  Thence 
it  rushes  down  to  Lake  Moero,  nearly 
700  feet  lower,  where  it  assumes  a third 
alias,  changing  from  the  Luapula  to  the 
Luvwa,  while  a subsequent  dive  into  Lake 
Ulenge  transforms  this  harlequin  of  a 
river  for  the  fourth  time,  under  the  now 
famous  title  of  Lualaba. 

About  fifty  miles  below  Lake  Uleng6  the 
river  is  joined  by  the  Luama,  which  Stan- 
ley and  his  little  band  of  heroes,  after 
struggling  along  its  bank  for  220  weary 
miles,  saw  from  the  crest  of  a low  ridge 
pouring  a stream  400  yards  wide  into  the 
pale  gray  current  (more  than  three-quar- 
ters of  a mile  broad  at  this  point)  of  the 
magnificent  Lualaba.  And  now  for  many 
a mile  to  come  the  river  bears  out  the  lucid 
description  given  of  it  to  Stanley  by  Abed 
Ben  Jumah:  “It  flows  north  and  north 
and  north,  and  there  is  no  end  to  it.”  It 
passes  the  town  of  Nyangwe — the  west- 
ernmost station  of  the  Arab  traders  from 
Zanzibar,  338  miles  west  of  Lake  Tangan- 
yika— built  on  a high  reddish  bank  forty 
feet  above  the  river,  in  two  distinct  sec- 
tions, between  which  lies  a swampy  hol- 
low thickly  planted  with  rice.  It  turns 
away  from  the  green  sloping  hills  of  Uzura 
and  Manyema  into  a black  mass  of  dismal 
forest,  rank  with  a foul  and  hideous  abun- 
dance of  vegetable  life,  the  perfect  embod- 
iment of  that  tremendous  inertia  of  un- 
tamed nature  against  which  all  the  ener- 
gies of  man  are  as  nothing.  It  sweeps  by 
the  gloomy  mouth  of  the  Ruiki  and  the  ba- 
nana-planted slopes  of  Vinya  Njara,  where 
it  “rained  poisoned  arrows  all  night” 

upon  the  great  explorer  in  a series  of  fights 
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worthy  to  be  classed  with  Thermopylae  or 
Bunker  Hill.  It  eddies  among  countless 
wooded  islands,  which  stud  more  and 
more  thickly  the  ever-widening  stream. 
Onward,  onward  still,  over  the  seven  suc- 
cessive cataracts  of  Stanley  Falls,  past 
the  mouth  of  the  Aruwimi  (identified  by 
some  with  Schweinfurth’s  Welle),  where 
the  worn,  half-starved,  fainting  pioneers 
fought  against  overwhelming  numbers  a 
three  days’  battle  of  which  America  may 
well  be  proud ; and  then  westward  to  the 
memorable  spot  where  the  old  chief  of 
Rubunga  answered  Stanley’s  question  as 
to  the  name  of  the  river  with  “Ikutuya* 
Congo”  (it  is  called  the  Congo). 

No  one  who  knows  what  an  African 
forest  really  is  will  be  likely  to  under- 
value either  the  obstacles  already  over- 
come on  the  Congo,  or  those  which  still 
remain  to  be  encountered.  The  African 
explorer  has  no  deadlier  foe  than  these 
dreadful  jungles— too  dense  to  be  passed 
through,  too  full  of  moisture  to  be  burn- 
ed up,  and  too  quick  of  growth  to  he  cut 
down— all  through  which,  the  moment 
the  sun  sets,  you  see  the  white  fever  mist 
begin  to  curl  venomously  upward  from  the 
rank  spongy  soil  below,  like  vapor  from 
a boiling  caldron.  “Ferns,  spear-grass, 
water-cane,  and  orchidaceous  plants, ’’says 
Mr.  Stanley,  “mixed  with  wild  vines,  ca- 
ble thicknesses  of  the  Ficus  elasticci,  mi- 
mosas, acacias,  tamarinds,  1 lianas,  palms 
of  various  species  (the  wild  date,  the  oil 
palm,  and  the  fau),  rattans,  and  a hundred 
other  varieties,  are  all  struggling  for  ev- 
ery inch  of  space,  and  swarming  upward 
with  a luxuriance  and  density  that  only 
this  extraordinary  hot  house  atmosphere 
could  nourish.  Gloom,  slopping  moisture, 
unhealthy,  reeking  atmosphere,  monot- 
onous scenery;  nothing  but  the  eternal 
interlaced  branches,  and  the  tall  aspiring 
stems,  rising  from  a tangle  through  which 
one  has  to  burrow  and  crawl,  like  a wild 
animal,  on  hands  and  feet.”  This  gloomy 
labyrinth  is  represented  by  a mass  of  rude- 


* Curiously  enough,  this  same  word,  tvith  precisely 
the  same  meaning,  figured  prominently  in  a Zulu 
translation  of  the  Pilgrim'*  Progrexn  shown  me  by 
the  late  Bishop  Colenso  when  I visited  him  at  Eku- 
knim?ti£,  on  my  way  back  from  Zululand.  More- 
over, the  dialect  of  the  lower  Congo  contains  several 
Zulu  words  (c.  g 44  ktihi,”  old,  u diziilu,”  sky  or  hea- 
ven, etc.)  identical  with  those  used  by  Cetywayo’s 
spearmen  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  continent, 
thousands  of  miles  away — a coincidence  which  I 
•leave  to  the  consideration  of  better  philologists  than 
myself. — I).  K. 
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ly  drawn  tree-tops  on  the  quaint  old  Eng- 
lish map  of  1626  (attached  to  John  Ogil- 
by’s  curious  and  now  very  rare  work  upon 
Africa),  which,  singularly  enough,  locates 
with  tolerable  exactness  not  only  the  up- 
per Nile  and  its  great  parent  lake,  the  Vic- 
toria Nyanza,  but  also  the  course  of  the 
Congo  itself,  which  is  marked  as  issuing 
from  “Lake  Zaire” — evidently  a confu- 
sion of  Lakes  Moero  and  Bangweolo  with 
Tanganyika — making  an  enormous  bend 
to  the  northward,  and  flowing  down  to  the 
sea  in  one  unbroken  stream,  called  from 
first  to  last  “ the  Zaire  or  Congo  River.” 

Buta  river  2900  miles  in  length,  swollen 
by  affluents  to  which  the  Seine  and  the 
Hudson  would  be  mere  brooks,  and  pour- 
ing itself  into  the  sea  through  a mouth 
seven  miles  wide,  with  a current  of  six 
knots  an  hour,  must  one  day  take  rank 
among  the  great  commercial  highways  of 
the  world,  whatever  its  forests  and  cata- 
racts may  do  to  obstruct  it.  To  give  a 
full  summary  of  the  Congo's  commercial 
future  would  be  to  write  Mr.  Stanley’s  latest 
work  over  again;  but  the  results  already 
achieved  and  those  which  are  now  in 
process  of  achievement  may  be  briefly 
stated  in  his  own  words: 

1 4 From  the  mouth  of  the  Congo  a steam- 
er drawing  fifteen  feet  of  water  can  steam 
up  the  river  110  miles,  and  opposite  to  this 
point  (the  head  of  the  estuary)  we  have 
built  stations  on  both  sides  of  the  river, 
that  on  the  north  or  right  bank  (t.  e.,  Vivi) 
being  the  principal.  Hence,  in  order  to 
avoid  the  Yellala  Falls,  we  take  a land 
journey  of  52  miles  to  a point  where  we 
have  built  another  station.  We  then  take 
boats,  and  steam  or  row  88  miles  to  a point 
opposite  which  there  are  stations  con- 
structed on  each  side  of  the  river.  Then 
comes  another  land  journey  of  95  miles  to 
reach  our  lately  built  town  of  Leopolds- 
ville,  at  the  entrance  of  Stanley  Pool. 
Hence  we  steam  up  uninterruptedly  a 
distance  of  1060  English  miles.  With  a 
short  road  past  Stanley  Falls,  we  could 
proceed  350  miles  farther  up  the  river, 
and  then  a portage  of  two  miles  would 
give  us  650  more.  In  addition  to  these 
distances  upon  the  Congo  itself,  its  larger 
affluents  make  up  a total  navigable  length 
of  more  than  2000  miles.  Along  the  main 
stream  we  have  constructed  thirteen  sta- 
tions in  the  most  likely  places,  among 
peaceful  tribes,  with  whom  we  are  on 
terms  of  familiar  intercourse,  and  who 
have  welcomed  us  as  brothers.” 
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The  importance  of  these  measures, 
which  practically  bridge  over  the  gap  di- 
viding the  inland  trade  of  the  upper  Con- 
go from  the  coast  trade  of  its  lower  course, 
can  hardly  be  overrated.  Even  in  1883 
the  annual  value  of  the  local  traffic  was 
estimated  at  $14,000,000;  and  now  that 
the  Berlin  Conference  of  1884  has  disposed 
of  the  absurd  claims  of  Portugal,  and  es- 
tablished freedom  of  trade  throughout  the 
entire  basin  of  the  Congo,  it  may  reason- 
ably be  expected  to  develop  apace.  Bound- 
ed on  the  north  by  the  water  shed  of  the 
Nile,  on  the  south  by  that  of  the  Zambezi 
and  the  Log6,  on  the  east  by  Lake  Tan- 
ganyika, and  on  the  west  by  the  Atlantic 
Ocean,  this  vast  tract  comprises  almost 
the  whole  southern  portion  of  Central  Af- 
rica, having  a length  of  1400  miles  by  a 
breadth  of  1200,  and  an  area  of  1,300,000 
square  miles.  Its  population,  though  a 
mere  nothing  to  that  which  it  may  sup- 
port with  ease  at  no  very  distant  date,  is  al- 
ready very  considerable.  In  one  section 
of  the  upper  Congo  Mr.  Stanley  counted 
fourteen  tolerably  large  villages  within  a 
very  limited  space;  and  the  most  reliable 
among  the  many  estimates  of  the  total 
population  rates  it  as  high  as  40,000,000. 

The  lower  Congo  enjoys  the  priceless 
advantage  of  traversing  an  intermediate 
zone  admirably  fitted  for  cultivation,  sep- 
arating two  opposing  tracts,  in  one  of 
which  cultivation  is  rendered  impossible 
by  absolute  want  of  water,  and  in  the  oth- 
er by  a permanent  excess  of  it.  The  great 
mass  of  forest  and  swamp  covering  the 
basin  of  the  Niger  and  almost  the  whole 
of  the  west  coast  stretches  southward  as 
far  as  the  mouth  of  the  Ogoway  River, 
about  fifty  miles  south  of  the  equator. 
Here  it  gradually  begins  to  melt  away, 
the  rivers  being  still  thickly  wooded,  while 
the  open  country  assumes  the  form  of 
wide  green  savannahs,  dappled  with 
clumps  of  trees,  and  representing  the 
“park-like region”  so  often  and  so  enthu- 
siastically referred  to  by  Mr.  Johnston. 
This  in  its  turn  gives  place  by  degrees  to 
the  scantier  vegetation  of  the  Portuguese 
provinces  of  Benguela  and  Mossamedes, 
growing  thinner  and  ever  thinner  as  it  re- 
cedes from  the  limit  of  the  oil  palms  at 
the  tenth  parallel  of  south  latitude,  till  the 
last  trace  of  vegetable  life  vanishes  on  the 
border  of  the  great  Kalahari  Desert,  which 
lies  immediately  north  of  the  Orange  River 
and  Cape  Colony. 

It  is  through  the  great  natural  park 
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above  mentioned  that  the  Congo  flows 
downward  to  the  sea,  with  all  the  com- 
mercial advantages  that  can  be  given  to 
it  by  a magnificent  climate  and  a soil  of 
unexampled  fertility.  Among  the  prod- 
ucts of  the  Congo  basin  enumerated  by 
Mr.  Stanley  are  palm  oil,  cassava,  plan- 
tains and  other  fruits,  palm  wine,  copper, 
iron,  vermilion,  camwood,  tobacco,  sugar- 
cane, beans,  maize,  millet,  sweet-potatoes 
and  other  vegetables',  mats  of  palm  fibre, 
nuts,  fish,  eggs,  pigs,  goats,  India  rubber, 
and  ivory.  The  last  article  is  so  abundant 
on  the  upper  Congo  that  in  one  of  the 
villages  of  the  savage  region  near  the 
mouth  of  the  Aruwimi  an  “ivory  temple” 
is  said  to  exist,  formed  of  a light  roof  sup- 
ported by  thirty-three  entire  tusks,  many 
of  which  are  of  enormous  size.  The  chief 
local  imports  are  cotton,  hardware,  cloth, 
salt,  crockery,  guns,  and  powder,  the  three 
first-named  articles  being  in  especial  de- 
mand, and  forming  in  some  districts  the 
actual  currency  of  the  country,  so  far  as 
it  can  be  said  to  have  any.  “ At  the  pre- 
sent time,”  says  Mr.  Stanley,  “the  quan- 
tity of  cheap  cottons  sold  every  year  in  the 
Congomarkets  amounts  to  6, 250,  OOOyards; 
and  supposing  every  inhabitant  of  the 
Congo  basin  to  have  just  one  Sunday 
dress  every  new  year,  320,000,000  yards 
would  be  required.” 

Stanley  Pool,  346  miles  from  the  river’s 
mouth,  24  miles  long  by  16  broad,  studded 
with  islands  of  considerable  size, complete- 
ly sheltered  by  hills  varying  from  1000  to 
3000  feet  in  height,  and  itself  1147  feet 
above  the  sea-level,  is  as  fine  a haven  of 
local  trafficas  Adam  Smith  himself  could 
have  desired.  Not  without  reason  did  the 
same  observant  eye  which  singled  out  the 
hill-top  now  crowned  by  the  neat  little  sta- 
tion of  Vivi  select  the  western  gateway  of 
Stanley  Pool  as  a fit  site  for  Leopoldsville 
(the  virtual  capital  of  the  new  Congo  State), 
at  which  its  would-be  rival,  Brazzaville— 
rashly  built  in  an  unhealthy  and  incon- 
venient spot  on  the  right  bank,  some  years 
ago,  by  the  French  pioneer  De  Brazza — 
looks  gloomily  through  its  clustering  trees 
across  the  broad  brown  current  of  the 
river.  The  proposed  connection  of  Leo- 
poldsville with  Vivi  by  a railway  235 
miles  long,  avoiding  the  formidable  rap- 
ids of  Yellala, Isangila,  etc.,  will  practical- 
ly unite  the  upper  and  lower  Congo,  and 
will  undoubtedly  give  an  enormous  im- 
petus to  the  commerce  of  the  whole  basin, 
the  yearly  value  of  which,  when  fully  de- 
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veloped,  is  estimated  by  Mr.  Stanley  him- 
self as  high  as  8350,000,000. 

But  these  splendid  results  are  not  to  be 
achieved  (as  many  who  ought  to  know 
better  appear  to  think)  by  a single  deter- 
mined effort.  “You  can  not  expect  to 
civilize  a whole  continent  at  one  blow,” 
said  Mr.  James  Irvine,  of  Liverpool,  with 
whom  I had  a very  interesting  talk  short- 
ly before  my  departure  for  the  Congo,  and 
who,  having  lived  for  years  on  the  west 
coast  of  Africa,  and  had  abundant  experi- 
ence of  the  natives  and  their  ways,  is  fair- 
ly entitled  to  speak  with  authority  on  this 
point.  “ I give  this  African  undertaking 
twenty-five  or  thirty  years  to  get  into  what 
you  might  call  proper  working  order. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  whatever  that  the 
establishment  of  fair  trade  is  the  right  way 
to  put  an  end  to  these  tribal  wars  that  do 
so  much  mischief,  for  when  once  the  na- 
tives can  get  what  they  want  by  trading, 
they’ll  have  nothing  to  fight  about.  But 
to  regard  Africa  as  a second  Peru,  where 
fortunes  are  to  be  picked  up  like  pebbles, 
is  simply  absurd.  Africa  will  unquestion- 
ably be  enormously  remunerative  by-and- 
by;  but  in  the  mean  while  there  is  one 
great  stumbling-block  in  the  way,  which 
nothing  but  time  can  remove.” 

“You  mean  the  climate,  I suppose?” 
said  I. 

“Well,  the  climate  counts  for  some- 
thing, of  course.  You  know  what  the  old 
song  says: 

‘Beware,  beware  of  the  Bight  of  Benin; 

For  one  that  comes  out,  there  were  forty  went  in.’ 

However,  the  Congo’s  nothing  like  so  bad 
as  the  Niger.  Johnston,  as  you  remem- 
ber, was  there  for  sixteen  months,  and 
only  had  one  touch  of  fever  worth  men- 
tioning. The  main  difficulties  lie  not  so 
much  in  the  climate  as  in  the  natives  them- 
selves. Folks  at  home  are  apt  to  fancy 
that  you  have  only  to  show  a black  man 
something  better  than  what  lie's  already 
got,  in  order  to  make  him  accept  it  gladly ; 
but  they  forget  that  you  must  first  con- 
vince him  that  it  is  better,  which  can’t  be 
done  all  in  one  moment.  But  apart  from 
the  fact  of  the  natives  having  so  few 
wants  that,  until  they  develop  a bit,  your 
profits  must  be  small  and  your  expenses 
great,  there  arc  two  great  obstacles  to  Afri- 
ca's development.  The  first  is  (as  Stanley 
and  Burton  both  said  when  I talked  it  over 
with  them)  the  difficulty  of  getting  rid  of 
rum  and  the  slave-trade,  which  are  the 
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curse  of  the  whole  continent.  The  second 
is  that  you  have  to  deal  with  men  as  hasty 
and  capricious  as  children,  who  will  run 
away  from  the  very  sight  of  you  to-day, 
and  swarm  round  you  like  flies  to-morrow. 
The  goods  which  are  snapped  at  by  one 
tribe  are  of  no  use  whatever  among  the 
next.  Then,  too,  this  universal  eagerness 
for  trade  draws  them  away  from  agricul- 
ture, and  so  adds  a fresh  hinderance  to 
the  development  of  the  country.” 

All  this  is  perfectly  true;  but  when  once 
these  preliminary  obstacles  shall  have 
been  swept  away,  the  great  work  will 
advance  with  ever- increasing  rapidity. 
Many  men  are  still  alive  among  us  whose 
fathers  could  remember  a time  when 
pathless  forests,  haunted  by  murderous 
savages,  covered  the  whole  of  that  beauti- 
ful region  through  which  passenger  trains 
now  run  safely  and  smoothly  from  Lake 
George  to  Albany  and  New  York.  So, 
too,  it  may  be  with  Africa.  The  close  of 
the  twentieth  century  may  find  King  Lu- 
tete  the  Fourth  “running”  for  the  post- 
mastership of  Manyanga,  and  King  Kain- 
rasi  the  Fifth  practicing  as  a hotel  keeper 
a more  extended  and  remunerative  sys- 
tem of  robbery  than  that  which  his  great 
ancestor  carried  on  as  a brigand.  Some 
Ki-Nsha^ha  Motley  will  then  write  the 
last  volume  of  his  Rise  of  the  Congo  Re- 
public amid  an  admiring  circle  of  Watwa 
subscribers.  Sir  Cannibal  Longknife, 
the  President  of  the  Nyangwe  Board  of 
Trade,  will  receive  deputations  of  Arab 
“drummers”  from  the  great  business 
houses  of  Timbuetoo  and  Gondokoro, 
while  every  newspaper  of  the  Congo  ba- 
sin, from  the  Lake  Bangiveolo  Daily  Ca- 
noe, to  the  Banana  Point  Evening  Car- 
avan, will  teem  with  descriptions  of  the 
latest  fashionable  arrivals  at  the  hotels 
of  Yivi  and  Isaugila,  the  unveiling  of  a 
famous  Ba-Ngala  sculptor's  statue  of  Pre- 
sident Stanley,  or  the  show  of  British  and 
American  manufactures  at  the  Leopolds- 
ville  Industrial  Exposition  of  the  year 
2001. 

Note. — The  present  summary  makes  no  attempt  at 
a survey  of  the  sugar-cane  culture  and  other  indus- 
tries of  the  British  colonics  at  the  Cape,  which,  cut 
off  from  the  great  overland  route  by  vast  deserts, 
and  hampered  in  their  development  bv  excessive 
drought  in  the  case  of  Cape  Colony,  excessive  rain 
in  that  of  Natal, and  t lie  rooted  indolence  of  the  Kaf- 
fir population  in  both,  can  not  claim  any  leading  part 
in  the  advance  of  Africa  as  a whole,  despite  the  lo- 
cal importance  of  the  Natal  railways  as  the  natural 
outlet  of  the  Transvaal. — D.  K. 
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at  least,  the  experience  of  a young*  New  vikw  ritow  no:  vurfCCT, 

Hampshire  farmer,  who  in  the  year  I 
have  mentioned  set  out  to  find  for  him- 
self a home  a thousand  miles  or  more  tempered  by  vast  bodies  of  water,  was 
nearer  to  the  Betting  sun.  He  was  named  mild  and  genial,  and  the  soil  so  fertile  that 
James  Kingsbury,  and  though  born  in  it  only  needed  to  be  "tickled  with  a hoe 
Connecticut,  had  been  mam)  among  the  to  laugh  into  a harvest,**  and  he  deter- 
gramfce  liills,  where  the  annual  crop  of  mined  to  cast  his  lot  in  that  delightful 
stones  is  so  large  that  the  sheep  s noses  are  region. 

said  to  be  sharpened  to  enable  them  to  The  Revolution  laid  left  the  country 
nibble  the  thin  grass  that  grows  between  in  poverty,  and  Kingsbury  was  no  better 
them.  He  had  heard  of  a country  around  otf  than  the  most  of  his  neighbors,  but 
the  Great  Lakes  where  the  climate,  Infing  though  not  yet  thirty  years  of  age,  he  had 
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already  attained  to  the  rank  of  Colonel  in 
the  militia  — a position  which  in  those 
days  implied  character  and  a certain  de- 
gree of  social  consideration.  But  he  had 
a young  family  growing  up  around  him, 
and  it  was  probably  more  on  their  account 
than  his  own  that  he  left  the  security  of  a 
settled  district  for  the  unknown  hazards 
of  a new  country.  Whatever  may  have 
been  his  motive,  it  is  certain  that  in  the 
early  spring  of  1796  lie  set  out  from  Al- 
stead,  New  Hampshire,  with  his  wife  and 
three  children — the  oldest  not  four  years 
old — to  find  a home  in  what  was  then  the 
far  distant  West. 

He  travelled  by  “private  conveyance,” 
taking  with  him  a young  brother  of  his 
wife  to  aid  him  on  the  journey.  His  out- 
fit was  a stout  farm  wagon  drawn  by  a 
yoke  of  oxen,  and  laden  with  household 
goods  and  provisions;  a horse  to  carry  his 
wife  and  two  younger  children;  a cow  to 
supply  milk  during  the  journey;  and  for 
defense  a rusty  Queen 's-arm  musket,  with 
which  an  older  brother  had  in  1777  done 
effective  service  at  Bennington.  His  first 
destination  was  Oswego,  aud  after  leaving 
Albany  his  route  lay  through  a wild  for- 
est, where  the  road  was  merely  a bridle- 
path blazed  through  the  woods — the  trail 
used  from  time  immemorial  by  the  Indi- 
ans. Here  no  inn  or  friendly  farm-house 
invited  the  traveller  to  lodge  overnight, 
and  the  little  company  was  forced  to  camp 
out  among  the  trees,  the  woman  and  chil- 
dren sleeping  in  the  wagon,  while  the  man 
and  the  boy  took  turns  in  watching  the  fire, 
which  had  to  be  kept  in  a constant  blaze 
to  frighten  away  the  wolves  and  panthers 
with  which  the  forest  was  infested.  Thir- 
ty days  they  journeyed  in  this  manner, 
travelling  perhaps  ten  miles  in  a day,  be- 
fore they  came  in  sight  of  the  little  col- 
lection of  log  huts  which  then  composed 
what  is  now  the  important  port  of  Oswego. 

Here  Kingsbury  found  a scanty  array 
of  shipping,  from  among  which  he  sought 
to  find  a craft  suitable  to  uavigate  a lake 
subject  at  this  season  to  violent  storms, 
and  at  all  times  unsafe  for  any  but  skillful 
seamen.  Nothing  tetter  presented  itself 
than  an  open  flat-bottomed  boat,  rigged 
with  a single  sail,  and  capable  of  carrying 
his  family  and  household  goods,  but  sure 
to  have  its  gravity  upset  if  freighted  with 
animals  ignorant  of  Ifie  science  of  equili- 
bration. In  this,  however,  Kingsbury  em- 
barked, closely  hugging  the  land,  and  nev- 
er venturing  out  in  threatening  weather, 
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the  young  lad  meanwhile  mounted  upon 
his  horse,  and  making  his  way  through  the 
woods  along  the  shore  with  the  cow  and 
the  oxen.  At  night  the  boat  would  be 
drawn  up  on  the  beach,  and  the  camping- 
out  experiences  would  be  repeated.  In 
this  slow  and  toilsome  way  he  journeyed 
another  thirty  days,  when  he  arrived  at 
Fort  Niagara,  which  was  the  end  of  his. 
route  on  Lake  Ontario.  Here  the  order- 
of  proceeding  was  reversed.  The  boat 
which  had  carried  the  wagon  was  now  to- 
be  carried  by  that  vehicle  over  the  thirty 
miles  of  portage  to  Lake  Erie.  Here  the- 
little  craft  was  again  launched — trundled 
from  the  wagon  into  the  lake — and  here, 
at  the  future  Buffalo,  Kingsbury  fell  in 
with  a gentleman  who  was  to  decide  not 
only  his  destination,  but  his  worldly  des- 
tiny. 

This  was  General  Moses  Cleveland — 
the  Moses  that  was  to  lead  a considerable- 
part  of  Connecticut  into  the  Ohio  wilder- 
ness, and  to  come  down  to  us  as  the  found- 
er of  one  of  the  most  beautiful  cities  in  tlie^ 
Union — Cleveland,  Ohio.  He  was  agent 
and  director  of  the  Connecticut  Land  Com- 
pany, which  had  recently  bought  of  that 
State  the  Western  Reserve  — a tract  of 
about  3,500,000  acres,  extending  westward 
from  Pennsylvania  along  the  shore  of 
Lake  Erie,  and  “reserved”  to  Connecticut 
by  the  United  States  as  its  portion  of  the 
public  domain.  Cleveland  was  travelling" 
in  the  wake  of  a surveying  party  of  fifty, 
who  had  but  recently  gone  forward  tx> 
survey  and  lay  out  into  townships  and 
cities  this  immense  tract,  in  readiness  for 
the  tide  of  emigration  which  was  expect- 
ed to  follow.  He  had  never  seen  his  wide- 
possessions,  and  they  had  never  been  ex- 
plored; hence  he  could  have  given  Kings- 
bury no  reliable  description  of  the  coun- 
try; but  it  is  certain  that  he  induced  him 
to  locate  upon  the  reservation.  In  doings 
so,  Kingsbury  became  the  first  white  set- 
tler in  northern  Ohio. 

Cleveland’s  first  destination  was  Con- 
neaut,  a future  village,  near  the  junction 
of  the  lake  and  the  line  of  Pennsylva- 
nia. Here  Kingsbury  selected  a piece  of 
ground  on  which  the  surveyors  had  al- 
ready erected  a cabin,  and  then  broke  up 
the  soil  and  planted  a few  acres  to  serve 
his  family  for  another  season.  During" 
the  winter  that  was  approaching  be  ex- 
pected to  subsist  on  the  provisions  he  had 
brought  with  him,  eked  out  by  what  could 
be  spared  from  the  stores  of  the  surveyors,. 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


H 


THE  CITY  OF  CLEVELAND. 


5(53 


whom  he  found  at  Conncaut.,  hut  who 
were  soon  to  leave  for*  a larger  and  more 
important  town  which  was  to  be  laid  out 
at  the  westward.  To  the  site  of  this 
town*  which  had  been  fixed  upon  by  the 
company  in  Connecticut  as  the  capital  of 
the  reservation,  Cleveland  made  an  ex- 


a shore  everywhere  overhung  by  a dense 
green  forest,  which  was  beautifully  mir- 
rored in  the  watei-s  below,  and  before 
many  hours  Carrie  upon  a narrow  opening 
between  two  low  banks  of  sand.  Pusliing 
their  canoes  into  this  opening,  they  found 
a narrow  channel,  widening  gradually  to 
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cursion  with  a small  party  soon  after  liis 
arrival  at  Conneaut.  The  location  had 
been  determined  on  without  any  know- 
ledge of  the  topography  of  the  country, 
and  merely  because  it  was  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Cuyahoga  River. 

The  little  party  coasted  closely  along 
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tile  south,  and  bordered  on  the  east  by 
wooded  bluffs,  and  on  the  west  by  broad 
flat  marshes  overgrown  with  reeds  and 
coarse  grass.  Near  flue  entrance  the  beach 
was  a miry  sponge,  and  they  had  to  pro- 
ceed some  distance  up  the  muddy  stream 
before  they  could  find  a patch  of  solid 
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ground  large  enough  to  sustain  a landing. 
While  they  were  doing  this,  the  square- 
ly built,  swarthy  man  who  held  the  tiller 
of  the  leading  boat  had  time  to  reflect 
upon  the  folly  of  locating  a town  without 
knowing  something  of  the  topography  of 
the  country.  As  the  bow  of  his  boat 
touched  the  land  he  sprang  on  shore,  and 
clambering  up  the  wooded  slope  at  the  east, 
looked  off  upon  a broad  level  expanse  ris- 
ing gently  from  the  lake,  and  stretching 
away  as  far  as  his  eye  could  reach  to  south- 
ward. At  a glance  he  saw  that  this  was 
the  true  site  for  his  future  city,  and  the 
low  ground  along  the  river  merely  the 
water  gateway  that  should  admit  to  it 
the  vast  commerce  of  the  future.  Of  this 
future  he  had  great  expectations,  but  he 
did  not  live  to  see  them  realized.  Dying 
within  ten  years,  and  while  Cleveland  was 
still  a mere  hamlet  of  log  houses,  he  be- 
held its  future  greatness  only  from  the 
Pisgah  of  a somewhat  active  imagination. 

Leaving  a few  men  to  erect  a store- 
house and  cabin  for  the  coming  surveyors, 
Cleveland  returned  to  Conneaut;  and  in 
the  course  of  a short  two  months  the  city 
which  is  to  bear  his  name  to  a late  poster- 
ity came  into  existence — on  paper.  The 
map  which  was  then  made  on  the  ground, 
by  pasting  together  several  sheets  and 
parts  of  sheets  of  foolscap,  was  found  a 
few  years  ago  among  the  papers  of  ex- 
Governor  Holley,  of  Connecticut,  a son 
of  one  of  the  Cleveland  surveyors.  It  is 
dated  October  1, 1796;  but  the  streets  indi- 
cated upon  it  bear  the  same  names  and 
have  the  same  locations  as  those  now  in 
existence. 

Soon  after  the  surveyors  left  Con- 
neaut,  Kingsbury  was  called  by  important 
business  to  return  to  his  former  home  in 
New  Hampshire.  It  must  have  been  ne- 
cessity which  took  him  away,  for  he  had 
to  leave  his  wife  and  little  ones,  with  only 
a lad  of  thirteen,  exposed  to  the  hazards 
of  a wide  forest  frequented  by  roving 
bands  of  savages.  Going  on  horseback 
by  the  shortest  route— overland  from  Buf- 
falo to  Albany — he  expected  to  return  by 
the  1st  of  December;  but  the  time  came 
without  him,  or  any  tidings  of  him,  for 
no  mails  as  yet  travelled  west  of  Fort 
Stauwix,  near  Utica.  The  winter  set  in 
early  with  great  severity.  Snow  fell  deep 
late  in  November,  and  well-nigh  blockaded 
the  lonely  cabin,  and  soon  the  little  fam- 
ily ran  short  of  provisions,  and  the  cattle 
of  fodder.  Till  the  snow  came,  the  In- 
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dians  had  brought  the  family  game;  but 
with  the  first  very  cold  weather  they  had 
fled,  with  the  birds,  southward,  and  now 
the  lone  woman  and  her  children  seemed 
left  to  perish  there  in  the  heart  of  the  wil- 
derness. To  add  to  her  trials,  another  child 
was  then  born  into  the  household.  But 
even  then,  thus  sick  and  alone  and  shut 
out  from  all  human  succor,  this  heroic  wo- 
man did  not  lose  hope  or  courage,  for  she 
trusted  in  a Providence  who  hears  even 
the  cry  of  the  ravens.  She  knew  that,  if 
alive,  her  husband  would  soon  come  to  her 
rescue ; but  day  after  day  she  watched  and 
waited  for  him,  measuring  carefully  her 
scanty  store  of  food,  and  listening  with 
anxious  ear  to  every  sound  that  broke  the 
stillness  of  the  forest ; but  the  days  length- 
ened into  weeks,  and  still  he  did  not  come. 

She  ministered  to  herself  as  well  as  she 
could,  and  at  the  end  of  a fortnight  man- 
aged to  drag  herself  about  the  cabin ; and 
during  this  time  another  furious  storm 
broke  over  the  little  cabin,  lasting,  with- 
out intermission,  twenty-one  days,  and 
piling  still  higher  the  heavy  drifts  that 
everywhere  covered  the  forest.  Could 
her  husband  survive,  exposed  to  such  a 
frozen  tempest?  or  if  he  did,  was  there 
hope  he  could  reach  her,  buried  as  she 
was  under  drifts  as  high  as  the  roof  of  her 
dwelling?  Terrible  and  desolate  was  the 
outlook  to  the  lonely  woman;  but  her 
faith  and  trust  and  courage  did  not  even 
then  forsake  her,  and  at  last  her  patient 
waiting  was  rewarded.  It  was  Christmas 
Eve  when  the  storm  cleared  away,  and  a 
gleam  of  sunshine  broke  at  last  through 
the  long  overhanging  clouds.  She  went 
to  the  window  to  watch  the  welcome  light, 
and  then  she  caught  sight  of  her  husband, 
struggling  painfully  through  the  heavy 
drifts  on  his  way  to  the  cabin.  He  was 
on  foot,  and  only  an  Indian  guide  was 
with  him.  Slowly  he  came  on,  but  at  last 
he  reached  the  house,  and,  scarcely  able 
to  speak,  fell  exhausted  in  the  opened 
doorway. 

The  reason  of  his  long  delay  was  soon 
made  known  to  the  overjoyed  woman. 
He  had  no  sooner  arrived  at  his  old  home 
than  he  was  stricken  down  with  a fever, 
the  seeds  of  which  he  had  carried  from 
the  malarial  swamps  of  Conneaut.  As 
soon  as  able  to  mount  his  horse  he  had 
set  out  to  return;  but  the  heavy  snows  in 
western  New  York  had  so  impeded  his 
progress  that  he  did  not  reach  Buffalo  till 
the  3d  of  December.  There,  though  searce- 
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ly  able  to  sit  his  horse,  he  had  halted  only 
long  enough  to  secure  an  Indian  guide — 
for  the  snow  had  obliterated  the  trail,  and 
Tione  but  a native  could  find  the  way 
through  the  forest  in  such  weather.  They 
had  set  out  together  on  the  following  day ; 
^and  thus  he  had  been  exposed,  day  and 
night,  for  three  long  weeks,  to  the  storm 
that  she  had  heard  howl  so  furiously 
around  the  little  cabin.  The  drifts  in 
many  places  had  been  higher  than  his 
horse’s  head;  in  one  of  them  the  animal 
had  perished,  and  he  would  have  shared 
its  fate  but  for  the  fidelity  of  the  faithful 
Indian. 

The  rest  of  this  “ winter  s tale”  may  be 
briefly  related.  The  revulsion  of  feeling 
consequent  on  the  return  of  her  husband 
prostrated  Mrs.  Kingsbury.  She  was  her- 
self now  attacked  with  the  fever,  and  un- 
able to  give  her  child  its  natural  nourish- 
ment. The  life  of  the  infant  then  hung 
upon  that  of  the  half-starved  cow,  whose 
sole  subsistence  was  the  small  twigs  of  the 
linn, elm, and  beech, which  had  been  gath- 
ered for  the  winter’s  fodder.  It  was  a 
fortnight  before  Kingsbury  was  enough 
recovered  to  move  about,  and  then  he  had 
to  face  another  journey.  The  stock  of 
provisions  had  now  become  all  but  ex- 
hausted, and  no  supply  could  be  obtained 
nearer  than  Erie,  twenty-five  miles  dis- 
tant. The  intense  cold  which  had  suc- 
ceeded the  storm  had  thickly  incrusted 
the  snow,  and  over  it,  on  foot  and  alone, 
he  dragged  a hand-sled  laden  with  the 
precious  eatables.  Flour  could  not  be 
procured,  and  only  a bushel  of  wheat;  but 
on  this,  cracked  and  boiled,  they  managed 
to  keep  their  souls  and  bodies  together. 

But  a great  calamity  soon  befell  the 
lonely  household.  Among  the  browse  for 
the  cattle,  the  young  lad  had  gathered 
some  twigs  of  the  oak,  not  knowing  that 
they  were  poison  to  dumb  creatures.  Of 
these  the  cow  had  eaten,  and  died;  and 
thus  the  little  child  was  doomed  to  starv- 
ation. Day  after  day,  and  night  aft- 
er night,  the  little  thing  wailed  its  life 
away,  and  that  father  and  mother,  power- 
less to  help,  were  forced  to  listen.  At 
last  its  wailing  ceased;  and  then  the  man 
and  the  boy  made  for  it  a rude  coffin  from 
a pine  box  which  had  been  left  by  the  sur- 
veyors, and  scooped  for  it  a narrow  bed 
amid  the  snow.  Lifting  it  upon  his 
shoulder,  the  father  bore  the  little  body 
from  the  house,  and  the  mother  lifted  her- 
self up  in  her  bed  to  catch  a last  glimpse 


of  it  as  he  laid  it  away  in  a little  mound 
not  far  from  the  dwelling.  She  watched 
him  as  he  lowered  it  into  the  ground,  and 
then  she  heard  falling  upon  it  the  frozen 
sods  that  were  to  hide  it  from  her  eyes  for- 
ever. With  that  sound  she  fell  back  un- 
conscious, only  to  awake  a fortnight  later 
ignorant  of  all  that  had  happened.  Now 
the  strange  thing  that  we  call  life  was  in 
her  only  a flickering  flame,  which,  if  not 
quickly  fed,  would  soon  bum  out  in  its 
socket.  This  the  husband  saw,  and  load- 
ing the  old  Queen’s-arm,  which  is  still  a 
sacred  relic  in  the  family,  he  gathered  up 
his  little  remaining  strength  and  went 
out  to  secure  some  of  the  animal  food 
that  was  necessary  to  the  saving  of  his 
wife’s  life. 

The  severe  weather  had  relaxed,  and 
now,  instead  of  cold  blasts  from  the  frozen 
lake,  had  come  milder  breezes  from  the 
south,  bringing  with  them  a few  lonely 
birds  into  the  forest.  But  the  birds  were 
shy,  and  Kingsbury  would  be  fortunate  to 
get  within  shooting  distance.  He  trudged 
wearily  on  into  the  woods,  but  he  saw  no 
game,  and  at  last,  almost  despondent,  he 
sat  down  upon  a fallen  tree  in  the  midst 
of  a snow-bank.  Soon  a solitary  pigeon 
came  and  perched  itself  upon  the  top- 
most branch  of  a tall  tree  at  the  utmost 
range  of  his  musket.  It  seemed  a hope- 
less chance;  but  he  lifted  his  weapon  and 
fired,  and  the  bird  fell,  and  he  went  home 
with  it  rejoicing.  When  he  gave  the 
broth  to  his  wife  she  revived,  and  opening 
her  eyes,  asked,  in  a feeble  tone,  “James, 
where  did  you  get  this  ?”  They  were  the 
first  words  she  had  spoken  for  a fortnight. 

Such  was  the  first  winter  of  the  first 
white  settler  in  northern  Ohio.  It  is  not 
strange  that,  when  the  surveyors,  coming 
to  complete  their  work  in  the  spring,  told 
him  that  some  of  them  intended  to  locate 
at  the  new  city  they  had  laid  out  at  the 
westward,  he  should  have  decided  to  leave 
that  desolate  wilderness  and  build  his 
cabin  where  he  could  occasionally  see  a 
human  face  of  his  own  complexion.  He 
did  this,  and  thus  became,  in  June,  1797, 
the  first  permanent  settler  in  Cleveland, 
Ohio. 

But  he  did  not  again  make  the  mistake 
of  locating  near  a marsh-bordered  stream 
where  the  air  was  laden  with  malarial 
palsy.  He  moved  back  a mile  and  more 
from  the  Cuyahoga  to  a deserted  cabin 
left  by  some  Indian  traders,  who  are  sup- 
posed to  have  been  there  in  1786.  This 
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bench  beneath  a tree,  the  jurors  sitting 
around  on  the  grass,  and  the  prisoners 
looking  on  from  between  the  slats  of  the 
corn-cribs.  On  other  occasions  court  was 
held  in  a barn,  as  being  the  most  commo- 
dious building  in  the  town. 

Carter’s  law  was  administered  with  quite 
as  little  state,  but  it  had  the  advantage  of 
being  more  accessible  and  of  much  speedi- 
er execution.  One  or  two  instances  will 
serve  as  illustrations.  In  1807  a farm 
hand  who  had  been  working  for  a neigh- 
bor suddenly  decamped,  and  his  disap- 
pearance was  reported  to  Carter  as  a 
strange  thing,  for  he  had  stolen  nothing, 
and  had  left  behind  some  unpaid  wages. 
4iNo  man  can  leave  this  town  in  that 
manner,”  said  Carter,  at  once  mounting 
his  horse  and  going  after  the  runaway. 
Overtaking  him,  he  bade  the  man  return 
to  the  settlement ; but  he  declined,  protest- 
ing that  he  owed  no  one  anything,  and 
had  a right  to  go  and  come  as  he  pleased. 
Upon  this,  Carter  poised  his  rifle,  and  gave 
the  runaway  his  choice  between  return- 
ing peaceably,  or  being  shot  and  left  in 
the  road,  a prey  to  the  turkey-buzzards. 
The  man  knew  that  Carter  had  a way  of 
suiting  his  actions  to  his  words,  and  he 
sensibly  returned,  received  his  wages,  and 
continued  a good  citizen. 

But  Carter  s law  produced  its  most  salu- 
tary effects  among  the  Indians.  On  one 
occasion  a large  band  of  Ottawas  and 
Chippewas  had  gathered  on  the  west  shore 
of  the  river,  while  a smaller  gang  of  Sene- 
cas were  encamped  on  the  eastern  bank, 
and  in  their  mingling  together  a Seneca 
had  killed  an  Ottawa.  The  deed  was  done 
at  night  fall,  and  early  on  the  following 
morning  the  combined  Ottawas  and  Chip- 
pewas were  seen  arrayed  in  war-paint,  and 
about  to  descend  in  vengeance  upon  the 
little  band  of  Senecas.  This  being  report- 
ed to  Carter,  he  went  among  them,  and 
by  the  promise  of  a gallon  of  whiskey, 
succeeded  in  compromising  for  the  offense 
of  the  Seneca.  Unfortunately  the  dis- 
tillery was  not  in  operation  at  the  time, 
and  the  whiskey  could  not  be  delivered 
before  the  day  following.  But  the  In- 
dians were  impatient,  and  not  disposed  to 
wait  the  slow  movements  of  the  distiller. 
Again  they  put  on  their  war-paint,  and 
now  they  threatened  extermination  to  both 
the  whites  and  the  Senecas.  For  a time 
it  seemed  as  if  nothing  could  appease  their 
wrath,  and  that  Cleveland  was  about  to  be 
sacrificed  for  the  lack  of  a single  gallon 
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of  corn  whiskey.  But,  at  the  risk  of  his 
life,  Carter  went  again  among  the  infuri- 
ated savages,  and  again  they  took  his  word 
— this  time,  however,  insisting  upon  two 
gallons  of  fire-water.  Carter  took  good 
care  that  the  distiller  was  not  again  tardy, 
and  so  the  town,  which  had  been  kept 
awake  by  fear  for  a couple  of  nights,  went 
again  to  peaceful  slumbers. 

Whiskey  in  the  hands  of  Carter  was 
a powerful  persuader  with  the  red  man, 
as  was  shown  on  still  another  occasion. 
Cleveland  had  been  made  a county-seat  in 
1809,  and  this  brought  courts  and  justice 
nearer  than  fifty  miles,  and  would  be  nat- 
urally expected  to  abolish  Carter’s  law 
altogether.  It  did  do  this  in  a measure, 
but  the  sturdy  pioneer  had  still  so  much 
influence  as  to  be  called  upon  in  every 
sudden  emergency.  In  1812,  an  Indian 
was  tried  and  condemned  to  death  by  the 
regular  tribunal.  Before  being  led  to  ex- 
ecution he  boasted  to  Carter  and  others 
that  he  would  show  the  white  people  how 
an  Indian  could  die.  He  seemed  to  eu- 
joy  the  ceremony  of  being  drawn  through 
the  streets,  to  the  sound  of  music,  amid  a 
crowd  of  people ; but  when  he  had  ascend- 
ed the  scaffold,  and  the  black  cap  was  be- 
ing drawn  over  his  head,  his  fortitude  for- 
sook him,  and  he  refused  to  be  executed 
upon  any  consideration.  In  vain  the  sher- 
iff appealed  to  his  sense  of  manhood,  and 
reminded  him  of  his  boast  that  he  would 
die  like  a brave  Indian.  “Me  will  not 
die,”  was  the  only  answer.  Before  resort- 
ing to  unseemly  force,  the  sheriff  turned 
to  Carter,  who  now  ascended  the  scaffold, 
and  said  a few  words  to  the  Indian  in  his 
native  language.  Instantly  the  fellow 
wilted,  and  promised  to  die  like  a gentle- 
man if  Carter  would  give  him  just  one- 
half  pint  of  whiskey.  The  whiskey  was 
sent  for,  but  having  imbibed  it  the  In- 
dian again  refused  to  be  executed.  The 
sheriff  was  about  to  resort  to  force,  but 
Carter  suggested  another  glass  of  whiskey. 
The  Indian  accepted  it,  and  then  leaped 
fearlessly  into  eternity. 

Whatever  may  be  thought  of  his  mode 
of  conciliating  the  Indians,  there  is  no 
question  that  Carter’s  popularity  among 
them  was  a principal  means  of  securing 
to  the  early  settlers  of  Cleveland  a free- 
dom from  savage  molestation  that  was 
not  enjoyed  by  other  frontier  settlements. 
There  were  among  the  early  settlers  men 
of  greater  cultivation  and  far  higher  char- 
acter than  Carter;  but  when  he  died,  in 
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1814,  he  was  universally  regretted.  Every 
one  felt  the  community  “could  have  bet- 
ter spared  a better  man.” 

More  dreaded  than  the  savages  were  the 
numerous  wolves,  bears,  and  panthers  with 
which  in  those  early  days  the  woods  were 
infested.  They  prowled  about  the  high- 
ways, and  often  invaded  the  farm-yard  of 
the  settler.  No  one  thought  of  going  out 
at  night  unarmed,  and  though  the  dwell- 
ing-house was  always  unfastened — there 
being  no  fear  of  human  intruders — a load- 
ed musket  hung  constantly  over  the  door 
as  a defense  from  wild  animals.  As  late 
as  1813  a large  part  of  the  town  was*  cov- 
ered with  trees,  and  a forest  of  huge  chest- 
nuts skirted  Superior  Street,  so  dense  as 
to  completely  shut  the  lake  from  the  view 
of  passers-by  on  the  road.  Near  the  cor- 
ner of  Euclid  and  Willson  avenues  wras 
an  extensive  swamp,  which  was  a favor- 
ite resort  of  wolves,  and  here,  on  one  occa- 
sion, Governor  Huntington  was  attacked 
by  a pack  of  these  hungry  animals.  He 
was  mounted  on  a swift  horse,  and  was 
returning  from  a circuit  after  dark,  with 
no  weapon  but  an  umbrella,  when  in  the 
midst  of  this  swamp  he  was  set  upon  by 
a score  of  these  ferocious  beasts.  He  laid 
about  him  right  and  left  with  his  um- 
brella, and  thus  succeeded,  not  in  beating 
off  the  attack,  but  in  so  frightening  his 
horse  that  the  latter  outstripped  the  wolves 
and  bore  his  rider  off  in  safety. 

But  the  panther  was  more  dreaded  than 
the  wolf.  He  lurked  everywhere  about 
the  wooded  paths  to  spring  upon  the  un- 
wary traveller.  Stretched  along  the  over- 
hanging branch  of  some  tree,  or  conceal- 
ed in  the  bushes  by  the  way-side,  he 
sought  to  take  his  prey  unawares,  and 
woe  to  the  wayfarer  who,  after  dark,  had 
not  both  his  eyes  and  his  ears  about  him. 
In  1805,  one  of  these  creatures  was  killed 
in  Euclid  Avenue  which  measured  nine 
feet  from  his  nose  to  the  tip  of  his  tail. 
The  bear,  however,  though  less  ferocious, 
was  more  troublesome  than  the  panther. 
In  broad  daylight  he  entered  dwellings 
and  lapped  up  the  housewife’s  cream,  and 
at  night  he  invaded  barn-yards  and  pig- 
sties, and  made  a feast  of  the  calves  and 
young  porkers.  If  detected  and  pursued 
on  such  occasions,  he  would  quietly  walk 
off  with  a juvenile  swine  in  his  mouth, 
every  now  and  then  turning  back  and 
eying  his  pursuers  with  a cool  impu- 
dence that  defied  everything  but  a well- 
loaded  rifie^The  passer  to-day  along  Eu- 
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did  Avenue,  who  witnesses  everywhere 
about  him  the  evidences  of  culture,  refine- 
ment, and  the  highest  civilization,  finds  it 
hard  to  realize  that  within  three-fourths 
of  a century  it  has  been  a lair  of  wild 
beasts,  when  a steady  arm  and  a trusty 
rifle  were  the  settlers1  only  safeguards. 

But  we  shall  mistake  if  we  suppose  that 
in  such  a condition  of  things  the  settlers 
life  was  not  one  of  comfort  and  enjoy- 
ment. When  danger  has  grown  familiar 
to  us,  it  has  lost  half  its  terrors.  Men  are 
known  to  walk  unconcerned  into  a pow- 
der mill  with  a lighted  candle.  The  set- 
tler carried  into  the  Western  wilds  the 
same  free,  elastic  spirit  he  had  known  in 
his  old  home  in  New  England.  In  fact, 
his  life  was  the  same,  modified  only  by  his 
primitive  surroundings.  But  it  was  not 
the  life  of  the  rural  New  England  of  this 
generation.  He  wore  no  broadcloth,  and 
she  was  not  clad  in  silks,  satins,  and  laces. 

His  coat  and  trousers  were  of  homespun 
gray,  and  she  was  arrayed  in  a cottonade 
gown,  somewhat  scant  in  the  skirts,  but 
hermetically  sealed  across  the  bosom,  and 
adorned  with  an  unaffected  modesty  that 
enchanted  the  beholder. 

And  this  was  their  best  apparel,  in  which 
they  went  to  balls,  attended  meeting,  and 
now  and  then  listened  to  a Fourth  of  July 
oration,  wherein  the  eagle  expanded  his 
wings  and  screamed  in  the  most  approved 
fashion.  Balls  were  frequent,  and  to  them 
the  lads  and  lasses  gathered  from  all  the 
country  round,  mingling  in  the  “mazy 
dance,” and  cutting  the  “ pigeon-wing”  to 
the  tune  of  “Hi!  Betty  Martin,”  played 
by  the  old-fashioned  fiddle,  till  the  stars 
faded  away  in  the  morning.  “Billing 
and  cooing,”  it  is  said,  filled  up  the  inter- 
vals of  the  dance;  but  there  being  of  that 
no  positive  testimony,  it  can  not  be  stated 
as  a historical  fact.  That  interesting  ex- 
ercise is  more  likely  to  have  occurred  in 
some  more  secluded  quarter — under  green 
boughs,  with  an  overhanging  moon,  or  in 
the  chimney-corner,  while  the  old  folks 
were  snoring  soundly  in  the  adjoining 
apartment.  That  it  did  actually  occur 
may,  however,  be  safely  affirmed,  not  only 
on  good  circumstantial  evidence,  but  from 
the  positive  testimony  of  a white-haired 
veteran  who  not  long  ago  related  his  own 
experience  of  those  old  days,  at  a gather- 
ing of  the  early  settlers  of  this  part  of  Ohio. 

The  old  gentleman  gave  so  good  a picture 
of  those  primitive  times,  which  will  nev- 
er again  be  repeated  in  any  section  of  this 
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country, that  I am  to  transcribe:  so  :a*  u>  'produce,  a Blight,  parental  buckings 

a portion  of his  experience  cough  AH  this  aoeorife}  in  a grtoH  de 

>V;kI  the  old  gentleman;:.  ■*  The  boys  arid  .kA‘i\  with  my  own  mxpmenee/’' 
girln  who  were  predisposed  to  utiumuony  Thor*  the  ruveient  pal rtureh  related  his 
iiatol  imsfl  up  fogtApur  od  ^Und^y  ii^hl^  'Hro#r?  eroiftship,  told  how  bt  courted  a girl 
4 rested.  . in  their  Suiiday  oiothi^s,  They  §piho  Mhk*  Plymouth  Rock  starnjp"  who 
occupied  usually  a corner  of  the  only  favn  lived  t wenty  miles  uway,  As- the  course 
ily  room  of  the  cabin.  'while  the  hod  of  i he  'of' true  love  never  did  run  smooth,  her 
okl  folks  occupied  the  hpiyfcsite  corner,  mother  objected  to  the  inatdh  afui  thoUg'h 
with  .-0‘vpv-udeu  around  if  for  he  pleaded  with  her  most  pathetically, she 


r<fa.ua«i  wiu. 


curfufns.  About  eight  oeiuok  the  young*  rcfi'te^l tdnmlk-H  worth  Ji  eeutT  Then  he 
er  children  cTmibed  flu  ladder  m the:  went  about  for  a lime  l:  sighing  like  & 
corner,  and  won  l .to  bed  in  /their bunks  furnace.'  ami  then  he  soul  Jos  hither  .-to 
under  0u>  garret  roof  ’,  and  slhnulao  hoar  the  court  of  the  old  duly  to  contract  tMi 
Utter  father  and  mother  voLiml  behiiid  alliance.  olFtncHiveami  detvmKive:  hub  with, 
the'  b)atiktd'rinud‘>ins,  leaving  the  ‘.spark*  no  bet ler  success.  He;  luywevoi  ^k*  ja  Ail- 
crsv, sitting;  at  & respectful  distance  .apart,  Hmurtuig  the  girl  till:  be,  hived  everyth  rug 
before  v wdotj-  ftrfe  and  on  'hcrfathcr's  far  tty  fast  hte  per 

g*:  ip rf f ty  \ n tev-Tte  ^hwirfnl  cgAwik  ^ warded;  gud  fclm  wedding 

ilume.  or  perhaps  into  the  futuVOi  Tin!  winy  was’ fixed:  . The' ague  and  fever  was 
spurker*,  however,  fcuoTi  broke  the  silence  on  lum  and  mow  as  the  44 day  of  days” 
by  stirring  np  tJfe  fijte  with  a woodsy  &pprptmJn&3,  hoof  ten  detected  h iipsciffeMy 
sSp.reJ  or  (Hiker,  Irrst  one  and  - then  the.  jpg  Ink  pliUw.rn  fi?ar  that  the dimeiiw might 
other,  and  ever#  imift  they  roMuued  f ladi*  im-rease.  and  add  to  the  feyer  already  r-«  m 
$eat&7  apm^hoyv  tlie  Uhy  . vv%jpt^i(^  hhn.  Rut  he  yvifii 

usual  attraction  0 out  acdrleirt,  and  eleetiOH  awn  Puuiing 

chi ! \y  , the  spa rters.  WHu) ft  ^ t close  to-  oiV.  he  offered  his  . yule  .m.Up*  pbl%  It 
gather  i/>  kwp  warm . if  da»*k,  b»  keep  the  w u\  p^jectet}  hcetiure  of  )n,  you(hi\H  ap 
bears  off.  Timm  wone  6(.iip  whispering,  |H*aranee,  ,w(\  pj$|  Um  v.-.w  io.m  emrb  ,v,> 
a heaidy  ".Miewk/  which  broke  flu*  hear!.  On  Vhe  ntoeeing  of  the  .next  f-aw 
eabin  stillness  mid  disinr.l.ied  the  getjtfe  t.ion.  day  she  proMuped  hpu  wild  a on  ,;i 
breathing^ ^1/ehind  the  suspended  blankets  euunte:rj>atl  of  fom^elf.  The  atewy  had 
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preceded  him  at  t he  poll*,  and  li i,s  vote  Ohio  conceived  tin;*  idea  of  & similar  work 
..  yras  •«;oi;a‘gai though  lie  was  taijonpe^t  Lake  Erie /with' the Ob utRivetv 
not  yet  of  i.lii*  .legal  agt*.  .Cleveland  whs  Unm  an  msiginHeaut  vj|- 

They and  I&ge  of  about  rm& hundred  and  fifty  poo- 
ii  glorious  (A  women.  '•  Ait  of  Sew  ydfeybuim  letuUiig.men  hmf  the  foresight 
England.  blood,,  they  had  the  Yankees  . to  see  the  adviMHuge  of  making  it.  • tho 
adapt  ednc.ss.  toeir^ntri^anee-s,  and  hi*  uni-  imriheni  termimi*  of  the  great  waterway, 
varsal  genius.  Tlie  pVrui  eould  repair  n and  tlle  v planned  umf  worked  te  l hat  cud 
plougio  1-n.i  n;l  a hun^y,  ov  drive  a sharp  until  it  yraa  aecomjdisbed.  Jp  1S27  Ow 
.fcar^ai-n,  atid lit  the  Same  titJie  chop  logic,  •cupld.  ^as  completed  far  as  Akron,  and 
dismiss  theology,  or  deliver  a Fourth  of  this  opened  to  OeVfdiiml  u rich  .form  i pc 
July  ortitv))!,  ^hiletlio  women  could  brew-  see  lion,  already  thickly  .sott.hu!  and  ?o;..r 
and  foiku,  turn  a spinning*  wheel,  aud  flow  mg  with  surplus  products.  This  snr- 
make  their  children  s clothes : or  entertain  plus  was  brought  to  Cleveland,  and  n&r 
-guest^y#^  orauig.  W iktt&k  chanVUse  *vfc»*  wanted  in  ojcrhahge  ; and 

hymn*  m u way  in  set  the  birds  a.  listen*  thus  sprang  up  a business  which  \u  a Id- 
ioy.  And  ail  ih^se  things  they;  did  with  tie  roof#  tiuitf  mw  d eeudr  amounted  to  the 
eqtuvi  ease.  if  born,  to  the  vocation  annual  sum  of  twenty  million  dollars. 
■'VYh*d  wn.uhV  fo?  • thought.  nowaday*  of  a of  tUevxdiinidj  which 

young  maiden -who,  smgiehonded.  ^hwuld  began.  in  JS08  with  I*oromn  Carter  s sloop 
worst  k bear  in  a deadly  vnCt>ufdi*r,  or  Zephj}r^f  thirty  tousv  now  aggregates  a»i 
who.  in  her  father's  absence.  should  shin-  annual  toouag^oT  <me  a oil  A half  ivdllhms. 
gle  the  roof’  and  'trail  £H,fe  ^clapboards  In  tin*  seen  nil  \^ac kRcr  thp  of 

upon  his  uoHuished  dwelling  am!  :iJl  the  tfig  canal  it  brought:  to  the  city  fiijO.Oui) 
while  lie  os.imieh  of  a lady  as  any  count-  bushels  of  wheat.  lOO.OtiO  barrels  of  lion  >\ 
'$%£  i Bit  $beh  were  the  Ohio  girls  of.  1800  LOtXfoKK)  pounds  huttfrr;  m&  yif  nlb*e 
tk  i#2<h.  arid  ih&y  were  the  mothers  of  the  protluefc.’  a Jikn  proportimi  * anil  in  thy 
men  who  bulk  the  city  of  Cleveland  - for  second  veur  (Allow bur  tlATh,  the  United 
the  town  was  built  by  men,  am!  not  made  Stales  census . found  iu  the  iomi  10T5 
plachs  nit  the  south  }«x*$h\ 

'|Cof:ie;fcav^.  as  gi^at  natural 

;Uij|$ho  vUher  ha^iiad  it^  raen,  was  h ht iiihduatj’  hf  yu4t}  for  W^htch  ipi  ek< 
U)$likn<?& hu^  ♦>ut»lrip{iedlhent'  iwptfejug  qiipg  jdwner  luiqml  Jo  Jiuit  a 
«ll  ip  wealOb  ttiad  poniihition.  market  ip  Cleveland  A Wu^.»a  lfxvd  of 
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value  as  fuel.  But  the  townspeople  eyed  was  Alfred  Kelley,  the  first  president  of 
it  with  disfavor.  It  was  filthy,  inconven-  Cleveland  village. 

ient.to  handle,  emit  ted  an  offensive  smoke,  But  about  1852  the  commerce  of  C'leve- 
a»ul  not  a few  questioned  if  *'stonev  could  land  received  a check,  and  its  Jake  su- 
be  made  to  burn  at  all.  With  wood  grow-  premacy  was  threatened.  The  opening 
ing  at  their  very  doorways,  what  sense  of  through  lines  of  railway  had  now  be* 
would  there  be  in  going  a long  distance  gun  to  carry  past  its  doors  the  produce  on 
fora  fuel  neither  so  clean  nor  so  pleasant  which  its  leading  men  had  expected  it.  to 
as  the  old-fashioned  oak  or  hickory  ? All  grow  into  a great  commercial  city.  But 
day  long  the  wagon  went  the  rounds  with-  these  men  Were  equal  to  the  emergency, 
out  a single  buyer;  but  after  a time  a It  occurred  to  them  that  the  town  was 
good-natured  innkeeper  did  consent  to.  located  about  midway  between  the  iron 
try  a small  quantity  at  two  dollars  per  mines  of  Lake  Superior  and  the  coal  fields 
ton.  Thus  was  the  beginning  of  the  coal  of  Ohio  and  Pennsylvania.  They  would 
trade  of  Cleveland,  which  now  exceeds  bring  the  two  together,  and  convert  Cleve- 
oue  million  tons  annually.  land  into  a great  manufacturing  city. 

In  1832  the  canal  was  tin  is  lied  to  the  This  project  resolved  upon,  they  went 
Ohio  River,  and  about  the  same  time  the  about  it  with  surprising  energy.  They 
advance  guard  of  that  New  England  cxo-  erected  foundries  and  factories,  and  set 
dus  which  set  in  with  the  opening  of  the  on  foot  a railroad  down  the  Mahoning 
Erie  Canal  began  to  reach  Cleveland  and  Valley,  which  should  connect  their  fur- 
the  outlying  country.  Its  commerce  grew  naces  with  the  immense  coal  fields  of  that 
with  amazing  rapidity.  It  numbered,  in  region.  This  road  was  completed  in  1857. 
1846,  10,135  people,  and  in  1852,  25,670;  and  ever  since  the  position  of  Cleveland 
and  this  rapid  growth  was  altogether  due  has  been  assured  us  the  great  iron  centre 
to  the  foresight,  of  the  man  who  conceived  of  the  West.  There  is  not  here  space  to 
the  idea  of  making  it  the  northern  term!1  note  the  successive  steps  by  which  the 
nu&of  the  Ohio  Canal.  His  name,  I think,  place  has  since  risen  from  a small  town 
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to  a great  city,  but  its  progress  is  clearly 
indicated  in  the  following  figures  from 
the  United  States  census  tables.  In  i860 
it  had  a population  of  43,838;  in  1870, 
92.829;  in  1880.  160,146;  and  by  the  best 
estimates  it  numbers  at  the  present  date 
upward  of  200,000. 


iron  foundries  ami  factories,  oil  and  chem- 
ical works,  brick-yards,  and  other  manu- 
factories impossible  to  enumerate.  Here 
ten  thousand  machines  move  night  ami 
day  in  ceaseless  hum,  sending  away,  upon 
the  numerous  rail  tracks  which  every- 
where interlace  the  district,  iron  in  its  va- 
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Imh^pjs,  ^iid  jsi>rnlar  ^stnldislt'  nieu.  5j)0<i  «jf  wham  ayt*  eri)|do/^cI.  in 

mem.*:  and  farther  up  ibn  Cuyahoga*  On*  valley . The  rodiny -loil l hu<  » ea- 
the  wargm  of  another  hmokfi**iiii  prtr.ny  of  0*0.000  hum  of  sk^l  vxite  j*er 
another  volley  •WlnnU  )»nu rs  a year.,  with  lorn*  furnaee-s  for  the  praihuy. 

tide  of  jHtnnifu/uuml  ..products  into  r bo  t.i<*u  of  Jf*\s\nm*r  metal.  Thu  .ugtfrvj irate 
immense  cmmn*we  u?  Olrvilam!.  Tins  hnstut^b.  of. Ok*.  KednidishmeM  amounta .-to 
j&Mt  fctr#m>  is  l£kt£ftbuvy  33unt  ^|iVjh  ^3,iKX»;0pd  per  auti uUi. 

5t .;fe  emly  rnembri&l /■■tJkjit  I ■kb^iy’-.^f.  rfpuJ>mn$?  this.,  busy  valley,  .and  ecim- 
whtdi  lias  been  dedieukHl  to  the  worthy  rieet  m£  the  eastern  and  western  ba!v(*-:{ 
■fi.r-^t .f-tytUftr.,  Cleveland.  is  a gigantic  work,  wlurh  has 

lien?,  at  the  njoutb  of  Kiia^bbry  Xl\W\  tio  parti il^I  'in. ..any  Wi^iern  city  It>  Ls  A 
are  tin?  works  of  the  tetaudaftl  Oil  Com-  fctionr • •auseway  .sixty- foil r feet  wide.  t It  retv 
i’Kuiy . eoYeriiisr  several  ucr?>s,  ni\A  , 
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dustry.  Superior  Uic  principal . *■  Idon't  read  »o„vU.w.ly  t-lso."’  be-answemi. 

business  thorupgJi.fai-c,  was  laid  suit  ivipoi  yv-it iv  asjAil-  on  iiison'-umi/ai’e:  "be  ia 
land  here  was. a 4ms:  in  (.W/nairket  at  orti>  ' -iiirlilxa')«i^in’b)iiUdid^4)<*C«iV. 

dollar  an  mm.  and  hency  it  is  ndl  sur-  iyliWh  >,Ve  an? : stun  ding  the  jinuHtaWe 
proing  fchai  the  original  sUrretv>:?rs  hiisde  : ?!v>\f*ut»<p  up  Wa  ■' yr}*x 

it  a hundred  and  <v*>  feet  A ide,  h • art«*  >f  v-'<-  i-me?  her*-  w»»  may  eii«v«!4tt*r 

•is  liiuiti  with  stores  banks..  and  iv;«r-  the  assistant  editor  ui  the  Pttu-o<fat{>-r 
b'suses,  sntpi!  <>f  winch  are  baainesa  pal-  who  $r»t«»»ai*’  frietsd 

\atikr \rm  fRis city  editor 

' '■*  • >g£  -v 

-ir&^HSk  is  Ml 

msSL^^  ■• 

if  f-  ^$i§S$p*  r-m^ 

M&l  - e 


•.y  fr-. -■# » 
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bubbling  over,  and  he  kept  all  about  him  San  Francisco  to  deliver  a course  in  Cali 
in  a constant  state  of  merriment.  He  was  fornia.  The  season  being  close  at  hand, 
a wag— nothing  but  a wag— but  in  that  the  manager  asked  him  by  telegraph 
line  a genius.  He  could  see  only  the  “What  will  you  take  for  forty  nights 
ludicrous  side  of  a subject.  Goiug  away  in  California  ? Answer  immediately.' 
once  on  a short  vacation,  lie  engaged  this  Ward  answered  immediately,  by  tele- 


JOHN  JIAV. 


gentleman  to  perform  his  work  during  graph.  “Brandy  and  water."  The  joke 
his  absence.  He  carefully  instructed  him  WHS  noised  throughout  the  State,  and  the 
as  to  his  duties,  and  in  doing  so  drew  result  was,  when  Artemus  went  there  to 
from  his  pocket  a tow  string  about  a foot  lecture  on  his  own  account,  lie  was  met 
and  a half  long,  and  told  him  lie  must  fur*  everywhere  with  overflowing  houses, 
nish  that  amount  of  copy  per  day.  leaving  While  engaged  in  lecturing  in  the  West, 
on  his  desk  the  measure  us  a reminder  of  he  wrote  this  gentleman  the  following 
the  quantity,  About  this  time  he  was  call-  epistle : 

«P<m  to  respond  to  a toast  to  the  Press  •<  Mv  1>KAU  George.—!  want  von  to  do  a 
at  a Ben  Franklin  festival  held  m Cievr-  ftvor.  I relied  <a.  one  ,»f  n»y  men  t<>  save  11m 
land.  He  rose  to  his  feet,  hung  his  head  the  pres*  notices.  He  didn't.  Will  yen  i.*ob 
for  a fewr  moments  in  silence.  and  then  lect  them  for  me  at  once,  ami  actirt  them  t<*  me 
.sat  down,  having  said  nothing.  In  his  at  the  i»:»ie>  House  ? Now  thin  is  taxing  yarn* 
account  of  the  festival  in  the  next  day's  ^><>d-nntmeT  hid ; you'll  doit  for iiw-Wt 

Plaindmler  his  speech  was  reported  bvu  Do  >eu  know  that  you  rtaimul  nm 

,,  , a \ . \ i p ^ > \ luore  aiul  njon*  ol  the  iiohle  Roiiiiins  f I don  f 

blank  space  ol  about  half  a column  of  elo-  *;.•  vvf,  - , . « „ *» 

know  who  i iiey  were,  hut,  you  ommm  me  ot 

quent  silence.  them;  yjiu  do,  indeed.  And  n»nM  I Itavii  :*j» 

This  gentleman  remembers  that  soon  .polled  m oup  of  those  Mbfr  Romans  to  out 
after  * - A.  Ward"  entered  the  lecture  held  out  some  press  notices  for  urn  in  vain  ? 1 guess 

he  was  invited  by  a theatrical  manager  In  not.  <2 1>  on,  young  man,  go  on.  Deal  kindly 

i i hi  YOX.-  hfXlL^'O 
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od.  UvSVte  xyns  occupied  by  -a  low  wooden 
whjoii  /was, the  ftf^tij>£-jrtec*  $jf. 
perhaps  the  inost  a nuj exist i n g m 
this  country.  All  mtiy  vowemhev  the  sto- 
ry *»f  The  First  and  L^t  Dinner/1  Sir 
^bfeli  it  te  i’elaftHi  hoxv  (/welwe  friends  of 

ro  fct  together  at  the  Star  and  Garter  In  n 
m liieiunomL  to  Hvst'iiute'an  annual  din- 
iter  nmong  Utemse  j ves,  wfueh  each  one 
1 d ytori y a Itertil  up t i|  tie  wdsrexuov ed 
bv  death.  The  e| nb  should  nevor  admit 
any  bur  the  original  meudievv,  and  when 
%'>ne;-«lnutl4  die,  his  plat*  should  he  laid 
and  his  vaenut  chair  be  set  at.  the  fable  as? 
if  lie- were .still  with  the  mnainiue:  idi-ven. 
And  this. shod  Id  go  on,  o£  one  after  nn oth- 
er drnppRitl  f)t» t#1^  place,  till  the  test 
imiyibe  sole  survivor  of  the  twelve,  siiou  Id 
take  his  -s/dihiry  seat  in  the  Silent 'room, 
and  mih ^ the  clnyeh  plat&s 

<ea  pt  idmirs  gfotnbi  h mv&h On  1 & i$ U &ff  Ills 
1 on  ely  g hass  of  w i n (v  to  th  e inom  h ry  • ofhte 
dep&wyt  This  weird  fancy  of 

a ttetiuoiiS:  Stoity -filter  i^doeed 

into  actual  £aet  tu  tdte  hitepsely  practice} 
.and  pfrf>s^i^'^ifF:,of  ^Jieveja^th ■ Thirteen 
of  ib^  proponent  ;cd:iinp^  r>f  th£  town  inet 
i n . 1^>P#— p |$py  i}  f ty.y  esVr^  ag<  tjmt  cdd 

n id h%’;;t<y "imdude 

nape  hot  ‘hri.iv'!  eefy  and  tO  p<>  out  ad  ex- 

cixt-st  mf/m\'H*v: 


>Ktehce:'.‘w Vfh  'Jthd:.  I]  fe  of  th . 

T here,  i j i acjkai  Vi  l,  dl  d * fa#  hi  ohed  ifttdjfi/fut* 
aiished  with 'a  dc^en  or  hi  o re chad h$  and  a 
large  rmihet  .tkirife,  and  ornarh%ited  « ith  a 
few  jtiii Ures/ah  old^  fender  and 

' &-  ran  in  tel,  yp  which 
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the  business  quarter  Ujo  avenue  is  liiVed  surface,  and  is  being  developed  witl>  so 
with . pm-rde  residence^  o?  .such  much  taste  anti  judgment  that  it  will 

an  *tguai  of  any  cemetery 

being  the  most  beautiful  street  m U;w  hi  the  country . 

foffotiryi  "a  - :'  Abreast  of  the  business  portion  of  the 

miles  jf  !s  finely  paved,  level  , ^ A town,  mul  on  the  shore  of  the  lake*  the  diy 

anti  Umje'rrd  by  luw-hs  of  velvety  s«;> ft-/  ha*  recently  converted  bi  strip  of  waste 
ness^'  Edeh  house  S^htis. hat  vt  ^isuujee  -jgidund '.into  a most  attractive  jviirk,  ivhioli 
from  i^eHtrt<4  txhd  a^  ; is  also  called  Lake  View;  It  was  an  un- 

or  spacious^  which  jim  $%)dly  bluff,  seamed  with  gullies,  arul 

withsbrubs.and  J^hs  jfeveretl  with  wretehed ^ chanties;  Wvit  the 

ery , here  and  there  dotted  with  stately  rilfy  took  it  in  hand,  planted  trees,  piled  up 
trees  which  tftery  when  , the  lMaiv  hkd<^work,  convened  springs  into  fount- 

ami  the  panther  cmuched  amid  their  ains*  and  rugp;ed  gullies  in  to  beautiful 
branches.  No  sameness  wearies  the' eycg  '.ponds,  and  now  it  fe  one  of  the  most  at- 


No  sameness  wearies  the  eye; 


r.AKK  i>  riit:  cKtftrmw 


for tlteve j$  everywhere  variety  both  in  fif .thfe  fcj  qid'fe}  be'f<mnd  any- 

th*; ardiflecnive  .ami  ibe  treatment  of  the  where,  Every  ]de;asaat  evening  it  is 
landscape.  crowded,  woh  people  who  conic  here  to 

Pey^ud  these  ^{Hrbliraii  palaces  is  a h feK««; fronvilie  lx&e,yaud 

cvquj-oc  private  \*i*riu  on  which  largo  to  watch  the  white  sails-  and  .smoking 
money  ami  great . skill  An- ; WVc^f*  cb*Tic-^mi .gx»-  'itTiife- :Y0uji^' 

H ' vr'ateiu  ; \ * ^ 

occupies  i*  deep  iprloe  ami  the  adjoining;  Of  i he  western  portion  of  the.  niiy . oo 
uplands  and  is  threaded  by  walks  and  Mm  opposite  )>ute  of  tile  Cuyahoga,  ! can 
drives  under  widoHprmdp^lfe^v  or  am  id  spiV*  but  briefly.  Thu  jwb nearest  Hu- 
rt dmi.se  siontbbery  whose  fragrance  per-  river  was  originally  tow  farm  of  LormjJo 
fimi.es  nil  the  !UV  The  public  spinied  \^n  Carter,  and  by  las  Mm  svas:  tn  1 £30  sold- u* 
jem.y  of  Mw>  pu'dv,  Mr  -j  tl.  Wade,  tte-  ;; ■.  company  ol  speculators,  who  hud  it  out 

: to  umrvey  It  h*  ' ih^  ;$£w*et$v  and . bgn*  ^IhHT 

thwedy  a*  *.vu  iVn.v  prebn.taujry  coU  Ohm  City,  h\  t§S4  ‘It  Wo*  an  hexed  to 

dd’ouv  aie  fulfilled  by  fhV'mUUTCtpa.hiy-..  • Ctevrhuid,  ;u«d  H m-w  contains  GO. huh  m 

Opposite  this  park,  and  msudooluny  liie  iu.bHaUO?.  tlerfc  is  located  a new  city 

l;:lw.  ii  (imranerr.  vvhco'  pa.vk\  atu'j  (ho  distrilmting  iv^ervonr of  tim 

thddV  heily  is  hi  id.  and  u iwo*  ‘ he  n.vonu  W.-acr  Vpavtinmn  Tins  js  fed  by  ^ 

mem  'is  to  be  erected  o>  hhv  unauory . It  tiHiofd.  hro  . fr-ef  iti  vcrhcat  diumcb  ?* 

occupies  :\  tract  uf  .oat  her  now  j|i|r*  {hreo-  v\  }dclh  *\Utk  iiinety  feet  Ik- low'  fhc  .sur 

h utidml;4i^^''qf  ’. l/.4a'd.Ufu) \!f  .’  -fe<b  runs  a mile  arid  a quarter  'into  the- 
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- *'  • A V* . ' • * i ' »>OHV  i*4v.?rh«j •/,  i'iCl 

AlV  hnui-ui  K>  Ui<  i ,'i*’ vKph<U  I . »r  V i,0 

vc.^rvojr  is  six  milium  jrallous.  ami  Ok-  tmal  Um^tH 
of  |)i |>t*  hinfi  orn*  lutmhvd  m\Ui%.  Tho '£Miiri>:  eost  m works  uni  Mpe,  from  T } ? c*  ccth  *n. 
Iraki  b<x*ii  iiourly  two  million  dollars. 

As  \v!x^  u;  V of  pilgrims  from  (!oijr^c*UaultHi^  -flics  t thought  of  lira  iVi>t 

settlor*  wfr*  for  clKm’hes  and  sr.hool*  jVvr  i iRfnvdcrs  »]m*r  ritiMtvij  Accordingly 
we  &hd  that  fhoy  ftn’Hkd fr&tW  IhCvfr  tkWRfg  $$&$£  tho  JRev 

( atomic  tluv»t.  aud  in 

the  opfck  air  or  i.ii : tKt*. aad  that  twV'.j ?!$$&,  Anna  ^Sp&itfyih-Xy^ 

of  <mo  of  tho  first  comer*  gathoml  ih*  Idt-Ie  .ot*es  of  tho  rowi^inp  into  ?.ho 
**  J>ari6rv*>f  >iar|or  r.-loj>  vahhi,  alii!  tatii^Ufc- ih^ir* -^ti n£-  hloaf  htny  to  shofti  in 


the  right  direct  Km.  This  open -air  church  has  otoxn  suit.*  one  hirndml  and  fifty 
saerod  edifice*,  vmm  iijf  them  <*f  thp  Inchest  nrydwU^lm  al  Scanty  •;  and  UVal  urte  itap-ro- 
visod  .^-hooi,  ftiti*  -score*  of  ^h national  y> l ; iA .C4^|||jj|j||^^ 
where  ^at }i«r  elnMrim*  Ah'!  ht^ 

the  \tiii iVh’Oi  i,  tfcx* . } «ef#ptf  r ■ o $ t* | n y eWtd  iin  sry  iV 
on  rti&nfii  0X4  ' * i*M u uAVtojif  l fiUieKnj/!  hy» 

ti  $f  .•.i  ’:•  \ •■  li  •■::<  \n ii  p-  • lo  afford  Uf 

M a i u n> $n  1 i* ?*  i.Jn : iiij  ill  l k 

Vri^  f <jr’'r<i>i)6tf^*,'  Icrf.Lht^s,  rn<*l 

iliklt'hitiiMHi  ■;}&■  ^in>»jt  Hn.Jiics-  Un  fixytut 
Tv»‘ii -p lilEjfl <t  ymV eU>n  i > ucu> «rs  luw o.  fi^en  ^U-w * Qtvili 
sCTir^n  'fior*;  W5tt the  u vr^«^i  »n:  a Uio  nianOo 

at  vvhioh  imi  luictr  fi^iv  iibdH^axf  • 

The*  .mtai'  <i:xi,ribnfinn  of  non 

'.pjsi  oiph  U^k-u?  n w > ui  ifiu  throe  yc-ay  s Inus  '£?&  - * 


u^ili  in&tibi'b,  i4  enoh  otAtev-M^yJovti^o- 

and  p;j.inpji}e>t.,  ha-:  UiAoj  oid.v 

i2D i Us . Ti  1 1*  sy s t f tv  i i $ i . . t)  ty>  iMh 


xm.  wxwnifr  vwvvKVT. 
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SCHOOL  Or  APPLIED  SCIENCE. 


hie  one,  and  it  deserves  to  be  copied  in- 
other  cities.  The  School  of  Applied  Sci- 
ence is  another  of  Cleveland's  educational 
features. 

Growing  naturally  out  of  the  many 
churches  of  Cleveland  are  a host  of  be- 
nevolent institutions — hospitals,  orphan 
asylums,  retreats  for  the  aged,  children's 
homes,  and  Friendly  Inns,  in  which  latter 
the  poof  may  find  free  reading-rooms,  with 
the  best  of  papers,  magazines,  arid  books; 
and  also  good  meals  and  comfortable  lodg- 
ings at  a cost  of  merely  enough  to  pay  the 
expenses  of  the  establishment. 

Cleveland  can  not  be  called  a literary 
centre,  its  men  being  of  tbe  class  not  of 
Writers,  but  of  workers  : and  yet  it  has 
been  the  home  of  several  authors  who 
have  achieved  distinction.  Beside  Ar- 
temus  Ward,  of  whom  1 have  spoken, 


it  was  at  one  time  the  residence  of  Will- 
iam Dean  Howells,  the  most  popular 
among  living  American  novelists.  Con 
stance  Fenimoro  Wool  son,  the  author  of 
M Anne"  and  “ East  Angels,”  was  born 
in  New  Hampshire,  but  Cleveland  has 
been  the  home  of  her  girlhood  and  early 
womanhood.  Here  too  residesJohn  Hay, 
tie*  widely  known  author  of  <f Little 
Breeches"  and  41  Castilian  Days.” 

As  every  man  is  different  in  form,  fea- 
ture. and  character  from  every  other  man, 
so  in  all  these  respects  every  town  is  dif- 
ferent from  every  other  town.  In  the 
youth  of  towns  this  individuality  is  more 
marked  and  observable  than  when,  in  their 
older  years,  foreign  elements  have  blend- 
ed With  the  native,  and  they  have  become 
more  cosmopolitan.  But  even  then,  down 
at  the  root,  in  the  inner  spirit,  the  native 
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element  controls,  and  gives  its  peculiar 
characteristics  to  the  engrafted  branches. 
So  it  is  with  Cleveland.  A large  foreign 
element  has  blended  with  the  native,  and 
somewhat  modified  its  surface  character, 
but  the  prominent  features  are  still  Yan- 
kee, and  Connecticut  Yankee  at  that.  As 
Connecticut  was  sown  with  culled  grain 
from  Massachusetts,  so  northern  Ohio 
was  sown  with  culled  grain  from  Connect- 
icut, and  this  seed  has  produced  a crop 
the  like  of  which  can  be  found  nowhere 
else  in  this  country.  None  of  the  first 
settlers  are  now  living,  but  hundreds  still 
linger  on  the  Western  Reserve  whose 
memories  go  back  to  the  time  when 
Cleveland  was  an  inconsiderable  hamlet 
of  not  more  than  twenty  houses.  Some 
of  these  old  worthies  I have  met,  and  one 
needs  to  meet  them  to  realize  what  kind 
of  men  sprang  frorti  the  loins  of  the  New 
England  of  the  year  1800. 

Such  a race  accounts  fully  for  the  pre- 
sent generation  which  has  builded  Cleve- 
land. If  one  were  asked  what  is  the 
prominent  characteristic  of  these  men  of 
to-day,  I think  he  would  have  to  say,  A 
large-minded  and  large-hearted  liberality 
that  does  not  stop  to  count  any  expendi- 
ture which  may  result  in  public  good  or 


benefit  Cleveland.  Scores  of  living  men 
might  be  mentioned  who  would  justify 
this  remark.  I may  not  speak  of  them; 
they  are  too  many;  but  I may  refer  to 
two  or  three  who  are  not  living.  One  of 
these  was  Leonard  Case,  whose  benefac- 
tions were  simply  princely ; another  was 
the  late  Henry  Chisholm,  whose  benevo- 
lence flowed  in  a constant  but  unobtrusive 
stream,  and  who  cared  for  the  interests 
and  studied  the  improvement  of  his  army 
of  8000  workmen  as  if  they  had  all  been  his 
own  children  ; another  was  Joseph  Perkins, 
who  has  recently  died,  mourned  by  the 
whole  community;  and  still  another  was 
Amasa  Stone,  who  while  living  gave  half 
a million  to  Western  Reserve  College,  and 
in  dying  left  immense  sums  to  education- 
al and  charitable  institutions.  And  such 
men  are  still  left  in  Cleveland.  Now  and 
then  they  are  to  be  found  in  other  cities, 
but  here  they  are  numerous  enough  to 
give  character  and  tone  to  the  whole  com- 
munity. With  such  men,  and  with  its 
population  increasing,  its  manufactures 
growing,  and  its  trade  expanding  year  by 
year  in  an  almost  unprecedented  manner, 
it  is  not  hazardous  to  predict  that  Cleve- 
land will  number  five  hundred  thousand 
people  by  the  close  of  this  century. 


DOGS  AND  THEIR  MANAGEMENT. 

BY  HUGH  DALZIEL. 


THE  dog  stands  in  a closer  relationship 
to  man,  in  social  life,  than  does  any 
other  of  our  domestic  animals.  Like  the 
cat,  the  dog  is  admitted  to  our  dwellings; 
and  developing  much  stronger  personal 
attachment  than  the  former  (in  which  af- 
fection is  anchored  on  locality),  and  also 
being  more  demonstrative,  he,  for  these 
and  other  reasons,  is  made  a companion 
of,  and  in  this  way  the  mutual  liking, 
which  rests  on  the  solid  foundation  of  mu- 
tual interest,  grows  into  something  higher 
— into  sentiments  of  esteem,  involving  on 
both  sides  sacrifices  which  strengthen  the 
bond  of  union,  and  in  the  process  slowly 
but  surely  raises  the  dog  nearer  to  our  own 
intellectual  status,  as  he  is  led  more  and 
more  to  exercise  those  mental  faculties 
with  which  lie  is  more  than  any  other  of 
the  lower  animals  endowed. 

I think  it  will  be  admitted  by  all  who 
reflect  that  self-interest  first  led  man  to 
adopt  the  4°6*  His  usefulness  as  an  as- 
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sistant  in  the  chase  still  remains  the  same 
as  when  savage  man  first  subjugated  to 
his  purposes  this  fleet  and  cunning  hunter, 
although  now  regulated  by  elaborate  laws, 
established  that  our  pleasure  in  his  hunt- 
ing qualities  may  be  increased.  In  the 
management  of  our  flocks  and  herds,  the 
protection  of  person  and  property,  and 
even  as  the  mere  object  on  which  to  lavish 
an  exuberance  of  affection,  we  are  still  in- 
debted to  the  dog,  and  in  return  it  is  a 
plain  duty  devolving  on  us  that  we  should 
take  some  pains  to  understand  his  nature, 
physical  and  mental,  that  we  may  fairly, 
justly,  and  in  the  light  of  knowledge 
make  him  the  return  service  which  is  his 
due. 

A new  phase  of  selfish  appropriation  of 
the  dog  has  been  developed  in  recent  years 
by  the  establishment  of  exhibitions  of 
these  animals.  These  institutions  have 
called  into  being,  or  have  brought  to  the 
front,  a class  of  men  who  keep  dogs,  often 
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spelling  • much  money  upon  them, . but  their  objections  to  my  fa s ort to  animal, 
-will#  no  love  ami  leu  1 i ti ie ’ u hderntaml i ng . In  the  majority  of  dog  tuiier* 
of  the  avhtnal^;  the  .sole  object  being  to  have  been  made  M by  seif  st  v iott  dog  tov 
secure  itf  tlx^tnselve^  a faine  br  d m>toriety  of  tiro  undergo!  l he  eery  large  orders 
thtyoigU  their  dog,*  that  they  appear  in*  • who,  reMing  satined  if  their  dog $0$g 
^iirjirttVely  to  kno$  it  VfeVuid  Ik?  Uoffc-  fJtOrii  i^iiore  jMiernaT  l&v?  of. 

.less  f-ar  them  h>  seek  in  ehamm!*  opened  duty  to  iheh  neighbor,  ami  f Immgh  sei!i*h- 
.tip  by  tlierr  <wb  ; TO  'u# . • • • 'fir  i 4* % I3uttfw'- 

an  animal  to  pander  ti*  jmittHtii  tiitihy  \&  Hogs-  ' a#ul 

indeed,  V>  rate  thjystpSf y<?£y arid  fvs  I aito-Mudr 

iiftVH  u$yer  irfhtsr  fh&n  Umtni  from  ly  Ut  be  & eomraoo  nni**nicik  and  finjqta*ihx 

the  vxiuefn’o  of  Hu*. eiass  of  omh  ref^retiy  jy  n .*nu*^o  of danger, 

•to,  I sinpjfiiM*l-y  wish  l her  could  he  elJuii*  IT  l mold  pvtmwle  t ho*n  >vh 0 !k>vc  | 
nateih  sain!.  Urn  ouvOm^  lidd  0>  those  whq  .-nervtnvs  dmnl  of  dogs  O g>i  n‘  pnppy 
unv ^analbc  of  t.'hc  <h«g\  -uml  amt  Imug  It  op.  and  rdneuir  a to  good 

whose  desire  d.  is  5*.  lap  prove  each  hrmi  liabit^  nod  proper  beiwvmK  they  .would 
and  amejio^u^  ‘i-fW  frhr*  xyhalb  iteynfl  Untr  general;  Anrf  6nd 

Hat?*r  Vy  rfpmv&ttg  4H&  ^UTfe'  u if  we  4uilWu‘  art^hr^f  drii  T0V 

k'.uoviedge  d*f-  la-.  a-durc  and  ibe in rc>iiu  Mit  n thm  ..  aitWiion  ami  svm 

ntiu.u -.;  painy  wet'i,  annual  .Urn.  a*  & pari  of  jr$b 

T.'i j*  i ' ■MKahe.r  eiavs  O',  vv inch  t mob  i*ii'r;  tvlml,  -w.v/e  w vth  <-\river  and  n ns 
brndly  .n»>te.v  and  ihuiil  the  peopie.  who  mwh  'riw.u'A. 

^IukUW  ftoui  f^ir  of  h^^TytU^'v*  c'  BeCton?.  outer  in  jf  n;fion  details  of  ire&te. 

X *$■  ( :1iisf;  vor*h  /ftyd  rt^>)n^i^e  i\w 

neither  wotide.r  :if  nor  blame  Umni  fur  iessem  I So  .-anu  U'v  Tesiiv  o<  inculcate: 
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that  the  man  who  makes  a dog  his  own 
undertakes  duties  and  responsibilities 
which  he  can  not  discharge  himself  from 
except  by  performance,  and  that  can  only 
be  properly  done  by  intelligent  study  of 
the  animal’s  nature  and  requirements,  and 
the  adjustment  of  his  conduct  to  these; 
and  fortunately  for  the  dog  owner,  in  this 
as  in  most  things, pleasure  waits  upon  and 
rewards  the  performance  of  duty.  Our 
duties  to  the  dog  may  be  described  as 
threefold,  and  for  convenience  of  treat- 
ment in  this  paper  I will  so  arrange 
them. 

First,  there  are  the  physical  wants  of  the 
animal  to  be  provided  for,  from  the  time 
the  little  whining  creature  is  taken  from  its 
dam, whimperingly  protesting  against  the 
enforced  separation, till  the  end  of  his  short 
life  comes,  and  the  question  has  to  be  de- 
cided, shall  nature  be  allowed  to  slowly 
and  painfully  close  the  scene,  or  shall  man 
in  mercy  use  his  prerogative  and  antici- 
pate the  end  ? Heartlessness  is  often  in  a 
hurry  in  the  latter  respect,  and  is  quaint- 
ly rebuked  in  the  old  rhyme: 

“Bowusky  Bright  was  a sharp  little  cur; 

He  always  would  bark  if  a mouse  did  but  stir; 

But  now  he’s  grown  old,  and  no  longer  can  bark, 

He’s  condemned  by  the  parson  to  be  hanged  by 
the  clerk.” 

The  second  division  of  the  treatment 
refers  to  the  training  to  orderly  habits  and 
to  the  higher  education  of  the  dog.  The 
puppy  does  not  take  quite  so  kindly  to 
this  as  to  his  breakfast  and  the  rare  fun  of 
chasing  the  chickens,  and  if,  as  I hope, 
some  American  boys  read  this,  they  will 
acknowledge  they  could  find  a similar  dis- 
position not  far  from  home ; for  if  not,  I 
shall  think  American  boys  as  objection- 
able little  prigs  as  Sandford  and  Merton. 
The  education  of  the  dog  is  a duty  the 
owner  owes  to  himself  and  his  neighbors, 
and  is  a remunerative  investment. 

Third  and  last,  it  is  incumbent  upon  us 
to  use  our  knowledge  and  our  care  to  save 
the  dog  from  the  sufferings  of  disease  as 
far  as  our  power  permits. 

The  variation  in  the  number  of  puppies 
in  one  litter  is  necessarily  very  great,  and 
is  accounted  for  by  the  vast  difference  in 
size  of  the  several  varieties.  Tiny  little 
toys  seldom  produce  more  than  two  or 
three  at  one  time,  whereas  in  the  large 
breeds  over  twenty  in  a litter  has  frequent- 
ly been  recorded;  four  to  ten.  varying 
with  the  size  of  the  breed,  may  be  taken 
as  the  average.  The  period  of  gestation 
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is  sixty-three  days,  and  that  is  important 
for  every  one  to  know  who  breeds  dogs, 
for  by  noting  the  date  when  puppies  are 
due,  much  suffering  and  probable  loss 
and  disappointment  may  be  prevented  by 
giving  the  bitch  a little  laxative  medicine 
and  food,  and  preparing  for  her  a comfort- 
able bed  in  some  secluded  place.  There 
should  be  no  hurry  in  feeding  the  dam, 
but,  as  soon  as  she  will  take  it,  strong  meat 
broth,  thickened  with  stale  bread,  alter- 
nately with  bread  and  lukewarm  milk  and 
a portion  of  cooked  meat,  forms  the  most 
suitable  diet.  Some  mothers  refuse  to 
leave  their  young  for  days,  but  if  after 
twenty  - four  hours  she  refuses  to  be 
coaxed,  she  should  be  gently  forced  out 
for  ten  minutes’  exercise,  and  from  that 
time  forward  twice  a day,  increasing  the 
time  of  her  absence  from  the  pups  each 
day. 

It  is  usual  to  wean  the  pups  at  about 
five  weeks,  and  that  is  done  by  the  simple 
process  of  removing  them  to  some  place 
where  the  dam  can  not  gain  access  to 
them,  and  in  many  cases  the  pups  are 
at  that  age  distributed  to  purchasers  or 
friends  who  propose  rearing  them.  When 
the  secretion  of  milk  is  profuse,  it  is  dan- 
gerous to  take  all  the  pups  away  at  once, 
for  milk  fever  may  be  produced,  or  the 
milk  ducts  may  get  dammed  up,  local  in- 
flammation follow,  and  ultimately  an 
ugly  and  troublesome  tumor  result.  In 
such  cases,  and  when  the  puppies  die,  the 
milk  should  be  drawn  off  regularly,  cool- 
ing saline  aperients  in  small  repeated 
doses  given,  and  the  external  milk  or- 
gans freely  hardened  with  vinegar  and 
water,  or  rubbed  three  times  a day  with  a 
liniment  made  of  equal  parts  of  camphor- 
ated oil,  spirits  of  hartshorn  and  whiskey, 
or  other  spirits  of  equal  strength.  On 
the  other  hand,  some  mothers  get  so  ex- 
hausted by  suckling  that  very  severe  and 
sometimes  fatal  fits  attack  them.  Those 
of  such  a constitution  should  have  their 
pups  taken  away  to  be  fed  by  hand  or  put 
to  a foster-mother,  and  the  dam  should  be 
made  warm  and  comfortable,  kept  quiet 
for  a few  days,  and  frequently  fed,  the 
diet  including  a portion  of  lean  raw  meat. 

We  will  now  suppose  that  one  of  the 
interesting  little  strangers,  having  had  his 
little  milky  blue  eyes  opened  on  the  world 
for  about  three  weeks,  finds  himself  away 
from  his  little  nest- fellows,  with  whom 
he  struggled  and  fought  with  puppyish 
growlings  to  secure  more  than  his  share 
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or  other  warm  material,  and  well  supplied 
inside  with  hay,  which  is  warmer  than 
straw. 

It  is  far  better  not  to  chain  a dog,  but  in 
some  cases  there  is  no  choice.  Keeping  on 
the  chain  spoils  the  shape  of  a dog,  and  it 
also  in  most  cases  spoils  his  temper;  there 
is  also  the  objection  that  his  exercise  is 
apt  to  be  neglected,  and  without  that  few 
dogs  will  long  remain  in  good  health. 
Those  who  keep  only  one  or  two  house 
dogs, and  let  them  have  pretty  full  liberty, 
seldom  need  to  trouble  about  exercising 
them, as, unless  of  indolent  natures  or  get- 
ting overfed,  they  will  take  enough  for 
health;  in  the  latter  cases,  however,  exer- 
cise should  be  enforced,  and  a spin  of  ten 
miles  with  a horse  is  not  too  much  for  any 
dog  in  health,  except  mere  toys  or  very 
heavy  animals,  and  to  these  the  speed  of 
travel  must  be  adapted  and  the  distance 
somewhat  reduced.  Even  lap-dogs  should 
have  regular  exercise  for  health’s  sake, 
and  a carriage  drive  is  not  a proper  sub- 
stitute for  a good  run.  It  is  unkind  to  a 
pet  dog  to  have  it  constantly  carried  and 
nursed  till  it  partially  loses  the  use  of  its 
limbs,  and  the  toe-nails  grow  like  those  of 
a caged  canary,  and  have  to  be  cut  to  pre- 
vent them,  as  they  curl  round  in  their 
growth,  from  piercing  the  pad,  rendered 
soft  by  want  of  use. 

As  the  small  pet  dogs  favored  by  ladies 
require  special  treatment,  I will  enumer- 
ate a few  of  the  varieties,  and  refer  to  the 
proper  means  of  keeping  them  in  good  or- 
der and  condition.  Of  the  long-haired 
ladies’  pets  the  two  principal  ones  are  the 
Maltese  terrier  and  the  Yorkshire  terrier; 
the  first-named  a pure  white,  with  long, 
soft,  silken  hair  touching  the  ground  as 
the  dog  stands  or  runs  about;  so  long  is 
the  hair  on  the  head  that  when  brushed 
out  it  falls  over  eyes,  nose,  and  the  whole 
face  in  a thick  veil,  but  it  is  usually  kept 
neatly  plaited  and  tied  with  ribbon. 

The  Maltese  are  very  scarce, and  in  Eng- 
land for  some  years  back  Lady  Giffard, 
Brightley, Surrey, has  invariably  taken  all 
the  prizes  at  our  shows.  These  beautiful 
little  creatures  are  very  intelligent  and 
most  obedient,  as  well  as  affectionate,  as  I 
can  vouch  for  from  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  them;  indeed,  I know  no  dogs 
better  trained  to  good  behavior  than  Lady 
Giffard's  Maltese  terriers,  and  that  is  a 
great  charm  in  a pet  dog.  They  are  also 
strong  in  constitution  and  long-lived;  one 
named  Becridoline,  now  living,  is  eight- 
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een  years  old.  The  weight  of  these  dogs 
is  from  four  to  five  pounds. 

The  Yorkshire  terrier  seems  to  be  well 
known  in  New  York,  and  when  in  good 
coat  he  is  a very  handsome  little  dog,  the 
various  shades  of  blue  of  the  body  color 
contrasting  well  with  the  rich  warm  tan 
of  the  head  and  legs.  These  dogs  are  bred 
and  reared  by  the  cotton  and  woollen  op- 
eratives of  Lancashire  and  Yorkshire,  and 
are  with  much  time  and  patience  brought 
to  a state  of  beauty  of  coat  really  wonder- 
ful. The  secret  of  growing  the  coat  is  in 
keeping  the  hind-feet  of  the  dog  incased  in 
chamois  leather  boots,  so  that  in  scratch- 
ing he  can  not  break  the  hair,  as  he  would 
do  with  his  claws  if  they  were  bare.  Add 
to  this  treatment  the  frequent  application 
to  the  hair  and  skin  of  cocoa-nut  oil,  and 
the  constant  careful  brushing  with  spe- 
cially made  brushes  of  thin,  long,  and 
rather  soft  bristles,  and  it  will  be  seen  how 
difficult  it  is  for  any  one  not  in  the  trade 
to  keep  dogs  of  that  kind  in  really  good 
form.  Toy  spaniels — of  which  the  Blen- 
heim (red  and  white)  and  the  King  Charles 
(black  with  tan  markings)  are  the  best, 
are  flat-coated,  with  finely  feathered  ears, 
legs,  and  tail — are  much  more  easily  kept 
nice,  and  I think  only  require  to  be  better 
known  to  be  the  prime  favorite  pet  dog 
with  American  ladies.  We  have  them 
the  smooth-coated  white,  blue  and  tan, 
and  black  and  tan  terriers  of  small  size, 
often  objectionably  bare  of  hair  about  head 
and  neck.  These  are  often  of  delicate 
constitution  and  very  sensitive  to  cold,  re- 
quiring to  be  clothed  except  in  the  warm- 
est weather. 

All  of  these,  and  others  that  might  be 
enumerated,  require  to  be  washed  regu- 
larly ; once  a week  is  generally  sufficient. 
Carbolic  acid  soaps  and  all  containing 
poisons  should  be  avoided,  the  only  soap 
I know  of  fit  to  be  used  on  delicate  dogs 
such  as  now  referred  to  is  that  made  by 
Spratt’s  patent,  as  its  insecticide  proper- 
ties are  due  to  a vegetable  extract  innocu- 
ous to  the  dog.  Water  about  blood  heat 
should  be  used,  and  the  drying  should  be 
thoroughly  done  in  a warm  room,  and  the 
long-haired  ones*  at  once  combed  and 
brushed,  and  then  allowed  to  play  and  roll 
on  a carpeted  floor. 

Such  dogs  should  be  fed  twice  a day, 
with  a varied  diet  of  bread  and  milk,  a lit- 
tle meat,  gravy,  bread,  and  green  vegeta- 
bles; sweets,  of  which  most  dogs  become 
very  fond,  they  are  better  without,  but  a 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


DOGS  AND  THEIR  MANAGEMENT. 


589 


rough  bone  that  they  can  not  break  up  is 
very,  beneficial,  or  chicken  bones  that  they 
are  able  to  break  small  may  be  given,  as 
they  aid  digestion.  The  grooming  of  the 
larger  and  stronger,  or,  as  we  may  call 
them,  the  out-of-door  dogs,  must  be  of  a 
much  more  vigorous  character.  When  a 
dog  returns  to  the  kennel  from  his  exer- 
cise he  should  at  once  have  the  dirt  brush- 
ed off  with  what  stablemen  call  a “dandy” 
brush,  and  if  there  is  dirt  in  the  feet,  it  is 
better  to  wash  and  carefully  dry  them,  for 
if  grit  is  left  between  the  toes  it  not  merely 
annoys  the  dog,  but  is  likely  to  set  up  local 
inflammation,  difficult  to  subdue  because 
of  constant  excitement  in  using  the  feet. 
Long-coated  dogs,  such  as  St.  Bernards 
and  collies,  ought  not  to  be  combed,  ex- 
cept where  the  hair  from  neglect  may  have 
become  matted,  for  these  dogs  are  provided 
with  a thick  under -coat  of  soft  woolly 
hair,  which  the  long  outer  hair  hides,  and 
the  comb  tears  out  this  under-jacket,  there- 
by greatly  damaging  the  utility  and  the 
beauty  of  the  coat  as  a whole. 

Nothing  is  better  for  dressing  dogs,  rough 
or  smooth,  from  fox-terriers  up  to  mas- 
tiffs, than  a hard  swab  of  straw  such  as 
grooms  often  use  to  rub  down  a horse;  aft- 
er applying  this  with  unsparing  “elbOw- 
grease,”  the  dog  may  be  polished  off  with 
a hound  glove,  which  is  simply  a flesh 
glove  of  horse-hair  or  less  harsh  material, 
the  softer  selected  to  suit  fine,  delicate- 
skinned dogs — a feature  in  which  dogs 
vary  very  much.  The  grooming  should 
in  all  cases  follow  the  lines  of  the  princi- 
pal muscles.  Having  carefully  wiped  the 
head  well  from  nose  to  occiput  with  a soft 
towel,  the  harder  glove  or  swab  of  straw 
should  be  applied  steadily  along  the  mus- 
cles of  the  neck,  then  down  the  shoulders 
and  fore-legs,  next  vigorously  along  the 
muscles  of  the  back,  along  the  sides  of  the 
spine,  never  bearing  on  the  centre  of  the 
back ; give  special  heed  to  the  muscles  con- 
necting the  ribs  and  hind-quarters,  and 
also  to  those  of  the  thighs.  In  large  dogs 
especially  the  thigh  muscles  are  apt  to  be 
weak,  partially  atrophied,  and  giving  that 
appearance  known  in  kennel  parlance  as 
“cat-hammed.”  In  such  cases,  before 
used  in  conjunction  with  the  dry  rubbing, 
the  brisk  application  of  a mixture  in  equal 
parts  of  soap  liniment  and  compound 
camphor  liniment  daily  often  proves  of 
great  benefit  in  developing  muscle.  After 
grooming,  feed;  and  after  feeding,  let  the 
dog  rest. 
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Two  more  phases  of  the  treatment  of 
dogs  remain  to  be  considered.  These  are, 
training  to  good  behavior,  and  the  preven- 
tion and  treatment  of  the  more  common 
diseases  from  which  the  dog  suffers,  and 
which  so  often  carry  him  off  at  the  most 
promising  part  of  his  life. 

Those  who  would  rear  dogs  to  be  some- 
thing more  than  mere  consumers  of  food, 
and  to  be,  as  chance  may  direct,  cleanly 
or  uncleanly,  a nuisance  or  a pleasure,  a 
protection  or  a danger,  a sagacious  and 
bold  defender  of  person  and  property  or 
an  unreliable  and  ferocious  brute — in  fact, 
useless  or  useful  for  the  various  purposes 
to  which  they  may  wish  to  apply  him — 
must  take  the  trouble  to  study  the  mental 
character  of  the  species  in  general,  and 
still  more  narrowly  the  bent  and  capacity 
of  the  individual.  It  is  a mistaken  opin- 
ion I have  very  often  brought  under  my 
notice — and  its  popular  adoption  is  easily 
to  be  accounted  for — that  because  certain 
breeds  have  become  noted  for  possessing 
certain  qualities  in  a high  degree,  there- 
fore it  is  only  necessary  to  buy  a mastiff 
to  have  a safe  defender,  a collie  to  pro- 
tect and  in  every  way  tend  a flock  of 
sheep,  or  such  a tricky  dog  as  a poodle  to 
stand  on  his  head  or  dance  a polka,  with- 
out trouble  being  taken  to  teach  either  of 
them  his  special  duties.  All  such  expec- 
tations are  doomed  to  disappointment,  for 
although  from  a breed  or  a strain  of  dogs 
which  have  been  long  used  for  certain 
work  and  instructed  and  practiced  in  it, 
and  with  the  additional  immense  advan- 
tage that  generally  only  those  that  had 
displayed  the  greatest  cleverness  are  bred 
from,  a special  aptitude  for  that  work  is 
inherited,  and  becomes  a secondary  in- 
stinct, which  we  see  exemplified  when  a 
young  pointer  of  good  parentage  stands 
to  game  the  first  time  he  is  taken  into 
the  field,  or  when  a young  collie  runs 
around  a flock  of  sheep,  whereas  a dog 
of  another  breed  would  run  at  them,  yet 
these  dogs  will  not  become  proficient  in 
their  duties  without  teaching.  Indeed, 
if  untrained,  it  often  happens  that  other 
habits,  natural  to  the  dog  and  representing 
a stronger  and  primary  instinct,  will  de- 
velop, and  obliterate  the  one  we  expected 
to  grow. 

Dogs  admitted  to  breakfast  or  dining 
room  should  never  be  fed  or  given  pieces 
during  the  meal,  for  if  so  indulged  they 
become  troublesome,  and  are  apt  to  be 
specially  so  to  visitors,  for  they  are  sharp 
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enough  to  know  with  whom  they  may 
take  liberties. 

Another  fault  of  ill-mannered  dogs,  and 
pet  dogs  in  particular,  is  the  habit  many 
have  of  yelping  at  and  even  snapping  at 
strangers,  so  that  a visitor  may  feel  much 
disposed  to  give  Floss  or  Pompey  a kick, 
when  he  with  more  politeness  than  hon- 
esty lavishes  praises  on  its  beauty.  To 
prevent  these  annoyances  and  many  oth- 
ers caused  by  the  conduct  of  a pet  or 
companion  dog,  one  thing  must  be  deeply 
fixed  in  the  dog’s  mind,  for  it  is  the  basis 
of  all  lessons,  and  that  is  that  he  must 
at  all  times  render  at  command  prompt 
and-absolute  obedience.  In  teaching  this 
you  may  at  the  same  time  be  giving  in- 
itiatory lessons  in  duties  he  may  have  to 
learn  when  a little  older.  Take  the  young 
scholar  into  a room  where  you  can  be 
alone  with  him  (you  will  thereby  have 
the  best  chance  of  monopolizing  his  at- 
tention) ; place  a cloth  or  mat  at  one  side 
of  the  room,  and  placing  him  on  it,  and 
with  menacing  hand  and  gesture,  order 
him  to  “lie  down,”  walk  backward  to 
your  seat  at  the  other  side  of  the  room, 
still  menacing  and  repeating  your  order. 
Of  course  Master  Puppy  will  not  lie  still ; 
he  does  not  want  to  lie  still,  and  does  not 
yet  see  why  he  should.  He  must,  how- 
ever, be  taught;  so  with  patience  and  per- 
severance the  lesson  must  be  repeated 


given  into  his  charge,  even  when  you  are 
absent,  together  with  much  more  I need 
not  enumerate,  will  become  comparative- 
ly easy. 

I will  now  very  briefly  refer  to  the 
dog's  behavior  out-of-doors,  and  to  the 
correction  of  a few  practices  he  is  inclined 
to,  but  which  do  not  meet  the  approval  of 
many  masters.  I am  presuming  the  dog 
has  been  thoroughly  taught  to  come  to 
call,  and  to  lie  down  to  order;  but  a dog 
much  confined  is  under  a strong  tempta- 
tion, when  first  let  out,  to  have  a gallop 
on  his  own  account,  and  in  his  wild  career, 
barking  as  he  goes,  regardless  of  voice  or 
whistle,  frightening  old  ladies,  chasing 
cats,  or  perhaps  getting  chased  himself  by 
a bigger  dog,  and  turned  over  and  wor- 
ried in  the  mire.  All  this  can  be  pre- 
vented by  letting  him  have  a preliminary 
scamper,  and  if  that  is  impossible,  as  it 
often  is  in  towns,  take  him  in  leash  for 
a time.  The  dog  that  is  vexatiously  noisy 
when  let  out  can  be  managed  by  a little 
manoeuvre,  for  as  he  has  been  already 
taught  to  carry, Tie  has  only  to  be  employ- 
ed in  that  way  when  first  let  out,  as  he 
manifestly  can  not  bark  with  his  mouth 
full. 

A dog  should  not  be  allowed  to  pick 
up  and  eat  anything  in  the  street  or  at 
home  that  is  not  given  to  him,  and  that 
he  has  not  distinct  permission  to  eat.  The 


time  after  time;  but  it  is  most  important 
that  this  lesson,  or  any  other,  should  not 
be  so  prolonged  as  to  disgust  the  dog.  Go 
back  to  the  lesson  daily,  three  times  a day 
if  you  can,  until  the  stronger  will  prevails, 
and  the  dog  will  lie  still  watching  your 
every  movement  till  you  call  him  to  you, 
and  when  that  success  has  been  reached, 
praise  him  without  stint,  and  give  up  the 
lesson  for  the  time;  but  return  to  it  again 
and  again  until  he  is  steady  and  reliable 
in  obedience  to  order. 

Now  the  lessons  of  obedience  may  be 
extended — one  at  a time— to  such  as  “lie 
down,”  when  he  must  be  taught  to  drop 
or  crouch  wherever  he  may  be,  and 
when  he  does  not,  the  hand  must  be  used 
to  press  him  down,  always  gently  but 
firmly.  Next  give  him  something  to 
lie  by  and  take  charge  of,  and  when  he 
obeys,  pay  with  praise  as  surely  as  you 
censure  disobedience.  As  soon  as,  by 
means  of  these  simple  lessons,  he  has 
mastered  the  idea  that  he  must  do  what 
he  is  told,  teaching  him  to  carry,  to  fetch, 


enforcement  of  such  a rule  is  no  hardship 
on  a well-fed  dog,  and  it  is  a safeguard 
against  poison,  to  which  so  many  fall  vic- 
tims through  the  carelessness  or  mali- 
ciousness of  people. 

As  I object  to  the  whip  being  used  ex- 
cept in  the  most  extreme  cases,  I recom- 
mend marching  the  delinquent  straight 
home,  treating  him  to  a good  douching 
and  a term  of  solitary  confinement.  All 
dogs  are  by  nature  predaceous,  although 
in  some,  from  long  disuse,  the  instinct  ap- 
pears to  be  lost;  it  is,  however,  only  dor- 
mant; and  the  timid  toy  dog  that  would 
run  away  from  a sheep  will  chase  and 
kill  a chicken  or  a young  rabbit.  Some 
breeds  are  strongly  disposed  to  worry  and 
kill  sheep  and  goats.  The  havoc  a couple 
of  dogs  thus  disposed  (they  usually  hunt 
in  couples)  will  cause  is  terrific,  as,  like 
ravenous  wolves,  they  kill  sheep  by  the 
score,  as  though  for  the  mere  love  of 
slaughter,  as  they  can  not  devour  what 
they  kill.  The  habit,  once  established,  is 
seldom  cured,  and  such  dogs  should  be  de- 


to  seek  lost,  and  to  watch  over  property  stroyed. 
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sowing  and  unreasonable  men,  should  see 
this,  for  it  would  be  a mistake  to  breed 
from  animals  that  had  so  far  reverted  to 
a savage  state.  Often  in  sheep  and  fowl 
killing  the  young  dog  begins  in  play  and 
ends  in  earnest;  he  means  to  have  a romp, 
but  in  the  excitement  of  the  fun  the  latent 
demon  of  destruction  is  roused,  and  he  in- 
dulges it.  There  are  many  heroic  mea- 
sures for  the  cure  of  these  habits  paraded 
with  loud  trumpetings  from  time  to  time 
in  the  sporting  papers.  The  dog,  having 
been  taught  to  come  “to  heel”  at  call  of 
voice  or  whistle,  take  him  repeatedly  where 
poultry,  sheep,  and  goats  are,  and  keeping 
strict  watch  on  his  movements,  looking 
well  to  the  excitement  he  will  probably 
display,  give  the  order  “ to  heel,”  and  use 
sternly  the  warning,  “ware  sheep”  or 
“ ware  fowls,”  as  the  case  may  be,  as  he 
shows  a disposition  to  give  chase.  If  the 
dog  has  previously  offended,  take  him 
through  the  flock  in  leash  a few  times, 
impressing  on  his  memory  the  warning 
words. 

Another  bad  habit  of  some  dogs  is  to 
run  barking  and  snapping  at  the  heels  of 
horses;  and  it  is  utterly  astonishing  how 
complacently  some  dog  owners  look  on 
while  their  untaught  curs  indulge  in  this 
practice,  fraught  as  it  is  with  great  dan- 
ger to  property  and  life.  Such  people 
are  not  fit  to  be  trusted  with  a dog.  The 
cure  for  this  habit  will  be  evident  to  those 
who  have  read  thus  far,  and  in  this  and 
all  cases  of  bad  and  dangerous  habits  the 
incurable  dog  should  be  killed  without 
hesitation. 

Turning  now  to  a subject  totally  differ- 
ent from  the  physical  and  mental  and, 
we  may  say,  moral  development  of  the 
animal,  we  come  face  to  face  with  another 
class  of  difficulties  that  beset  the  dog  own- 
er— the  diseases  that  give  so  much  trouble 
and  cause  so  much  loss.  It  is,  of  course, 
impossible  to  do  more  in  the  limits  of  this 
paper  than  name  a few  of  these  ailments, 
selecting  the  most  common,  and  to  briefly 
describe  the  most  easily  recognized  symp- 
toms that  indicate  them,  and  to  hint  at 
the  methods  of  prevention  and  cure* 

To  preserve  continuity,  and  also  for 
convenience,  I will  begin  with  the  ail- 
ments of  puppies.  First,  we  have  the 
feverishness  and  fretfulness  incident  to 
teething,  and  that  lasts,  or  rather  recurs 
at  intervals  as  the  deciduous  teeth  give 
place  to  the  permanent  ones,  up  to  about 
the  age  of  six  and  a half  months,  at  which 


age  the  dog  should  have  the  whole  set  of 
permanent  teeth,  of  which  articles— that 
he  knows  so  well  how  to  make  use  of — 
nature  has  allotted  him  forty -two.  It 
often  happens  that  when  the  longer  milk- 
teeth  are  being  replaced  by  the  stronger 
and  permanent  ones,  the  deciduous  ones 
do  not  give  place  readily,  and  the  local 
excitement  becomes  general  and  so  great 
that  the  puppy  has  a fit;  there  is  little  dan- 
ger in  these  fits,  and  a dose  of  castor-oil 
and  such  laxative  food  as  well-boiled  bul- 
lock’s liver  will  prevent  a return;  it  is, 
however,  necessary,  if  both  milk-teeth 
and  the  corresponding  permanent  ones 
are  showing  together,  to  extract  the  for- 
mer. Having  referred  to  fits,  it  may  be  as 
well  to  finish  the  subject,  as,  although  not 
confined  to  puppyhood,  it  is  during  that 
stage  of  life  they  are  most  common. 

With  few  exceptions  fits  are  more  alarm- 
ing than  dangerous.  To  see  the  lively, 
playful  young  dog,  overflowing  with 
health  and  exuberance  of  spirits,  in  a mo- 
ment thrown  on  its  side  by  an  unseen 
force,  and  lying  convulsed,  the  limbs  mov- 
ing involuntarily,  the  jaws  champing, 
and  the  mouth  filled  with  froth,  often 
tinged  with  blood  from  the  tongue  being 
lacerated,  is  certainly  alarming,  and  yet 
there  need  be  no  fear.  Nothing  more 
should  be  done  than  to  gently  place  the 
sufferer  in  a position  in  which  he  can  not 
hurt  himself  in  his  struggles.  In  a min- 
ute or  two  the  dog  will  probably  be  quite 
well.  But  it  sometimes  happens  that  he 
recovers  his  physical  powers  before  com- 
plete consciousness,  and  makes  a bolt  of 
it,  running  without  definite  object,  and 
exhibiting  a wild  and  dazed  look.  This  is 
a most  dangerous  time  for  the  poor  dog, 
for  persons  ignorant  on  the  subject  are 
much  given,  under  the  circumstances,  to 
raise  the  cry  of  “ Mad  dog !”  and  that  gen- 
erally means  another  canine  victim  to  ig- 
norance. 

It  can  not  be  too  widely  known — and 
the  humane  dog  lover  should  spread  the 
knowledge— that  fits,  as  usually  under- 
stood by  the  populace,  are  not  merely  not 
a sign  of  rabies,  or  dog  madness,  but  that 
mad  dogs  aro  not  subject  to  fits,  although 
they  suffer  from  recurrent  paroxysms  of 
rage,  and  become  paralyzed.  Many  a dog 
has  been  cruelly  done  to  death  because  a 
fit  of  temporary  duration  has  been  inter- 
preted as  evidence  of  madness.  When 
the  dog  has  recovered  he  should  be  taken 
home,  a dose  of  castor-oil  administered, 
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and,  a few  hours  after,  bromide  of  potas- 
sium in  water,  six  grains  to  a forty-pound 
dog.  The  cause  of  the  fit  should  be  in- 
vestigated, and  with  few  exceptions  that 
will  be  found  to  be  teething,  distemper,  or 
intestinal  worms,  and  in  the  vast  majori- 
ty of  cases  the  last. 

Distemper  is  one  of  the  diseases  incident 
to  puppy  hood,  and  is  the  most  difficult  for 
the  dog  owner  to  manage,  from  the  fact 
that  it  assumes  several  very  distinct  forms, 
according  to  which  of  the  organs  is  most 
directly  and  strongly  attacked.  It  would 
be  out  of  place  here  to  attempt  to  deal 
with  the  subject  fully  and  in  detail.  I will 
therefore  briefly  notice  the  more  common 
symptoms  and  phases  of  the  disease,  and 
suggest  what  I consider  the  best  home 
treatment.  When  the  dog  is  first  seized 
he  shows  it  by  want  of  appetite  for  food, 
but  considerable  thirst,  disinclination  to 
play  or  exercise,  and  general  lassitude; 
the  eyes  are  dull,  the  nose  hot.  These  fe- 
verish symptoms  are  succeeded  by  run- 
ning at  the  nose  and  eyes;  as  the  disease 
proceeds,  the  discharge  becomes  more  pu- 
rulent, the  dog  rapidly  loses  flesh,  and  is 
reduced  to  helplessness;  added  to  this  the 
bowels  are  affected,  diarrhoea  of  a severe 
character  often  sets  in,  and  the  dog  be- 
comes very  offensive.  In  some  cases  the 
liver  seems  to  be  the  principal  seat  of  the 
disease,  and  in  this  case  the  dog  is  gen- 
erally costive  rather  than  purged.  The 
eyes,  inside  of  the  ears,  and  the  skin  of  the 
thighs  and  belly  are  yellow.  When  the 
brain  is  affected,  the  fact  is  generally  indi- 
cated by  fits,  and  this  form  is  a very  dan- 
gerous one,  for  even  if  the  dog  recovers, 
lie  is  generally  left  with  chorea,  or,  in 
kennel  language,  u the  trembles.”  Distem- 
per should,  in  the  first  instance,  be  treated 
as  a catarrhal  fever,  and  my  own  plan  is 
to  give  a mild  dose  of  purgative  medicine, 
preceded  by  an  emetic  of  ipecacuanha 
wine,  and  following  these  measures  some 
such  febrifuge  medicine  as  the  following: 
chlorate  of  potash,  sixty  grains;  sweet 
spirits  of  nitre,  two  drams;  Mindererus 
spiritus  (solution  of  acetate  of  ammonia), 
two  ounces;  tincture  of  henbane,  one 
dram;  syrup  of  squills,  two  ounces;  wa- 
ter, two  ounces — mixed.  The  dose  for  a 
pointer  dog  six  months  old  is  a table- 
spoonful every  four  hours,  and  dogs  of 
a different  size  and  age  in  proportion. 
When  the  dog  is  violently  purged,  the  or- 
dinary household  remedies  may  be  used, 
half  the  adult  dose  being  given  to  a six- 
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months-old  pointer.  When  fits  occur, 
shave  the  hair  from  the  back  of  the  head 
and  apply  a strong  blister  of  vinegar  and 
mustard;  and  when  the  liver  is  affected, 
as  shown  by  the  yellowness  of  the  eyes 
and  skin,  give  a strong  purge  and  apply 
the  blister  to  the  right  side. 

In  a majority  of  cases,  if  a keen  watch  be 
kept  on  the  health  of  the  dog,  and  the  fever 
medicine  recommended  at  once  resorted 
to,  the  more  dangerous  complications  will 
be  prevented.  Far  more  than  medicine, 
good  nursing  helps  to  pull  dogs  through 
distemper.  Keep  the  patient  warm,  in  an 
equable  temperature  not  under  sixty, 
where  there  is  plenty  of  fresh  air  without 
draught,  let  the  most  scrupulous  cleanli- 
ness be  observed,  and  support  the  strength 
with  strong  food  in  small  quantities  often 
administered. 

Dogs  suffer  much  from  both  external 
and  internal  parasites.  Of  the  former  the 
flea  is  the  most  common,  and  may  be  de- 
stroyed by  washing  the  dog  in  a weak  de- 
coction of  quassia-wood,  made  by  boiling 
half  a pound  in  two  gallons  of  water  for 
ten  minutes,  afterward  rinsing  the  dog 
with  pure  water.  Puppies  and  sometimes 
old  dogs  suffer  from  lice  and  ticks.  These 
disgusting-looking  creatures  cause  their 
hosts  great  annoyance ; but  they  are  easily 
destroyed  by  rubbing  into  the  roots  of  the 
hair  dry  white  precipitate  (ammonia  chlo- 
ride of  mercury),  and  brushing  it  out  in 
two  hours  afterward.  There  is  no  danger 
in  using  it. 

A still  more  troublesome  external  para- 
site is  the  mange  insect,  which  burrows  in 
the  skin,  denudes  the  dog  of  hair,  and,  by 
the  intolerable  itching  it  causes,  gives  him 
no  rest,  so  that  he  becomes  lean,  gaunt, 
filthy-looking,  and  an  offensive  object  to 
our  senses  of  sight  and  smell.  There  are 
endless  advertised  remedies  for  this  truly 
loathsome  disease,  and  some  of  them  are 
very  good.  In  my  own  treatment  of  dogs 
afflicted  with  it  I generally  use  a lotion 
made  by  boiling  half  a pound  of  quick- 
lime with  two  pounds  of  flowers  of  sul- 
phur in  two  gallons  of  water  down  to  one 
gallon.  When  cold,  the  clear  liquid  should 
be  poured  into  vessels  and  kept  ’well  cork- 
ed. The  mangy  dog  being  well  rubbed 
with  it  night  and  morning  for  three  days 
will  generally  be  found  cured. 

The  internal  parasites,  which  embrace 
from  thirty  to  forty  varieties  of  worms, 
are  a far  more  serious  evil  in  the  kennel 

than  the  external  parasites.  Those  ofteu- 
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est  met  with  are  the  tape-worm  aud  round  worms  are  irregularity  of  the  appetite  and 
worm,  and  they  are  the  source  of  many  also  of  action  of  the  bowels,  hot, dry  nose, 
evils  and  the  cause  of  a large  percentage  and  harsh  standing  coat.  The  mm  its  pro- 
of deaths.  Some  writers,  including  those  d-uced  by  these  parasites  are  various  and 
who  at  the  present  tune  are  often  quoted  generally  serious — irritability  of  temper, 
as  authorities,  attribute  the  presence  of  emaciation  of  body, not  infrequent  puraly- 
worms  to  feeding  with  cow’s  milk,  and  sis  of  hind-quarters,  and  very  often  an  an- 
have  gravely  recommended  goat's  milk  noying  skin  disease,  difficult  to  manage, 
to  he  substituted,  that,  it  is  asserted,  being,  which,  as  it  differs  in  its  cause  from  otlv 
unlike  cow's  milk,  free  from  the  ova  of  er  skin  diseases,  further  differs  in  not  being 
worms.  Five  minutes’ consultation  of  the  contagious.  It  may  Ik?  as  well  to  say  here 
works  of  Dr.  Spencer  Cobbold  would  show  that  several  forms  of  skin  disease — nearly 
these  people  that  the  theory  is  wholly  im-  all  except  those  due  to  the  action  of  exter- 
aginary,  and  that  would  he  a quicker  aud  nal  parasites— have  their  origin  iu  disturb- 
cheaper  way  of  solving  their  difficulty  than  ance  of  the  digestive  and  assimilative  or- 
expemnenting  with  a herd  of  goats  and  a gans,  and  it  is  in  that  way  worms  are  oft- 
keonel  of  puppies.  It  also  happens,  in  dis-  en  the  primary  cause  of  eczema.  T lie  same 
proof  of  the  above  too  popular  theory,  that  result  may  of  course  follow,  worms  not  be- 
pups  appear  to  be  tern  with  worms  in  ing  present, and  in  such  easesasaline purge 
their  intestines ; at  least  it  is  a well-known  of  Epsom  salt  and  an  entire  change  of  diet 
fact  that  at  an  age  when  they  hatre  had  no  for  a week  will  often  effect  a cure.  If  the 
other  sustenance  than  the  milk  of  the  dog  has  been  chiefly  fed  on  bread  or  bis- 
dam,  of  those  that  die,  on  being  dissected,  emt,  give  for  a week  little  else  than  lean 
some  are  found  with  the  smaller  intestines  raw  meat,  or  vice  versa.  In  the  state  of 
blocked  with  coils  of  worms.  Breeders  the  skin  referred  to  the  following  lotion 
should  take  a hint  from  this  fact,  and  ad  invariably  allays  the  irritation:  pure 
minister  vermifuges  to  their  brood  bitches,  crystallized  carbolic  acid,  one  and  a half 
The  most  ordinary  symptoms  indicating  drams;  glycerine,  one  aud  a half  ounces; 

Llfxrr^G  tfplf * I . • //□Tri^ir&l  from 


594 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


laudanum,  two  ounces;  carbonate  of  pot* 
asb,  three  drams ; water;  one  quart.  The 
skin  should  be  well  wetted  with  it  twice  a 
day  or  oftener. 

Remedies  for  expelling  worms  are  le- 
gion. Every  kennel  man  and  every  dog- 
breaker  has  an  infallible  cure,  which  is,  of 
course,  a profound  secret;  but  such  men, 
alike  ignorant  of  diseases  and  of  drugs, 
should  not  be  allowed  to  ape  the  vet- 
erinarian, for  great  evil  is  often  done  by 
the  injudicious  use  of  medicines,  which  is 
not  immediately  apparent. 

One  of  the  safest  and  best  vermifuges  is 
the  Arica  nut;  but  a sound,  heavy  nut 
must  be  selected,  for  unsound,  worm-eaten 
nuts  are  inert;  give  after  keeping  the  dog 
without  food  for  from  six  to  twenty-four 
hours,  according  to  age;  the  dose  is,  for 
young  puppies,  one  grain,  to  two  grains 
for  mature  dogs,  per  pound  weight,  up  to 
a maximum  dose  of  two  drams  for  the 
largest  dogs. 

Another  very  troublesome  disease  is 
known  generally  as  canker  of  the  ear.  It 
is  easily  recognized  by  the  dog  pawing 
his  ear  and  violently  shaking  his  head. 
As  the  disease  proceeds,  a dark  and  offen- 
sive exudation  from  the  meatus  is  ob- 
served, and  the  pain  and  discomfort  give 
the  dog  no  rest.  The  best  treatment  is  to 
give  a dose  of  saline  aperient  every  third 
day  for  a fortnight,  and  keeping  the  ear 
clean  by  bathing  freely  with  warm  water. 
Pour  into  it  twice  a day  a tea-spoonful  of 
this  mixture:  Goulard’s  extract  (liquor 
plumbi  subacetatis),  half  an  ounce;  olive 
oil,  two  and  a half  ounces. 

It  was  my  intention  in  this  article  to 
consider  at  length  that  dreadful  disease 
rabies,  or  canine  madness,  but  I have 
only  room  to  refer  to  it  in  a few  brief  re- 
marks. 

A mad  dog  on  the  rampage,  frothing  at 
the  mouth  and  covered  with  foam,  is  a 
creature  of  the  imagination. 

Mad  dogs  are  not  afraid  of  water;  un- 
der the  influence  of  the  disease  they  will 
plunge  their  mouths  into  water  to  cool 
the  burning  fauces.  The  term  hydro- 
phobia is  therefore  a misnomer  applied  to 
this  disease  in  the  dog,  although  correct- 
ly describing  a symptom  in  the  disease 
communicated  to  man  by  the  bite  of  a 
mad  dog.  The  bite  of  a healthy  dog,  even 
should  he  become  rabid  the  week  after, 
can  not  possibly  produce  hydrophobia  in 
the  person  bitten.  Nothing  but  the  virus 
of  rabies  can  communicate  the  disease  to 
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man.  Seizure  with  a fit  of  an  epileptic 
character,  convulsion  of  the  body,  kick- 
ing with  the  whole  or  some  of  the  limbs, 
champing  of  the  jaws,  and  frothing  at  the 
mouth  are  not  only  not  symptoms  of  ra- 
bies, but  may  in  nine  hundred  and  nine- 
ty-nine out  of  a thousand  cases,  if  not  in 
every  case,  be  considered  as  proof  that  the 
dog  is  not  mad.  I have  neither  seen, 
heard  of,  nor  read  of  a mad  dog  suffering 
from  such  a fit  except  in  the  very  last 
stages  of  the  disease. 

The  true  and  unerring  symptoms  are: 
change  in  the  natural  disposition  and 
temper;  excitement  on  seeing  anything 
bright  and  glistening,  such  as  patent- 
leather,  polished  metal,  etc. ; a disposition 
to  retire  behind  dark  objects;  a peculiar 
gleam  in  and  unsteadiness  of  the  eye;  dis- 
position to  gnaw  inedible  things,  such  as 
straw,  stones,  carpet, wood,  his  own  chain, 
etc.;  snapping  at  imaginary  objects;  un- 
usual excitement  on  hearing  strange  or 
sudden  noises;  indiscriminate  attacks  on 
every  other  dog  (in  a usually  quiet,  well- 
behaved  dog  this  conduct  should  alone 
excite  strong  suspicion);  change  in  the 
tone  of  voice,  the  bark  becoming  harsh, 
husky,  and  hollow  in  sound. 

Even  one  of  these  symptoms  should  put 
the  owner  on  his  guard  and  on  the  qui 
mve  for  others,  and  a combination  of  sev- 
eral or  all  of  them  may  be  considered  cer- 
tain evidence  of  his  madness.  The  first 
duty,  then,  is  to  isolate  the  dog,  and  keep 
him  confined,  waiting  the  development  of 
other  symptoms  and  examination  by  a 
veterinary  surgeon;  and  if  the  services  of 
the  latter  are  not  obtainable,  keep  the  pa- 
tient supplied  with  food  and  water,  and 
watch  the  progress  of  the  disease.  If  he 
howls  dismally,  persists  in  gnawing  ined- 
ible bodies,  is  seized  with  paroxysms  of 
rage,  or  becomes  paralyzed  to  any  extent, 
although  death  would  certainly  ensue 
within  twelve  days  or  so,  probably  less, 
from  the  time  the  seizure  was  first  ob- 
served, it  will  be  most  merciful  to  the  ani- 
mal to  end  his  sufferings  by  killing  him. 

There  is  no  known  cure  for  this  terrible 
malady,  and  it  is  fortunate  that  it  is  com- 
paratively rare.  Under  these  circum- 
stances it  is  pleasant  to  record  that  a 
gleam  of  sunshine  on  this  dismal  subject 
comes  to  us  from  France,  where  M.  Pas- 
teur lias  been  prosecuting  researches  into 
the  nature  of  this  disease,  which  has  baf- 
fled the  learned  of  every  country  for  more 
than  two  thousand  years. 
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THE  present  eotnlilioit  of  Central  Arne  their.  homes,  so  that  escape  wis  all  hut  i«i- 
»tt  well  as  of  The-  cPuotrie.s  around  it,  i » 1 >• -thix  sgeurity  pw  elm-tog  a com'- 

caii  s«m*tOy  hoTindeTsUKvtl  \VTflio!*t  g-.fviijg  spomling  value  in  tin.-  slave  markets  of 
some  account  of  -.the  Turkoman  raids.  these  places. 

For  a long  period  of  tune  ilm  raiding  sYs-  These  predatory  eviuu'sians  were .kisuvyai 

tens  lias  gone  on,  ImtvO'.vmo  pi  the  oiif.-of-  r*x  ‘‘i.diupows”  by  the  Persians?,  4ind  ;».s 
the-way position  of  Hie  region,  the  people  ‘idamaiiF'  by  -tW  Turkomans..  The 
of  the  West  kiinv  little  or  i.uithi.og  4f  n tint  her  of  men engaged  in  one  of  them 
what  was  taking  place,  ft.  is  only  lately  depthsde’tf  much  <.rti  the  charm Itr  of  the 
thata  few  daring  travellers  have  ventured,  leader:  iF  hi--*  had  a.  previous  reputation 
at  great  risk  to  themselves,  into  the  Dasht-  for success  in  such  expeditious,  large  n»m-; 
i-Turkoirirtn.  as  tlsfe  es*eat  plain  of.Omml . beys  would  IlcvrJt'  to  him  when  a now  raid 
Asia  is  called.  and  revealed  to  a*  a slight  was  projected;  at  times  as  uiaitr  as  fire  or 
knovvledgeof  its  !u-eseiit.e.indiiiou,  ibvio  six  thousand  men  would  engage  ir*  oneoJt 
• tag  fjouc  with  the  Afghan  Frontier  Com-  these  ex  pod  ll ions.  Horses  iv>  ro  put  un- 
mission  through  Persia  Ip  the  bank*  -»f  dura  pty-uliar  dim  and  i.rasmng  to  fit  th.-m 
thhTJerivRtidrptd  Ipr  llh* ft leixtj u3r^ie«, - •.’htiual  1*. 

iptjprifjp. ojftppf th»;  understood  tliat  the  lYirkdmfnys  horae 

JUjU  Iuk!  tW  t^tpwrfrfHt'UV'tjf  'WsStfrig  the  re-  fProifuT  the  essehllal  part  of  the-  ringer, 
ifjidts  wide  It  )t  ptpduitedi  ami  <4  real i ring  w-h ••>■••  long  ndes  and  (?ctcMeu  surprises 
In  ;M:(ifh>in  '•  stent:  the  appalling  character  wore  the  maid  Lteiiry  »>f  the  game.  As 
nf  the  system.  3W  raiding  id' t In.  Tut  i>o  Hu-  'Thugs'  nf  f<»«ii,.  •.  on  verted  their  sy.^ 
mans  was*  wemotbdTy  vay5iaye;dmii«g  Aysr  tent ^Chturiler  into  & kind  of  worship,  *<> 
torn,  f«'tuti<led'tHet1m^ri^impt%t(  ofa  right  the  i^urri,  »:«r  'MtdwaiiomdaM  yhnl)ubt»» 
of  property  m huwtHH  Oesh  -and'-,  blood. 
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oft'  to  Khiva  and ' Brikhifrit,  thus  placing..  mipye.  Yhuvlv  across  the 
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was  passed,  it  made  long  and  stealthy 
marches  by  unfrequented  routes,  avoid- 
ing all  large  towns,  till  the  selected  dis- 
trict was  reached.  Small  parties  were  then 
detached ; these  in  the  dusk  of  the  early 
dawn  crept  under  the  cover  of  hollows  or 
rising  ground  toward  villages,  on  which 
they  came  down  with  a lightning  sweep, 
so  as  to  catch  the  men  or  women  at  work 
in  the  fields,  or  by  the  surprise  to  seize  the 
cattle  before  they  could  be  driven  in. 
Men,  women,  and  children,  as  well  as 


If  not  too  much  overburdened  with  spoil, 
the  plundering  would  go  on  during  the 
return  march.  When  a successful  expedi- 
tion had  been  made,  and  each  returned 
rich  from  robbery  and  crime,  there  was 
great  rejoicing  in  the  auls,  or  collections 
of  kibitkas,  which  form  the  villages  of 
Turkestan;  the  Ishans  again  came  forth 
and  uttered  prayers  of  thanks  to  Allah 
for  all  the  good  things  which  had  come  to 
them. 

Sir  Peter  Lumsden  and  the  portion  of 


horses,  cattle,  and  sheep,  were  all  fish  to 
the  Turkomans’  net,  and  whatever  was 
taken  they  carried  off  to  the  main  body 
of  the  alaman,  who  guarded  the  plunder 
while  the  detachments  carried  on  the  work. 
If  a village  could  be  taken,  then  every  liv- 
ing thing  in  it  became  spoil;  whatever 
the  robber’s  horse  could  carry,  or  what- 
ever could  be  forced  to  move  on  its  own 
legs,  was  borne  away.  Young  girls — if 
they  were  pretty — and  children 


the  Afghan  Boundary  Commission  which 
started  from  London  had  to  pass  through 
Persia,  and  we  had  not  marched  far  from 
Tehran  when  indications  of  this  raiding 
system  began  to  appear.  The  capital  of 
Persia  is  about  600  miles  due  west  from 
the  frontier  on  the  Heri-Rud,  and  the  raid- 
ers were  in  the  habit  of  carrying  their  ex- 
peditions up  to  less  than  100  miles  of  the 
seat  of  government.  To  realize  this  state 
of  things  we  have  to  picture 


TOWKR  OK  RKFUGK. 


it  was  also  considered  a lucky  stroke  when 
any  one  of  wealth  or  rank  was  caught,  a 
heavy  ransom  being  expected  for  his  re- 
lease. We  were  told  of  one  raid  in  which 
130,000  sheep, goats,  and  other  animals  had 


been  swept  away;  this  large  number  has 
much  the  appearance  of  an  exaggeration, 
but  supposing  we  subtract  a large  discount 
from  the  figures — say  twenty-five  or  even 
fifty  per  cent. — the  sum  will  yet  present  a 
calamitous  loss  to  the  people  who  were  de- 
spoiled. When  the  operations  on  the 
ground  selected  were  completed,  the  ala- 
man began  its  retreat,  generally  taking 
another  route  from  that  by  which  it  came. 
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dering  the  whole  region  as  they  came  and 
went,  to  give  us  an  idea  of  the  condition  of 
Persia  up  to  the  present  day,  for  it  is  only 
a couple  of  years  since  the  raiding  ceased. 
The  Turkomans  were  not  without  daring, 
but  this  state  of  things  must  be  looked  upon 
not  so  much  as  an  illustration  of  their  char- 
acter, but  rather  as  showing  the  imbecili- 
ty of  the  Persian  government,  which  either 
permitted  such  things  to  take  place  or  con- 
nived at  them  through  its  subordinates  on 
the  frontier.  The  people  had  to  do  the 
best  they  could  to  protect  themselves. 
Villages,  through  insufficiency  of  num- 
bers, could  not  oppose  large  bands  of  well- 
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men,  children,  sheep,  and  goats  moving 
about;  the  goats  may  have  been  quite  at 
home,  but  what  percentage  of  children 
tumbled  down  every  year  we  did  not 
learn : such  accidents  seemed  to  us — stran- 
gers— as  something  inevitable  under  the 
conditions.  When  a raid  took  place,  all 
that  could  manage  to  get  inside  were  safe; 
there  was  no  intermediate  position ; it  was 
necessary  to  be  either  in  or  out;  to  be  in- 
side was  salvation,  on  the  outside  was  de- 
struction. Where  there  were  hills  or  ris- 
ing ground  near  the  villages,  towers  were 
constructed, and  men  kept  constant  watch. 
When  the  cloud  of  dust  was  seen  in  the 
distance — a sure  indication  of  horsemen  in 
a dry  climate — muskets  were  fired  to  give 
warning,  beasts  were  driven  into  the  vil- 
lage, and  every  one  sought  the  protection 
of  walls.  In  many  cases  the  fields  were 
too  distant  for  those  working  in  them  to 
have  time  to  run  to  the  village,  so  towers 
of  refuge  had  to  be  erected ; these  could 
either  be  entered  by  a ladder,  which  wras 
drawn  up  afterward,  or  by  a narrow 
opening,  through  which  it  would  have 
been  certain  destruction  for  the  pursuer 
to  attempt  to  follow.  The  mills  for  grind- 
ing corn  had  to  be  placed  wherever  a 
stream  of  water  could  be  found,  and  I 
noticed  that  there  was  a tower  of  refuge 
attached  to  each  of  them,  and  it  was  so 
placed  that  the  miller  could  run  up  into  it 
without  having  to  go  outside. 

Such  were  the  conditions  under  which 
agriculture  had  to  be  carried  on.  Com- 
merce had  also  to  struggle  against  the 
same  difficulties.  If  the  raiders  got  in- 
formation of  a rich  caravan  of  merchan- 
dise or  of  pilgrims  passing  between  Teh- 
ran and  Meshed,  they  lay  in  wait  for  it  at 
some  convenient  spot,  where  its  capture 
became  almost  a certainty.  To  insure 
safety,  caravans  always  went  in  large 
numbers,  and  an  escort  went  with  them, 
but  merchants,  mule-drivers,  pilgrims,  and 
escort  were  all  impressed  with  such  terror 
of  the  Turkomans  that  their  powers  of  de- 
fense might  be  compared  to  that  of  sheep 
'when  the  hungry  wolves  make  an  attack. 
A piece  of  artillery  was  often  sent,  which, 
like  artillery  in  battle,  might  have  carried 
a moral  power  along  with  it,  but  practi- 
cally nothing  could  have  been  more  use- 
less. Its  moral  effect  on  those  belonging 
to  the  caravan  was  that  they  looked  upon 
it  as  something  in  the  light  of  a talisman, 
which  had  the  virtue  of  counteracting  all 
the  powers  of  evil;  if  the  cry  of  an  “ala- 
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man”  was  raised,  the  mob  of  pilgrims 
and  merchants  at  once  crowded  round  the 
gun  as  a place  of  security,  and  supposing 
the  gunners  had  retained  the  necessary 
courage  to  have  fired  it — a most  doubtful 
supposition  under  the  circumstances — the 
effort  would  have  been  an  impossibility. 

At  regular  stations  on  the  road,  cara- 
vansaries exist  for  the  accommodation  of 
travellers;  these  are  large  structures,  gen- 
erally built  of  brick,  and  with  a strong 
door  which  could  be  secured,  and  the 
Turkomans  defied.  These  places  could  re- 
ceive camels,  horses,  and  all  beasts  of  bur- 
den, as  well  as  men  and  women ; they  are 
what  might  be  called  the  “hotels”  of  the 
East,  and  in  the  season  when  the  pilgrims 
visit  “Meshed  the  Holy”  those  on  this 
route  become  crowded  with  a varied  mass 
of  humanity,  which  presents  a fine  field 
of  study  to  all  who  are  interested  in  East- 
ern habits  and  customs.  The  journey 
from  Tehran  to  Meshed  occupies  the  most 
part  of  a month,  and  in  the  days  of  Turko- 
man alamans  it  was  a time  passed  in  con- 
stant terror  and  alarm;  but  the  desire 
among  Sheah  Mohammedans  to  visit  the 
tomb  of  the  Imam  Reza  is  so  great  that 
thousands  of  men,  women,  and  children 
yearly  risked  all  the  difficulties  and  dan- 
gers of  the  route.  It  will  be  easily  under- 
stood that  commercial  operations  could 
not  flourish  under  such  opposing  influ- 
ences; the  wonder  is  that  any  trade  could 
have  existed  under  such  an  order  of 
tilings.  Caravans  with  merchandise  nev- 
er ceased  to  pass;  but  business  under  such 
circumstances  must  have  been  of  a very 
limited  kind.  We  had  on  our  way  a tan- 
gible evidence  of  the  amount  of  mercan- 
tile activity  which  goes  on;  this  wras  the 
postman  between  Tehran  and  Meshed:  he 
passed  only  once  a week  between  these 
two  places,  and  he  could  carryall  the  cor- 
respondence, not  only  of  these  two  im- 
portant cities,  but  also  of  the  region  be- 
tween, which  is  over  500  miles — about  the 
distance  from  London  to  Aberdeen — in 
the  saddle-bags  of  the  horse  he  rode,  and 
he  never  seemed  to  be  overburdened  by 
his  load. 

The  road  we  travelled  on  eastward  from 
Tehran  is  an  ancient  one,  and  in  addi- 
tion to  the  interest  it  presented  to  us  in 
connection  with  the  raiding  system,  it 
had  historical  associations  which  belong 
to  a far  past  date.  From  the  earliest  times 
it  must  have  been  the  great  highway  of 
Central  Asia.  The  Dasht-i-Kuvir,  or  Great 
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Salt  Desert,  comes  close  up  to  it  on  the 
south,  aiul  the  Elburz  range  is  on  the 
northern  side.  The  road  passes  along  close 
to  the  base  of  the  hills,  thus  avoiding 
them;  and  as  the  desert  on  the  other  side 
is  impassable,  this  road  is  almost  the  only 
line  of  communication  between  east  and 
west  through  Persia.  By  this  route  Al- 
exander pushed  his  conquests  to  Bactria 
and  India;  in  the  opposite  direction  the 
hordes  of  Genghis- Khan  brought  death 
and  devastation  westward*  Timour-  Lung 
must  have  trodden  over  the  same  ground. 
At  a later  date  the  cruel  Nadir  Shah 
marched  his  army  on  this  line  when  he 
invaded  India  and  slaughtered  the  inhab- 
itants of  Delhi.  The  road  led  to* 'far 
Cathay, ?1  and  Marco  Polo  must  have 
made  its  acquaintance  in  his  travels.  It 
was  from  the  earliest  times  the  route  of 
commerce  its  well  as  of  conquest,  and  car* 
avaus  bearing  the  productions  of  India, 
China,  and  the  far  East  have  for  many 
long  ages  toiled  along  this  dusty  way. 

Meshed  is  only  about  100  miles  from 
what  used  to  be  the  Turkoman  frontier. 
It  was  rather  a surprise  to  find  it  such  a 
large  and  important  city  in  such  near 
proximity  to  the  home  of  the  terrible 
raiders,  but,  as  already  explained,  these 
scourges  never  attacked  large  towns; 
hence  Meshed  enjoyed  a condition  of  safe- 
ty. It  is  the  capital  of  Khor&ssan;  the 
Governor-General  of  that  province  resides 
there,  and  he  has  always  a body  of  troops 
at  his  disposal.  The  great  importance  of 


Meshed  results  from  the  tomb  of  the  Imam 
Rem  being  within  its  walls.  Thousands 
of  Sheath  pilgrims  come  every  year  to  wor- 
ship at  this  shrine.  The  rich  spend -mon- 
ey, and  the  poor  are  fed  at  the  expense 
of  the  saint,  who,  although  dead  nearly 
a thousand  years  ago,  is  enormously 
wealthy.  He  possesses  villages  and  lands 
in  every  part  of  Persia,  the  revenue  from 
which  amounts  to  a large  sum  every  year. 

Mirzu  Abdul  Wahab  Klian,  the  Govern- 
or-General of  Khorassan,  received  the  Af- 
ghan Frontier  Commission  with  much 
ceremony  on  its  arrival  at  Meshed.  The 
istikhbal,  or  procession  of  welcome,  met 
Sir  Peter  Lumsden  a mile  or  so  outside  of 
the  city,  bringing  carriages  with  it,  in 
which  the  members  of  the  Commission 
were  driven  to  a camp  of  magnificent 
tents  pitched  in  a garden.  Here  the  chief 
cook  of  the  Govern  or- Genera  l had  a splen- 
did breakfast  in  readiness,  in  which  Per 
siun  pilhtus  and  other  dishes  peculiar  to 
the  country  appeared  in  such  profusion 
that,  although  we  all  had  appetites  in 
good  condition  from  the  early  morning 
march,  our  powers  were  not  sufficient  for 
the  occasion,  and  dishes  had  to  he  re- 
moved untouched. 

In  the  plain  around  Meshed  there  are 
villages  with  people  living  in  them,  but 
our  first,  march  eastward  brought  us  to  a 
region  where  they  had  long  ceased  to  ex- 
ist. Here  and  there  ruined  walls  and 
mounds  told  that  a population  had  lived 
upon  the  ground.  This  had  been  so  long 


prrci  ak  fauii:  ttU&J 


ago  that  Ij.l*-  *0?1  Imd  miirncd  to  the  ton  i lur  way  cum  ward  to  Sar&kh>  was  sdong 
cUtiOn  of  u jtmifi#*,  and  it.  was  only  by  di.v  in*  K^hH'  &id.u  su'eum  which  flows  iivio 
coVOmvg  tife  oil  irrigation  rh:tn'uni.v -and  r.l»a  K*ri  Kud  ar  Puld-Khatmi.  At  Ak 
tim^  Iiod  feft  »oiily  the  faintest  Xiukkk  Of  -.Bkrbuh.J  ^jpw?  ^ . a wretched  mud ;$&?%■■ 
tl urn i til  in^ny  parts— that  wfc-feit  iwi&tH  ilirX'yhMi  vv<v-.fmm<l . afoput  half  # do^ri 
of  former  ruiusydiotu  Ti’hran  t^rbiwow s,  which  in  nr' 

and  jft&hed  \Vfe  hud  j&ft  thick  wall*  ‘to  Hercfefhe  v*dlcy  of  Ihe 

of  defense  around  <*;u  J>  vuifft^h  and  the  shuf’Bdd  Had  heedhie  narrow,  and  there 
n>wyr*  of  nduee  in  Din  held*,  i*H  telling  on  (la  lulls,  with  walls  ho- 
of danger  u.t id  0[  the  or<s:^H6u?5  t>V>vn  thorn  winch  hub  been  ivUmdud  to 

tiorn  of  1 ifer  hderi  £?>ftt  us  of  i V*  ruivfyu  ami  from  yUr- 

;tf mty  wlu^duht  Nbh  ih  ftbnurs*  ami . wifH-ft  ^iicc/ns^  had  not  ,«*ty 

<*a med  i.if  mounted  their  rsf^d^ni:*^  \.a  Hum-d 

'. -cl of  AIvsl4e.1t  as;  iHtH/tmd  w*.'  i*f£  XH 

neufed ;thf*>w*»  dnunhtl. Turkoman  nmo-  Kcsiki  Kud,  amt  struck  uorlbcasl  ort 

ynurked  : v,> •'■found'  iUreef  linn  Hi ^rakhs t \\n%; aohn  brought: 
that  Ihoou  ’^  •nirs  had  long  oi-akbkI  hi  * Uti  in  hrgh  gronml  from  A iwh  we  fowled 
Ttyo  hi^cn#  aWd  t ho  pnvvws  of  dci$u*unU0H  down  on  ilhvHvri  f^d,  and  I ‘gt4 

l»sd  ia*>uo^u  g-i-wu  Ucu  ;*.  dfwrt  only-  W n>  ‘lie-  lirst  g limns?  ltd  tha  yr’t*aj; .'■plain  of 
hfL  AJilhd  wa  y to  KarakW.  mid  from  i.Wtval  Asia.  Bav.rug  for  ^>jnt*  weeks 
tlmt  south  Hhiagthe  fiurr  Jiud  u>  Knh^au.  iw?hue  hmi  paHstuLf'  xhe  desol iv 

whh'-U  t«  e-ho:c  0;-  Huraf,.  Uni  a .uutr'ic  vii-  itfim  caused  Ivv  rhe  iohiUiUn?  I'urays  of  the 
: luujd is ii* two  hutub^t}  TnckomMs,  ^.wrv  tidy;  h?uu^ldfe  us  to 
unlc^  i^uo  Hiv'd  J;-  uud'  ocariv  the  s*nnc  fucthev  diosU*<U>oU  Of  iUwr  dauurs 

of  that  spued  is  a slnsert,.  Scar.*;  !\  a ^»d  ,;dr  iah-  of'ihTir  cruel  lass,  lu  re  at.  wc 
is  vHci  with  ovui*  fids  larirc  cxbuO.  of  fouVl  i:-a-/.v..-  duwii  on  i iu>  .source  »>*<m  which 
^rround.  , Ifnuu  liv; *.i Veioiy • * * ;.=%,} t4x*y: . t tftti-;  h KtaiUcd  i lm  hf  V»v 

herds  ;v ith  tie*ir  ihw l.cs.  Inn  it  \<  aiOv  siieius  u.fo\r  ho\*u.r^  :<?een  fhe  remains  of 
'•^flii.o  ilk1  laa-ii  ;-t lit . 1 ■■&£#.  look* 

fei  ddb^ry ; &x  - aw  whudt  ■t$rr£nv*  of 

great.  iiuuio.n  lava  had  IKuired  nut,  carrying1 
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ruin  and  their  war.  On  a line  view  as  the  ultimate  aim  of  her  extension 

eastward  were  the ..low-  tmOukuioiis  where  into  Central  Asia,  but  for  the  acvomplish- 
the  northern  slopes  of  the  Pat*opanH^an  ment  of  this  she  deserv.es  the .gratitude  uf 
range  sank  into the  whole  civilized  world.  The  uccupa- 
Dasi(r-i*Turkoriiaii.  the  J.ine  of  which  ex-  lion  of  Bokhara  atul  Khiva  extinguished 
tended  co.v  ay  to  the  non  it  as  straight  the  two  great  markets  fm*  the  sale  of 
n.»jrui.iiai>  the  sky , as  the  horizon  of  the  sea.  slaves;  after  Geok  Tepe  was  taken,  and 
This . Jin^.  t that  Mere  was  /Held  by.-  the  .ala-’  • 

the  oUm  of  Cciitrar  A.sia  had  Item  at  mans  W:nm-  un  impassibility , White 
filin'  f^r  remote  period  the  basin'  of  an  the  raiding  system  went  on.  *i\  the  come . . 
inland  ocean,  when  tln£,  with  thewasphu)  Irrs  round  were  Uemcwuifeo<b  .'so  that  any 
ji.nti-  the  Luxhie,  was  probably ' but  one  development  or  ^progress  v?**  on?  of  the 
of  "W4t4f> ..  As  w#  \gase&  At^n : L*R • 
.y1"!^  it  was  pea^fnl  enough;  not  n liv-  of  u settled  eomliiipm atid  their  '.prosperity'' 
jngv  sout  was  to  be  seen, Tor  a desert  had  is  certaoh  The  <>ifi JpiU^hoe  in  jbatr 
been  produced.  While  standing  on  this  quarter  that  can  hr  seen  at  present  m: 
spot  and  thinki'Qfir  of  tyUat.  the  past  had  likely  to  disturb  the  future  is  In  ibe  prob- 
'been,  and  knowing  the  changes  which  able  seheino-*  of  Russia  in  relation  to  Af- 
liad  lately  ixieurrcd,  1 b^>kii  to  realise  tho  gh*bii*fan  iind  I)idia,  and  perha^  tto  on * 
fact  that  the  present  time  is  a iuniiny-  neiattibir of  territofy  in  Persia, 
point  hi  relation  to  this  portion  of  the  Si**  fV\ter  Lomsden  turned  nt  Samkhs 
earth  s.  si! rhu*e.  A .grout  uni!  Important  on  the  8tU  of  Kovyrubcr.  1T<  thus  duly 
cl  i*p!  or  'irn.  the  h net  u ry-  of  the  human  *y»e-  appeared  at  fhe  |d  are  uf  meet  where  the 
arfe&h&d  bgyb  cfosed  < a ni&y  things  Russian  Coifmii^hirrvu u^if  stem  Uf]U^xn 

wius  about  to*  begin,  This  part  of  Asia  been,  ace.irdmw  to  .the  ;n  ntnywmeuL  We 
liiid/bccoruc  a den  of  ihi^vve;  and  u^uilor*  made  u bait  there  of  a,  couple  of  ihi;> s. 
ersL  it  had  become  all  but  .separated  from  Onr  camp  was  ni  New  Saratehs.  vjiteh  te 
th^  rssi  »*f tjiie  world;  civdizeitaon  bud  been  on  the  l^rrfau  fwrniteiy-lJm  I;R?riVRnd- 
teat:;  it#  peo pie  had  grbvrn  to  be  a lag  Rite  ..bnufutery^  time  of 

nation  of  Ishraneliics.  their  baud  against  onr  rteil  the  had  i *f  i h*>* river  was  dry  It 
e;  »ow  mau  aml  every  man  s liaiul  ucamst  is  a pec  ul  techy  of  oeory  of  the  frlrig^ns 
them  La  w-  ami  order  were  now  to  Up-  iiereabont^  that  In  phu-ee  tin*  Water  su.de>. 
pieakCMTety  for  men  and  property  inmUl  he io vt  -.If u*  m riba*  Uneuig  the  dtey  fctea&dj&u 
be  the  rule  in  the  future;  coimia’vce,  with  and  comes  up  again  beyond.  The  l leri- 


all  it^  train  of  what  ?$  i^vv  at^  progreiss,  ifufl  about  ten  xtrife  >x))ov4b 

jve,  would  soon  take  ihe  place  of  war-  :*ud  -wbtM!'  it  rc-Hppcm>.  further 

maibstealinir;:  nnn  betrerM-oudivious  would  oh  to  olo  nortip  it  is  calleii  tlie  d>;je>Kf 
re^qlt  pot  only  fti^Tfjb^.>vvh.p'  Itad  lu  11)^;  ^heij  the  sitovV  i])e 

(ni,  but  al>o  for  thase  who  had  been  the  Ivnhh -Baba  ^tej^ins  to  uieit,  t b o supply  of 
cause  of  tin  solieriny  . vutw  iimkcs  a coniumou*  t hd 

The  hemor  of  snppressmg-  r.b.U  rahbug  Sm*:»lv.hN  is  about  a.  luiir  or  v.»  .fiv.nn  the 
sys lent  and  biairifold  'pviWis  dtfei  i&  h&tik  i if  thh  New 

Russia.  She  may  buVf  other  objrct.^  iu  coiistnietod  only  ft  few  yeav?’  back  by'  the 

Vot.i@0S,.^2  'S'fe  ' 
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Persians.  The  work  well  illustrates  the 
character  of  all  things  military  among 
that  people.  Instead  of  making  a place 
capable  of  resisting  the  modern  means  of 
attack,  this  fortress,  which  is  within  three- 
quarters  of  a mile  from  the  boundary  line, 
is  formed  of  high  mud  walls — a primitive 
style  of  fortification  which  has  existed  in 
this  part  of  the  world  from  the  earliest 
times,  and  the  original  type  of  which  may 
be  seen  in  the  Assyrian  sculptures.  Old 
Sarakhs  had  been  occupied  by  the  Rus- 
sians only  about  four  or  five  months  be- 
fore our  arrival,  and  the  troops  were  in  a 
small  camp  formed  of  kibitkas.  General 
Komaroff,  who  is  the  head  authority  in 
the  trans-Caspian  province, had  come  on  a 
visit,  so  I rode  over  to  ask  permission  to 
make  sketches  of  the  old  place.  The  gen- 
eral received  me  most  graciously,  and 


sent  a couple  of  Akhal  Teke  horsemen  as 
my  attendants.  Colonel  Alikhanoff  was 
with  the  general.  IJe  most  kindly  in- 
vited me  to  pay  him  a visit  at  Merv,  of 
which  he  is  the  Governor — an  invitation 
which  I greatly  regret  it  was  out  of  my 
power  to  accept  at  the  moment,  our  stay 
being  so  short.  All  that  remains  of  Old 
Sarakhs  is  a large  mound,  square  in 
form,  and  covered  with  bricks.  Scattered 
around  it  are  portions  of  mud  walls,  and  a 
number  of  rude  huts  made  of  reeds,  in 
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which  the  Turkomans  of  to-day  live.  The 
only  building  left  is  an  old  tomb,  called 
Ugle  Baba, said  to  be  the  tomb  of  Abel.  On 
the  west  of  New  Sarakhs  there  is  a similar 
tomb,  which  tradition  declares  to  be  that 
of  Cain.  These  are  no  doubt  connected 
with  another  tradition  that  Adam  had  his 
garden  at  Sarakhs,  and  came  up  every 
morning  from  Serendib,  or  Ceylon,  to 
work  in  it.  As  the  Mohammedans  have 
legendary  stories  about  Adam  with  Cey- 
lon and  Adam’s  Peak  there,  this  should, 

I think,  be  ascribed  to  them,  but  Gen- 
eral Komaroff  told  me  that  there  were 
a number  of  traditions  associating  Noah 
with  Merv,  and  he  believes  in  some  early 
Jewish  connection  as  the  source  from 
which  these  legends  originated.  These, 
with  the  Jewish  origin  of  the  Afghans, 
and  a number  of  similar  inquiries,  must 

be  left  to  the  fu- 
ture investigations 
of  archaeologists. 

On  leaving  Sa- 
rakhs we  moved 
south  along  the 
western  bank  of 
the  Heri  - Rud, 
which  brought  us 
to  Pul-i-Khatun: 
pul  in  Persian 
means  “ bridge,” 
and  khatun  is 
“lady.”  It  is  sup- 
posed that  the 
bridge  at  this  place 
is  as  old  as  the  pe- 
riod of  Timour, 
and  that  it  was 
built  by  one  of  the 
ladies  of  his  fami- 
ly ; it  is  construct- 
ed of  brick,  with 
six  arches,  and  al- 
though much  de- 
cayed, it  would  be 
still  serviceable  if 
the  central  arch  were  not  broken.  About 
thirty  miles  further  south  we  could  see 
the  entrance  to  the  Zulfigar  Pass  on  the 
eastern  side  of  the  river;  it  is  a grand 
gorge  among  bleak,  rocky  hills.  Zulfigar 
was  the  name  of  Ali’s  sword;  it  means 
“the  two-edged,”  and  was  given  to  him 
by  Mohammed.  The  weapon  seems  to 
have  been  as  wonderful  as  the  “Excali- 
bur”  of  Arthur,  for  the  pass  was  produced 
by  a stroke  from  it.  Ali,  who  lias  been 
all  but  deified  by  the  Sheahs,  never  could 
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Jia/se  been  In  .his  further  eu*t  . 

than ' the  Eijphhites .^VuIiiiyji^tUI  fa  fib  ; . 

)»as  uruated  leg^mds  about,  hull  whudi  ^ ^ 

extend  tii>  far  as  AH  Musjul  in  tlm  K.by-  • T-Vi V >C  A.v 

!»<•>’.  Front  Siunk h$  to  JJerM  1*  nhnvu 

20Q  aiHl  ii^Mrrfy  ;£&$■ ^liofar  *ii#r  ';v.'*'’  S^f 

tapeh  .1$ Ai<v^  5^4^?-t ^ it  is  4<iii;»wn  a?* 

u t}iB  BfetHefr  d?  A|*e  .55#  : y’’;  y jfljL.  jjr.  • 

luges/’  As  far  ■&'.  Kmhsan,  vvhicii  i«  ;*  \k 

about  sixty  miles  f mrw  Iler&L  Wfc  ft  n nd 
at?  habitation,  and  with  the.  exception 

of  s slfepbeird  Jj^An  ■ i 

*uw ' Venture  .’<>¥$1*  .the-  .with  H Scl 

"their  fiocW— w’6  harden  ^ if  I j^§i^:|^,VJ  \ 

hem -2  rtft  <*ur  wau  Tina  UcM-n  comb-  ImlSSo^ 

Lion  has  resulted  i tfr#  7 ;^V  d4*  Alii  ■ 

inr.^t.  of  the;  ^n.und  migbi  % a«  ,f^rtik  . $0] ' 

as  the  Limit  V alley  i:>  e»d".br.ij.vd  for  .,....'  ^•’ " ' 

being.  viid  no  doubt  'hut  it  was  *c«  lie- 

fore  t lie  villages  were  destroyed  and  the  y;\A  -,£/;•/  : ;V  ■ % 

people  exlertmtiuMnl.  » : jf  «*.. 

At  Ku^^i  wr  tnBt  the- Indian.  eafnp  *•  i If  A-y|- '■•• 

and.- that  portion  of  Mi«"  ' /k,  ‘.r'&'if^l  : ■ 

which  Imd  come  with  d.  they  had,  ^U  ; f ' 

under  the:  eharga  of  * t-okmel;  -Kiilgrr^  j;  % v ft  ^ ]f  ior* ' j:r*> 

through  the  deserts  vvf  lkdiiehisiao  and  ;A 

Switan. ' With  it  Was  the  Survey  De- 

partrtiUht,  vrhi^h  hits  done  81  i^:S  w ^ v 

amtvuut  of.gdod  work,  arid  gif  oh  ha-  ii&  5 *•  ‘ 

curate  maps,  which  we  had  noi  before.  , 7 

It  -was  NoVglirr;; ‘I^b  |>  ||^vi?Kr;w  j: ' ‘ 

her,  and  wdnter  ^uartei^  f-o’t:  tho  c.-nuo  ):■)  ' 

ha.ii  to  ho  thoue-ht  a\\  ft  was  nrr;*n^*d  j !'  ^ A ' 

that  the  fn<ub*  bo&jf  af  tlie^fcp  *j.a  |M  £ y|;|  jf  | j 

move  easMcard  t»>  tAe  M 5 1 rtrhab,  wh jfe.  • • 7 7HH1  ) j B j f ' . 

Sir  Fetor  Lnmsden,  with  a ligitl  yamp.  ' •JHWK.  M'^M  ' 

striryk  away  hi  a^mirfhea^t  ^>L;;.L;;;;S^|ji  |i>  ^44^1  i!  V 

v;sit  IVjnjdfdi,  ThilUfok  ns  atros*  Mib  : v :. 
disfriet  of  Kaduhiy  >*n<:n,  & { woviw*'  of  -.  *7qp^ , . 
the  old  kinenom  of  Arnrnu  ?u  i\^  ' 

Ki.tsnic,  tht;  prirKhpui  in  batary  of  ths>7.v 
.MnrvrhMil.  We  ih*s<H'/nied  ihul  stioan* 

to  Ak  Tapu  and  fohoKhisti,  nr  ' The  :^hik  iCtuiu^  wmiuji. 

bridge  of  bricks/'  ?i  vvh^  iirrd  thut 
ihe  dyht  took  [(lace  uflerward  Iwi  w^en 

the  AfyhauH  and  the  Russians  at  tim  end  places”  on  which  the  Euchres  plowed  their 
of  Alarehi  it  k mr-.v  geac-r aiiv  7*o»t:e»  of  Hre  uilH/s.  Jphae  theory  ts  that  they  wrre 
^•Fehjdobh  hut  the  o]d  yiiisirihk; •' bf  ibntf  tonjlBv  • iir^ba%^;-.e»|ii:la;i^tj  . i& 

jit&ie  itiileii  ttyihk  t)nu  itiey  \\A<$rh  heaped  up  hi  form  §trpng 

Muth,  on  U^MurgiiHb.  yifr  Taptc  meivnx  defen ^ey  and  cf the  y iuufeU 

iim  i " TiViute  ttH^hii,n’ir4px  ^ Ui%e  heaped > of  tv  priniitiver  period,  round 

tip  Hfttftf  of  earth  ■Avh.tyh : k'  theiie^'' those  l ilHUtpl ^ a o*  ! o «v e r ) i caps  »nd  ridfi^ 

thopud«  aye  u pr^uHhriiy  .ui^khig  reiu^iir^  of  the  town  > The 

old  yiiies  ni  thi^  jiaW  tht^:  part oi  tU* ^Worid 

there  <<-  some  dilhculty  in  dfteru.oijH,^  it.  ic  to-day,  principally  mud.  or 

tcbMr  mM^-tual  purpose,  TUeki  ‘h  no  ^un-drrHi  hrirk.  which  is  the  sam^;  and 
doiftd  hni  thvty  arcs  old,  and  ft  h^  he^ly  earth  hynptf  kxs7ali  that  i^  auuv  to  }j&  &&m 
siigge.-iled  that  they  were  the  ".‘lag h of  the  remains  of  cities.  There  are  no 
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ancient  temples  which  tell  their  tales 
of  the  past,  such  as  those  which  are  to  be 
seen  in  Greece,  Egypt,  or  India.  The 
structures  were  of  dust,  and  into  dust  they 
have  returned.  Ak  Tapa  was  the  largest 
of  the  mounds  which  we  saw,  and  the 
ground  round  it  is  filled  with  fragments 
of  pottery,  showing  that  a town  had  ex- 
isted at  some  far  back  date.  If  the  Tapa 
was  a defensive  work,  its  great  size  would 
show  that  the  strategic  importance  of  the 
place  had  been  no  new  discovery  on  the 
part  of  the  Russians;  it  derives  this  im- 
portance from  the  command  it  gives  of 
the  upper  portion  of  the  Murghab  Val- 
ley as  well  as  the  Kushk,  the  line  of  the 
latter  leading  straight  south  upon  Herat, 
and  forming  part  of  the  direct  road  to  that 
place  from  Merv.  From  the  absence  of 
water,  no  force  of  any  size  could  move 
south  except  upon  the  Heri-Rud  or  the 
Murghab  and  the  Kushk.  When  Rus- 
sia chooses  to  attack  Herat,  she  will  now 
be  able  to  utilize  both  lines,  and  march 
two  armies  upon  that  place. 

We  found  the  Sarik  Turkomans  in  oc- 
cupation of  the  Murghab  Valley  from 
near  Ak  Tapa  all  the  way  south  to  Meru- 
chak,  a distance  of  nearly  thirty  miles. 
They  were  living,  not  in  houses,  but  in 
lcibitkas,  which  are  a kind  of  hut  formed 
of  wicker-work  and  pelts;  these  are  mov- 
able, and  are  peculiar  to  the  people  of 
Turkestan,  who  are  all  more  or  less  no- 
madic. The  kibitka  does  not  require  a 
central  pole  like  a tent,  which  allows  of 
the  fire-place  being  in  the  middle  of  the 
structure,  and  the  smoke  escapes  by  a hole 
in  the  top,  the  light  being  admitted  by  the 
same  aperture.  No  tables  or  chairs  are 
used;  all  sit  on  carpets  in  the  Oriental 
fashion,  and  the  making  of  these  carpets 
is  one  of  the  occupations  of  the  women. 
These  articles,  although  produced  by  the 
most  primitive  means,  are  of  the  most 
beautiful  kind.  The  only  thing  to  be  re- 
gretted about  them  in  the  present  day  is 
that  bright  colors  of  a fugitive  kind  have 
found  their  way  into  Central  Asia  from 
Europe,  which  have  had  a tendency  to  de- 
stroy the  artistic  harmony  of  design,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  deprive  them  of  the 
old  value  they  possessed  from  the  perma- 
nency of  their  dyes.  The  raiding  having 
been  now  entirely  suppressed,  the  Sariks, 
who  had  been  as  much  given  to  that  as 
their  neighbors,  have  taken  to  agriculture, 
and  we  found  them  busy  with  the  plough, 
while  groups  were  clearing  out  the  old 
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irrigation  channels,  and  bringing  more 
ground  under  cultivation.  We  found  a 
village  or  two  of  them  in  the  Kushk  Val- 
ley, in  which  they  were  extending  their 
operations.  I find  that  writers  and  speak- 
ers at  home  suppose  that  the  region  is  a 
desert.  This  is  only  so  far  true  at  the  pre- 
sent day  from  the  land  having  been,  from 
causes  explained  in  this  article,  out  of  cul- 
tivation for  many  years.  It  is  important 
to  understand  that  the  country  need  not 
necessarily  be  a desert ; in  former  times  it 
was  not  so;  on  the  contrary,  it  was  rich 
and  fruitful,  with  a large  population. 
About  the  middle  of  the  third  century 
B.C.,  Antiochus  Theodorus,  the  grandson 
of  Seleucus,  was  called  “the  Governor  of 
the  Thousand  Cities  of  Bactria.”  It  could 
not  have  been  a desert  at  that  period; 
Bactria  itself,  the  modern  Balkh,  now  a 
mass  of  shapeless  mounds,  was  known  as 
“the  Mother  of  Cities.”  Merv  was  call- 
ed “The  Queen  of  the  World.”  The  Bun- 
dahis  mentions  a district  which  must  have 
been  in  this  part  of  the  world,  and  states 
that  “ in  the  days  of  Yim  a myriad  towns 
and  cities  were  erected  on  its  pleasant  and 
prosperous  territory.”  The  vast  quanti- 
ties of  mounds,  extending  all  the  way 
from  the  Caspian  to  the  base  of  the  Hindu- 
Kusli,  attest  to  the  truth  of  these  historic- 
al declarations. 

There  could  not  have  been  in  the  past  a 
more  " pleasant  and  prosperous  territory” 
than  what  the  banks  of  the  Murghab  must 
have  presented.  The  Bundahis  speaks  of 
the  “ Marv  River”  as  “a  glorious  river  in 
the  East”;  its  water  at  the  present  day  is 
clear  and  bright,  of  a delicate  grayish- 
blue  tint.  It  is  a much  longer  stream  than 
the  Heri-Rud.  Merv  is  wholly  indebted 
to  it  for  its  fertility,  and  the  river  was 
known  as  the  Mawr-i-ab,  or  water  of 
Mawr  or  Merv.  In  this  we  have  a much 
more  probable  etymology  of  its  name  than 
that  usually  given,  which  is  explained  as 
being  from  murgh , a “fowl,” and  a&,  “wa- 
ter,’’this  being  evidently  a modern  Persian 
derivation.  The  valley  south  of  Ak  Tapa 
is  what  in  Scotland  would  be  called  a 
“strath";  that  is,  the  river  flows  through 
a flat  ground  between  hills.  In  many 
places  this  level  soil  is  three  or  four  miles 
wide,  and  by  means  of  canals  the  whole 
space  can  be  cultivated.  At  Penjdeh — the 
word  meaning  “ five  villages”  (this  is  mod- 
ern Persian,  the  ancient  name  being  lost)— 
the  remains  extend  for  miles,  and  are  only 
known  to  the  natives  as  “Kona  Pendie,” 
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or  old  Pstijdeli'.  Captain  Dt*  Las.soer  one  boM  ]>ix>servf>£  ti>  England  coukl  not  have 
of  til e officers-'  attached  to  the  English  exceeded.  Another  mageh  brought,  us  to 
Comtiiisi^on,  discovered  an  extensive  and  Bala  Mue^hub,  win? re  we  took'  up  our  wit** 
very  rejtiark.'iibi^  group'  of  tfave*  |Or-<}t\artet^.  WiCgtriyeU;  there  Oh  fire 

place,  wliicb.  were.,  in  all  probability,  at  12th  of  December,  and  ^eiViaihed  - tiil  the 
one  time  a-  Buddh]|l  yiteira,  . i$tfc  of;Febritarv,  a,  little  . qVer  twO  ^ontfie. 

There  were  ,j  large  number  of  such  e*\u b-  . . If'  was  not  till  the  2d  of  January  that  the 
liChments  in  Bulkin  of  which  we  Lave  de*  swyerfe  winter  came  on.  There  was  snow 
scription^'m  the  seventh  century;  and  occasion*!  I wind  l\  did  not  fie  Jong  on  1 -he. 
th^te  is  sort?*#  fomrn  to  suppose  that  they  eofil 

expect  as  Persitt.  Merucliak  nweype  hiocjg  .oVeE-Tortp^^  when  ibk 

which  mvi^t  liave  had  on  thetan otra^r  is  f*w*  ttefo.w . #si%*  is  calk'd 
ipuportance  in  the  past.  It  is  on  the  east-  wtbe-  n meter  pf  CerOrnl  Asia’  -a  mqns 
evri  . bank  of  the  river,' •and,  about  t wenty-  suggesti  ve  of  a ewtliog  wind.  • 
two  miles  south  of  the  present  Fenjdeh,  The  eamj»  was  moved  to  g plucocHlIed 
The  moDiuk  here  are  very  mimemns«  unit  lIulrruK  which  was  nearer  to  the  BeE  Kucb 
the  crumbling  mud  walls  indonging-  to  and  not  so  distant  from  Meshed  unci  Herat. 
0i  later  town  of  ebnsitlerable  extent,  am  from  which  places  supplies  wt?rr  drawn. 
v#iil  itr  existence;  sliovving  that  ib  musk  As  it  ai*poarevl  that  every  thing  whiuecied 
have  bad  a large  population  at  no  far  dis-  with  the  boundary  was  uncertain,  and 
•Unit  period.  The  piers,  of  a welbbmH  the  eorumg  of  the  Russian'  Tyiiitiiissiouer.s 
bnek  bridge  arc  .Mil)  sini.uH.ng,  and  close  seemed  as  far  oil  as  ever.  I drmrrmnedlorc- 
to  them  is  at  ford,  by  whieh  we  crossed  tho  ^ February 

fiver— an  operatic^  depth  X ,tkq  b&gkdjy 

of  the  river,  was  not  without  sonic  dan-  . way -of  Method  and  Ahabrud  he.AsImbad, 
gee  Jbtim  farther  suutb  Is  At  Bu-.h^er*  the  puff , of  A^lrabad  on 

u placg now  kno wh  its* Kavamil  Khatudi.  or  ike  Ikisj/i an  jthef c i h u Urate  of  Af  earners, 
the  ' ^tfard-hpn^/"  tifip%t%£&iny;£h&  old  w.hiult  brought  tar?  .to  Baku,  and  there  I 
nainr  is  lost,  and  we  ha'  e nothing  left  was  again  on  the  route,  by  which  our  pur- 
tp  ' i$<  notify  the  ;pbe&spd&  42f&it  old  tovvn  ty  ita veiled  on  the 

which.  exist  nt  It . Fios>i  Mmuchak  to  September.  The  Caspian  and  the  Black. 
abmU'<&  ifiilfe  op  sp  $PtHh>of  Kamoiil  sseas  are  conity^l$h . (i'btfi 
Ji hunch  ti owe  are  no  Xyvl.pvhfUi.ntsy-  Batoum  to  Baku  ; 'from  Ihduuru  stea njers 

to  the  pl)€&&?U&  haw  in  run  to  Oef^$fc  By  Jhb'  liru^  of.  <x>hWibni- 

gre.-u  numbers,  and  pm  parly,  had  spkue  caliph  I rci  urngd  to  Europe,  after  an  ab- 
did  shooting,  which,  it  was  doclarcd,  the  uence  of  .about  eight  mouths. 
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“ TT7HY  do  you  take  my  garden  rose, 

YV  Still  fresh  and  glowing,  from  the  vase, 
And  give  a dry  and  withered  stalk 
My  favorite’s  dewy  place  ?” 

“Lady,”  he  said,  “there  came  a day 
When  far  across  the  burning  plain 
Slow  crept,  as  hour  by  hour  went  by, 

A winding  camel  train. 

“And  none  in  all  that  wandering  band 
Who  sought  with  me  the  Orient's  shrine 
Concealed  beneath  the  pilgrim’s  garb 
So  sad  a heart  as  mine. 

“But  while  with  mournful  thoughts  I mused, 
Light  blown,  as  if  from  fairy  bower, 

Came  fluttering  o’er  the  yellow  sand 
To  me  this  magic  flower. 

• “I  knew  its  folded  petals  hid 

The  breath  and  bloom  of  other  days, 

And  that  some  happier  hour  might  give 
Its  beauty  to  my  gaze. 

“Through  all  the  paths  of  Palestine, 

And  wide  across  the  stormy  sea, 

My  cherished  rose  of  Jericho 
I brought  to  home  and  thee. 

“And  now  the  secret  of  my  soul 
I to  the  wizard  rose  have  told. 

And  if  to-morrow’s  light  shall  see 
Its  dusty  scroll  unrolled, 

“If  life  and  bloom  and  odor  come 
Again  as  from  a grave  set  free, 

The  rose  of  Jericho  will  tell 
That  secret  wish  to  thee.” 

The  morning  beams;  the  lady  steps, 
Expectant,  to  her  garden  bower; 

Behold,  the  withered  stem  upholds 
A rare,  mysterious  flower  1 

A subtle  odor  steals  abroad; 

The  petals  gleam  with  golden  hue: 

It  is  as  if  the  wanderer’s  heart 
Had  opened  to  her  view. 

A step  draws  near;  there  is  no  need 
For  words  to  tell  what  roses  know; 

To  utter  love’s  own  speech  has  flowered 
The  rose  of  Jericho. 
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the  slopes,  but  here  and  there  houses 
and  irregular  fields  and  snow-white  cliffs 
break  out  of  the  dark  foliage.  When  we 
sailed  out  on  to  the  Atlantic,  our  northern 
horizon  was  the  parapet  of  the  high  pla- 
teau of  Cape  Breton,  Cape  Smoky,  and 
other  lofty  heads  along  the  shore,  ranging 
off  toward  Cape  North.  Sydney  present- 
ed some  fine  views  of  a large  and  excellent 
harbor,  dotted  with  shipping;  along  the 
shores  are  villages  struggling  with  domi- 
neering coal  docks  and  volumes  of  smoke 
from  the  coal  mines,  and  the  two  towns  of- 
fer some  quaint  sights  in  their  streets.  But 
these  more  commonplace  and  commercial 
features  of  Cape  Breton  were  not  the  ob- 
ject of  my  visit,  so  we  returned  with  the 
steamboat  to  Baddeck,  and  prepared  for 
our  journey  among  the  homes  of  the  peo- 
ple. 

Our  plan  was  to  walk  along  the  Atlan- 
tic shore,  by  St.  Ann’s  Bay,  over  Cape 
Smoky  to  Ingonish,  and  on  to  Cape  North ; 
thence  to  return  along  the  Gulf  of  St. 
Lawrence  shore  by  way  of  Cheticamp, 
Margaree,  and  Lake  Ainslie.  This  walk 
of  about  two  hundred  miles  would  take 
us  through  some  of  the  most  secluded  as 
well  as  the  most  populous  settlements  of 
the  peasantry.  We  carried  in  our  knap- 
sacks a photographic  camera  and  a little 
provision  for  luncheons  in  the  wild  re- 
gions. 

On  issuing  from  the  woods  at  the  head 
of  St.  Ann's  Bay  we  saw  before  us  a long 
stretch  of  the  first  part  of  our  walk.  The 
bay  begins  with  a pretty  complication  of 
the  blue  sea  with  points,  coves,  and  white 
plaster  cliffs  among  trees.  Before  it  wid- 
ens to  the  ocean  it  runs  on  in  a long  nar- 
row harbor  between  two  walls  of  hills  di- 
versified with  forests,  fertile  slopes,  and 
rugged  cliffs;  on  the  left  hand  the  wall 
ends  in  a bold  headland,  Cape  Smoky, 
rising  from  the  distant  sea-line;  on  the 
right  the  ridge  ends  in  a low  point,  set  off 
with  the  hamlet  of  English  Town  and  a 
snow-white  light-house  relieved  against 
the  deep  blue  sea.  The  region  was  first 
occupied  by  the  French,  who  built  some 
fortifications  at  English  Town  to  protect 
their  fisheries.  When  the  island  passed 
into  the  hands  of  the  English,  the  place 
vras  abandoned. 

By  sundown  we  reached  the  neighbor- 
hood of  English  Town,  and  began  to  inquire 
for  lodgings.  Many  a time  the  people  of 
Cape  Breton  boasted  to  me  of  their  hos- 
pitality. “Your  people  were  very  kind,” 
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I said  to  a good  man  in  Baddeck.  “ Oh, 
ay,  sir;  I’m  sure,”  said  he,  in  perfect  con- 
fidence; “we  all  are  that.”  The  tramp 
of  the  first  day,  with  our  heavy  packs,  had 
made  us  tired,  and  so  I was  interested  in 
our  first  approach  to  these  farmers’  hearts. 

At  the  first  house  the  woman  said  she  was 
not  able  to  receive  us ; at  the  second  house, 
she  was  unprepared ; at  the  third,  she  re- 
plied to  us  in  Gaelic,  and  motioned  us  on 
our  way.  “Well,  White,  the  fence-corner, 
at  any  rate,  will  not  cast  us  out.”  And 
we  discussed  the  merits  of  new-mown  hay 
for  a bed  under  the  trees.  At  the  fourth 
and  fifth  houses  Gaelic  was  given  us  in- 
stead of  bread,  and  we  went  off  gleeful,  if 
hungry,  at  having  so  good  a story  to  tell 
of  Cape  Breton  hospitality.  But  just  at 
dusk  a hay -maker,  with  his  scythe  over  his 
shoulder,  met  us,  and  showed  us  to  a hos- 
pitable house.  The  wife  soon  busied  her- 
self with  our  supper,  and  we  passed  a so- 
cial evening  to  make  amends  for  our 
many  rebuffs.  The  house  was  a good  ex- 
ample of  these  Cape  Breton  homes,  having 
four  or  five  rooms,  with  clean  floors  and 
bare  walls.  Here  and  there  lay  a thick 
mat  made  of  strips  of  rags  hooked  up 
through  burlaps— transmogrified  roses  in 
rare  raw  colors.  Order  and  neatness  pre- 
vailed; but  the  dreariness  that  generally 
is  felt  in  even  the  homes  of  the  better 
class  is  quite  oppressive  in  these  peasant 
houses.  There  is  nothing  picturesque  to 
lend  a charm  to  simplicity.  It  w'as  before 
supper  that  we  noted  this  barrenness;  aft- 
erward we  felt  the  house  to  be  somnolent 
rather  than  irritating. 

As  we  strode  away  down  the  road  again 
in  the  bright  morning  the  air  was  clear 
and  bracing,  the  birds  sang,  the  mowers 
went  afield,  and  the  bay  was  rippled  by 
breezes  whisking  down  over  the  mount- 
ain-tops. The  old  ferryman  in  taking 
us  across  the  bay  had  more  than  his  hands 
full  to  discover  our  errand  thus  on  foot, 
and  likely  so  far  from  home.  As  we  land- 
ed near  the  light-house  he  called  out: 
“Ye’re  mineral  men;  I know  ye;  so  ye 
may  turn  to  the  left  hand  up  there  by  yon 
hill,  and  go  down  to  the  silver  mines  of 
St.  Ann  if  ye  like.”  We  thanked  him 
for  a profession  we  had  not  before  possess- 
ed. The  road  first  leads  for  three  or  four 
miles  along  a very  narrow  spit  of  gravel 
that  almost  divides  the  bay  by  crossing 
nearly  to  English  Town;  then  it  runs  on 
toward  distant  Cape  Smoky,  through  the 

belt  of  farms  sloping  down  from  the  for- 
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between  her,  the  pig  squealing,  and  the 
hen  with  eager  neck;  the  woman  gen- 
erally reached  the  door  first,  and  then, 
with  much  shuffling,  just  managed  to 
fence  the  others  out  with  her  legs,  while 
they  bobbed  in  ^nd  out  under  her  skirts. 
From  this  excitement  the  pig  would  walk 
over  to  the  hearth,  and  such  was  the 
comfort  he  took  in  the  warmth  of  the  fife 
that  he  would  doze  before  he  had  time  to 
lie  down,  and  thus  frequently  fell  asleep 
supported  awhile  on  four  legs  and  his 
nose.  I noted  his  habits,  because  the  pig 
is  sometimes  a member  of  the  household 
here  in  regard  to  bed  and  board.  A minis- 
ter at  a wedding  remained  all  night,  and 
was  given  a low  cot  bed  in  the  living- 
room.  In  the  night  he  was  startled  at 
finding  some  one  getting  into  his  bed, 
and  soon  felt  it  to  be  the  pig  nestling 
down  against  his  back.  He  tried  to  drive 
it  out,  but  the  outraged  animal  would  not 
go.  The  noise  of  the  fight  brought  the 
householder,  and  he  explained  that  it  was 
the  habit  of  the  pig  to  come  into  bed  with 
them  on  cold  nights,  and  assured  the 
reverend  gentleman  that  it  would  do  no 
harm. 

We  now  began  to  be  toughened  by  our 
walking;  the  fatigue  was  less  irksome, 
and  the  distances  were  passed  over  with 
fewer  speculations  and  inquiries.  We 
reached  at  last  the  summit  of  Cape  Smoky, 
the  barrier  that  for  two  days  had  fenced 
us  off  from  the  northward.  It  was  a 
pleasure  to  overlook  now  our  route  away 
back  to  St.  Ann,  along  the  strip  of  farms 
under  the  long  wall  of  forest-topped  hills, 
at  the  lower  shore  toward  Sydney,  and 
over  the  wide  expanse  of  the  ocean  dot- 
ted with  sail  and  fishing  boats.  We  cook- 
ed our  luncheon  in  the  shade  of  a bridge 
on  top  of  the  mountain  ; and  the  road  was 
so  unfrequented  that  not  a soul  passed  to 
take  fright,  tlee  to  the  valley,  and  report 
uncanny  spirits  haunting  the  gorge. 

The  foliage  in  that  balmy,  moist  cli- 
mate is  luxuriant;  the  trees  on  a hill-side 
stand  relieved  one  against  another  as  solid 
forms.  Under  this  rich  canopy  of  verdure 
the  streams  coming  down  from  the  high 
plateau  of  the  island  have  worn  deep, 
winding,  narrow  gorges.  Here  and  there 
an  opening  lets  the  sunlight  pour  its  lus- 
tre into  a tiny  glade  carpeted  with  grass 
under  noble  trees;  but  soon  the  gorge  re- 
covers its  shadowy  mysteries,  ferns,  moss, 
lichen  covered  logs  and  rocks,  and  the 
laughing  brook  drowning  the  fainter 
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voices  of  the  woodland.  When  in  the 
autumn  I loitered  through  any  one  of 
these  glens,  gorgeous  with  October  colors 
above  the  pools  and  the  dank,  sombre 
nooks,  it  seemed  like  a long  elysian  bower 
filled  with  a golden  mist.  We  walked 
that  afternoon  over  Cape  Smoky  and 
down  such  a glen  to  Ingonish,  silent  and 
satisfied,  while  one  picture  after  another 
led  the  fancy  riot  in  sylvan  dreams. 

A cold  northeaster,  with  rain,  met  us  at 
Ingonish,  with  great  clouds  of  mist  roll- 
ing in  from  the  Atlantic.  The  bay  lies 
within  an  amphitheatre  of  high  rugged 
hills;  at  one  end  of  them  is  the  noble 
promontory  Cape  Smoky,  1100  feet  high. 

A long,  narrow,  jagged  point  of  rocks, 
Middle  Head,  divides  the  bay  into  two 
parts,  and  a long  bar  of  gravel  crossing 
this  point  forms  a natural  breakwater, 
and  makes  a pond  of  North  Bay  and  a 
goOd  harbor  of  South  Bay.  The  mists 
rolling  about  set  off  well  these  bold  hills 
and  rocks,  and  the  intricate  forms  of  bays 
and  ponds;  but  they  added  little  to  the 
comfort  of  tourists.  We  watched  for  a 
while  the  life  on  the  wharves  and  schoon- 
ers, in  the  stores,  at  the  fishing  establish- 
ments, and  then  began  hunting  a place 
for  shelter.  Cape  Breton  hospitality  seems 
to  be  in  strata.  At  one  of  these  bays  we 
met  the  generous  streak;  we  were  taken 
even  to  a party,  where  reels  and  jigs  helped 
to  pass  the  night.  During  the  festivities 
the  host’s  gate  was  most  effectually  broken 
up  by  his  nephew  in  revenge  for  not  being 
invited;  and  the  rest  of  the  night  was 
passed  by  the  old  man  in  hunting  the 
pieces  and  the  nephew,  and  imploring 
blessings  on  his  head.  At  the  other  bay 
we  had  great  difficulty  in  getting  shelter 
on  any  terms.  We  addressed  ourselves 
first  to  a man  who  keeps  the  only  hotel  in 
the  place.  44 What  are  ye? — blacklegs?'’ 
“Well,  I don’t  know.  We  look  like 
them,  don't  we?”  “Faith,  ye  do.”  He 
sent  a lad  to  interview  the  wife,  who  man- 
ages the  estate:  she  was  in  ill  humor,  and 
so  the  public-house  was  closed  that  day. 
Finally,  after  inquiring  through  the  set- 
tlement, we  found  the  good  vein  again, 
away  down  at  the  end  of  the  point,  just 
where  we  expected  it  to  disappear  under 
the  Atlantic.  The  tedium  of  a rainy  day 
was  relieved  by  moping  about  the  ruins 
of  the  place—  traces  of  cellars,  chimneys, 
and  a battery  or  two — and  in  gleaning  a 
few  facts  from  a history  of  Cape  Breton. 

The  civilization  of  Cape  Breton  seems 
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to  have  been  reserved  for  the  Scotsman. 
The  Spanish,  Portuguese.  Basques,  Bret- 
ons, ami  Normans,  who  have  visited  the 
island  to  obtain  fish  and  fur,  made  no  col- 
onies. Even  the  French,  holding  the  isl- 
and for  over  a century,  did  nothing  but 
establish  fishing  villages  at  A rich  at,  St. 
Peter  s,  St,  Ann’s  Bay,  Ingtmish,  aud  build 
the  costly  fortress  at.  Louisburg  to  pro- 
tect them.  Ingonish  is  said  to  have  had 
at  that  time  a population  of  4000  souls. 
But  although  they  did  nothing  to  devel- 
op the  agriculture  of  Cape  Breton,  the 
French  attached  great  importance  to  it  as 
a nursery  for  drilling  hardy  seamen. 

When  they  lost  the  island,  they  obtain- 
ed what  consolation  they  could  in  pos- 
sessions on  the  coast  of  Newfoundland, 
where  they  maintain  to  this  day  a large 
fleet  of  cod-fishers.  The  English  m taking 
possession  of  Cape  Breton  seem  to  have 
continued  the  From h policy.  For  tw  eniy 
odd  years  after  the  conquest  the  govern- 
ment refused  to  grant  lands  to  settlers, 
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one  of  the  motives  being  to  keep  those 
coasts  as  a nursery  for  seamen,  and  there- 
fore to  favor  fishing  and  discourage  agri- 
culture, Even  as  late  as  JS00  there  were 
only  a thousand  or  two  of  population, 
chiefly  coal -miners  and  fishermen. 

About  the  beginning  of  this  century  the 
advantages  these  colonies  offered  to  set- 
tlers were  much  discussed  in  Scotland  ; for 
many  of  the  tenantry  there  were  com- 
pelled by  the  landlords  to  emigrate. 
‘‘Many  of  the  Highland  chief! mas,  who 
had  discovered  that  the  raising  of  cattle 
and  >h(Mp  alfordcd  greater  profits  than  the 
letting  of  their  lands  to  miserable  tenants, 
were  dispossess! ng  the-  latter  of  their  farms 
and  holdings.''  The  peasants  saw  * * their 
houses  unroofed  before  their  eyes,  and 
they  were  made  to  go  on  board  a ship 
bound  for  Canada*."  Some  of  the  young 
en  u Were  glad  to  visit  new  scenes,  but  tin- 
most  of  the  peasantry  left  their  country 
with  tin*  most  bitter  regret.  The  first  ship 
loaded  with  Breton 
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and  he  jumped  down  to  cut  another. 
“She  knows,  sir.  Ye  see,  I’m  very  for- 
getful, for  I’m  consider’ble  of  an  arguin' 
man,  either  on  religion  or  politics,  and 
when  I get  to  talkin’  I go  off  and  for- 
get me  whip.  So  I take  only  a switch — 
they’re  handy  along  the  road.”  I thought 
him  candid,  for  he  had  on  tljree  of  his 
fingers  a white,  a red,  and  a blue  string  of 
yarn,  as  memoranda.  “I’ve  got  the  nee- 
dles and  the  tea  and  the  barrel  of  flour, 
so  I'll  cut  off  these  strings.  It’s  a good 
way  to  remember, that.”  While  he  stopped 
to  trim  the  gad,  a pretty  Scotch  lass  came 
up  with  us,  carrying  a carpet-bag;  she 
exchanged  a few  words  in  Gaelic  with  the 
old  man,  who  welcomed  her  cordially,  and 
bade  her  put  her  bag  on  the  cart.  She  did 
so,  but  refused  to  confide  her  new  shoes 
and  stockings  to  its  smooth  bottom;  so 
Maggie — that  was  her  name-walked  on 
barefooted,  free  and  unconscious  in  her 
short  petticoat,  and  carried  her  shoes  and 
stockings  in  her  red  handkerchief.  Her 
dress  was  in  the  carpet-bag.  She  was  go- 
ing home  from  a wedding.  We  soon 
went  on  again,  still  more  blithely,  with  a 
new  gad,  and  a bright-eyed  maid  with  us. 
Meanwhile  the  scenery  was  as  charming 
as  our  companions.  The  straight  line  of 
mountains  seemed  like  a gigantic  wall  of 
rich  foliage,  almost  overhanging  the  fields 
of  the  valley.  The  sugar-loafed  peaks 
were  capped  with  dense  masses  of  mist 
hurrying  inland,  and  the  am  phi  theatrical 
gorges  high  up,  very  dark,  seemed  like 
great  caverns  among  the  clouds.  A roar- 
ing wind,  strong  and  salt  from  the  sea, 
tossed  the  trees  along  the  heights,  and 
bowed  the  grass  and  heavily  laden  rasp- 
berry bushes  by  the  road  side.  The  walk 
had  a rare  charm ; we  journeyed  with  quiet 
and  quaint  and  genial  spirits,  under  the 
breath  of  a storm  and  the  frown  of  a 
cloud-capped  mountain. 

To  my  great  regret  we  came  at  last  to  a 
fork  in  the  road,  and  the  lass  took  her  bag 
to  go  down  to  the  river. 

“Where,'’  I asked,  “does  that  road  go 
to,  Maggie  ?” 

“It  goes  to  the  Strait  of  Can  so,  sir,  and 
on  to  Montana  — that's  where  my  brother 
John  is  workin’  on  a ranch — and  I don't 
know  where  else  it  goes.'’ 

“But  I see  no  boat  on  the  river:  how 
will  you  cross 

“ I'll  walk,  sir." 


“ But  you'll  get  wet,  or  perhaps  drown- 
ed." 
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44  Ach,  no,  sir!  I’ll  not  get  wet  at  all; 

I’ll  go  over  on  stilts.” 

And  sure  enough,  taking  her  bag  in 
one  hand,  she  mounted  the  stilts,  gave  us 
a parting  smile  from  the  water’s  edge,  and 
went  safely  across. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  old  man's 
house  we  could  not  refuse  to  visit  his 
thrifty  little  orchard,  only  a few  years 
old,  although  he  has  had  the  farm  all 
his  life;  then  we  must  take  some  bread 
and  tea,  though  it  was  only  three  o’clock. 
And  finally  the  kind  old  man  walked 
two  miles  with  us  to  put  us  on  a short- 
cut. As  twilight  came  we  entered  the 
angle  where  the  two  ranges  of  mount- 
ains meet,  so  confined  that  the  river  can 
scarcely  pass;  the  wind  still  roared  in  the 
forest,  and  pressed  against  our  temples; 
but  the  clouds  broke  away,  so  that  strong 
lights  mingled  with  the  shadows  at  sunset 
all  along  that  high,  straight  wall  of  peaks 
and  gorges. 

We  now  had  arrived  on  the  northwest- 
ern or  Gulf  side  of  the  island,  and  turned 
our  heads  homeward  toward  Baddeck. 

We  had  not  seen  the  extreme  end  of  Cape 
Breton,  Lowland  Cove,  a place  actually 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  tax-collector, 
partly  because  the  route  is  too  long  and 
difficult,  and  partly  because  the  untutored 
folk  are  too  tall  and  difficult  for  him  to 
overcome,  nor  the  island  of  St.  Paul, 
much  dreaded  by  all  vessels  passing  be- 
tween Cape  Breton  and  Newfoundland. 
The  path  soon  led  us  up  from  the  beach 
and  across  more  barrens,  and  at  last  came 
out  on  the  shoulder  of  Cap  Rouge.  All  at 
once  the  light  of  a ruddy  sunset  filled  the 
Gulf  with  great  splendor,  and  we  stood  on 
a pinnacle  in  the  midst  of  it;  it  illuminated 
the  sea,  blue  and  flecked  with  white-caps, 
the  surf  and  flying  spray  leaping  at  the 
long  jagged  coast -line  of  crags  and  rocks 
far  below  us,  the  little  farm-houses  and  the 
narrow  strip  of  fields  running  along  the 
top  of  the  bluffs,  and  back  of  this  the  range 
of  dark  bold  peaks  and  gorges  leading  away 
to  a far-off  headland.  Cape  Mabou.  As 
the  day  ended  we  found  shelter  with  one 
of  the  Acadian  fishing  farmers;  but  as 
this  peculiar  people  is  not  the  subject  of 
this  paper,  I pass  on  through  Cheticarnp 
and  Friar's  Head  to  the  Scotch  settle- 
ments. The  Margaree,  a charming  pas- 
toral valley,  is  considered  the  garden  of 
Cape  Breton;  in  freshets  the  stream  over- 
flows its  banks,  and  thus  keeps  up  the  vir- 
gin fertility  of  the  soil.  You  feel  here 
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,r  v.  ;mt.,  preliminary  to  marritig&  the  wedding 
happy,  just  then  under  discussion  was  a little 
;•  along  more  eventful  than  common  in  the  nuni- 
hor.  lie  her,  hut  not  in  the  kind,  of  incidents.  To 
Us,  was  iK'gin  at  the  beginning:  When  a young 
if  mow-  man  decides  that  In-  will  marry,  he  often 
,-oicc  to  first  builds  a house:  and  it  is  no  trivial 
ecu  the  mailer  here,  where  most  yf  tie  lumber  is 
r racks, " sawn  hy  baud  in  a pit.  A man  may  he 
rl  imsily  said  to  he  in  earnest  when  he  begitfis  his 
?d  to  ar  suit  with  months  of  such  hard  labor— and. 
was  the  that  too.  from  a disinterested  motive,  not 
ed  some  having  tic-  faintest  idea,  perhaps,  us  to 
nmected  \v\nj>  will  be  the  tjlistress  of  tie*  house. 

We  saw  a nutnher  of  such  expectant 
ecefs.xij.rv  buildings.  in  nil  states  arid  of  many  ages ; 
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for  some,  failing  to  get  a tenant,  stood 
without  windows  or  doors,  the  image  of  a 

desolate  and  empty  heart.  John  , 

a young  man  duly  prepared  and  deter- 
mined to  marry,  had  set  out  the  previous 
week  with  his  spokesman  to  get  a wife. 
He  had  no  particular  preference  for  any 
one,  but  they  decided  to  go  first  to  the 

house  of  Mary , one  of  the  brightest 

girls  of  the  parish,  whom  he  had  often 
noted,  but  with  whom  he  had  never 
spoken.  When  they  entered  the  house,  a 
hint  of  their  object  was  given  to  Mary, 
and  she  retired  from  the  sitting-room. 
The  spokesman  then  delivered  his  speech, 
in  which  he  praised  the  personal  quali- 
ties, the  fortune,  the  social  position,  of  his 
friend,  and  asked  the  hand  of  Mary  for 
him.  As  the  father  had  no  objection  to 
the  offer,  he  at  once  consented  to  leave  the 
matter  to  his  daughter.  She  was  called 
in,  and  the  spokesman  conferred  quietly 
a while  with  her  in  a corner,  and  she  con- 
sented to  the  marriage.  The  spokesman 
then  led  her  out  to  the  middle  of  the  floor, 
and  Joh  n came  from  his  corner  and  took  her 
by  the  hand;  thus  the  “contract”  was  ac- 
cepted, under  the  usual  penalty  of  forfeit- 
ing twenty  dollars  in  case  the  engagement 
was  broken.  The  evening  was  spent  in* 
dancing;  but  if  any  of  the  deacons  had 
had  wind  of  the  affair,  it  is  probable  that 
they  would  have  come  and  changed  the 
festivity  into  a prayer-meeting. 

The  young  man  afterward  engaged  the 
priest  to  publish  the  banns  for  the  first  and 
last  time  on  the  following  Sabbath.  But 
Mary  had  her  own  plans  in  all  this:  she 
knew  that  the  affair  would  reach  the 

ears  of  Sandy , for  whom  she  had  a 

strong  preference,  and  perhaps  bring  him 
promptly  to  a proposal.  Sandy  did  come, 
and  the  upshot  of  it  was  that  he  and  his 
father  went  late  on  Saturday  night,  roused 
the  priest,  and  had  Sandy’s  name  substi- 
tuted in  the  banns  for  that  of  applicant 
number  one. 

This  new  shuffling  of  the  cards  was 
common  enough,  so  that  it  caused  but  a 
passing  smile  among  the  friends  of  the 
parties  most  interested.  But  a certain 
young  man  who  heard  the  banns  went 
home  in  such  depression  that  he  asked 
his  father  for  ten  dollars.  When  ques- 
tioned he  explained  that  the  girl  whom 
he  had  always  intended  to  marry  was  to 

become  the  bride  of  Sandy , and  he 

was  going  away  to  the  States.  “Well, 
and  why  don't  ye  carry  her  off  and  mar- 
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ry  her  yersel,  Malcolm  ? I’ll  give  ye  the 
upper  farm  this  minute.  Go,  get  yer 
brother,  see  the  girl,  and  bring  her  home 
here.  We’ll  keep  her  safe.”  Now  it 
happened  that  Malcolm  was  the  richest  of 
the  three  applicants,  besides  being,  I will 
suppose  for  charity’s  sake,  a good  fellow. 
Suffice  it  to  say  that  they  brought  the  girl 
home,  bag  and  baggage,  by  stealth,  that 
Sunday  night,  and  mounted  a guard  that 
prevented  the  success  of  any  stratagem  on 
either  her  part  or  the  part  of  others,  and 
they  were  married  on  the  following  Tues- 
day. 

These  persons  were  by  no  means  of  the 
lower  ranks : the  girl  was  described  to  me 
by  an  old  fisherman  as  a “ noble-minded- 
lookin’  girl,  sir;  a fine  specimen  of  the 
Highland  craft.”  A man  is  all  the  more 
highly  esteemed  for  such  a feat.  The  re- 
jected fellow  does  not  lose  heart;  he  gen- 
erally keeps  on  with  his  negotiations,  day 
after  day,  house  after  house,  until  he  finds 
a partner.  An  intelligent  woman,  w’hile 
admitting  the  general  predominance  of 
worldly  interests  in  these  matters,  and  the 
suddenness  with  which  marriages  were 
very  often  made,  said  that  unhappy  fam- 
ilies are  nevertheless  rare  among  this 
people. 

The  domestic  life  of  the  couple  even  to- 
day in  most  of  the  peasants’  homes  will 
be  exceedingly  primitive;  the  woman  will 
do  the  spinning,  weaving,  and  knitting 
required  bv  the  family;  and  the  man  will 
make  nearly  everything  needed  in  the 
house  and  on  the  farm . A farm  and  a fam- 
ily will  require  about  two  hundred  dol- 
lars’ worth  of  feed,  food,  and  sundries,  and 
this  amount  represents  the  average  pro- 
duction of  the  little  farms  of  Cape  Breton, 
together  with  the  fishing  that  many  do  at 
odd  times.  In  the  spring,  actual  want  is 
sometimes  felt  by  many  families  until 
fishing  begins  and  the  cows  give  milk  once 
more.  But  the  island  is  generally  free 
from  paupers. 

We  were  off  again  early  in  the  morn- 
ing over  the  hills.  The  valley  of  north- 
east Margaree  was  a lake  of  snow-white 
onists,  half  in  the  shadow  of  the  eastern 
nills ; the  Sugar  Loaf  Mountain  rose  above 
it  all  as  a dark  blue  island.  The  freshness 
of  the  morning  seemed  to  have  entered  the 
people,  for  the  road  was  alive  with  advan- 
cing groups,  all  decked  in  theirsombrebest, 
some  on  horseback,  many  walking  with 
elastic  steps.  They  all  talked  in  Gaelic, 
in  rather  low  but  cheerful  voices;  and  a 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


■ftv PE  BteOK  FOLK 


-curiam  prevailed  even  among  the  athletic  games,  two  s?nali  .pluU'<a’m«  for 
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3.  12  M. — Cold  temperance  lunch. 

4.  1 P.M. — Second  part  of  talking,  swing- 
ing:, and  waiting  to  swing. 

5.  8 P.M. — Drive  along  the  road  home- 
ward. 

But  this  “ Gathering  of  the  Clans,”  al- 
though a private  speculation  for  collect- 
ing money  wherewith  to  build  a house, 
was  a more  important  event.  It  was  ad- 
vertised that  a noted  professional  wrestler 
would  contend  with  an  equally  able 
young  man  of  the  lake,  and  that  the  af- 
fair would  present  many  other  attractions. 
From  9 A.M.  until  3 P.M.  the  entertain- 
ment consisted  of  dancing  and  waiting 
for  the  professional  wrestler.  Each  of  the 
platforms  had  about  it  a large  crowd  look- 
ing at  the  reels  and  jigs  and  the  piper. 
The  dancing  went  on  all  day  vigorously. 

The  most  impressive  figure  of  all  was 
the  piper.  The  pipes  go  well  with  the 
national  emblem : they  are  a very  thistle 
in  your  ear.  Their  weird,  barbaric  strains 
are  certainly  inspiriting  and  martial,  but 
you  must  be  a Scotchman  to  love  them. 
One  of  the  pipers,  a very  tall,  very  dark, 
very  shaggy  man,  sat  straight  up  with  a 
rigid  neck,  stiff  figure,  puffed-out  cheeks, 
and  looked  like  the  presiding  genius  of 
some  awful  heathen  rite.  But  he  was  one 
of  the  gentlest  of  men.  I afterward  spent 
a day  with  him  noting  some  of  the  native 
airs  of  Cape  Breton.  The  following  is  a 
good  example : 


We  enjoyed  a drive  about  Cape  Mabou 
with  some  gentlemen  of  the  lake,  and  on 
the  way  wTe  not  only  had  some  fine  views, 
but  also  some  account  of  the  manners  and 
customs  of  the  people.  I have  already 
described  the  ceremonies  connected  with 
courtship  and  marriage.  The  last  scenes 
of  life  also  present  some  interest.  A 
wake,  whether  among  the  Presbyterians 
or  the  Catholics,  gathers  a great  crowd  in 
the  house  of  the  deceased  ; during  two 
days  the  family  is  constantly  at  hard 
work,  night  and  day,  serving  successive 
meals  to  those  who  arrive.  It  is  consid- 
ered a marked  offense  not  to  come  to  a 
wake,  and,  when  there,  not  to  eat  and 
drink  abundantly.  Two  or  three  funer- 
als near  together  have  actually  ruined  a 
family.  The  pious  and  aged  in  the  room 
where  the  corpse  lies  generally  occupy 
their  time  in  reading  and  praying,  while 
the  young,  in  another  room,  solace  their 
grief  by  eating,  drinking,  and  flirting. 
Many  are  more  or  less  drunk  when  the 
procession  moves  on  or  collects  about  the 
grave,  and  generally  it  is  then  that  the 
fight  occurs  which  seems  a part  of  every 
good  funeral. 

Although  amusements  are  being  sup- 
pressed as  much  as  possible  by  the  pious, 
yet  now  and  then  at  Hallowe'en  the  “ fou- 
erach”  is  still  eaten— a mixture  of  raw 
oat-meal  stirred  in  cream  in  which  is  a 
ring  to  be  found.  New-Year’s  Eve  is 


And  another  musician  gave  me  this  air  rarely  noticed  ; the  young,  armed  with 
and  Gaelic  song  of  his  own  composition,  sticks,  sometimes  collect  in  silence  about 
in  which  he  celebrates  the  pastoral  charms  a house,  and  then  all  at  once  fall  to  beat- 
of  the  southwest  Margaree:  ing  it  on  all  sides.  The  noise  seldom  fails 


Digitized  by 


Gq  gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


CAPE  BRETON  FOLK,  619 

-to.  arouse  Uh?  host ; tvTimi  he  t*or$8&  '■’•  M>«.  ahi-dpUr  almost.  to  the  legal  height  of 
door  he  ' mks  v.  hal  they  wishvHml  lie-  mountains.  Here  ami  ihen?.-a-<K*er?  •'mre 
m&iuls  that  they Mtikif a rtiyure/hl  • cleave  the  mg^rj  -djctir&i-  dmvu  at 

reply  before  be  will  admit  .them  Tor  a the  nm>  vipward  iu  a 

Itimi  Oil ^ generally  passes  xrit.fi - ;ua]  at  Lust  expand*-;  m an  amuiibboairr of 
out  fiiwittioti)  nr  gpiitnHentv  to  qm>ie  one  kmdK  vale*.  tiekL.  ami  forest  }iff$i  iu>  on 
of  tile ' naiiHtel^  of; tlie  ilium  the  mouuUuu'top.  The; ' . 


mmSrv 


if® 

-•v,-v : _■-,  - 


o 0 visy  as  mm?, 


tors.  ‘ VV c ft ud  rut  onuufruanre  ^iviMt  lo  hvoMIK’  huh)  /;ap<\s  l»e/».ve*«n  i he- gm'v*- - o. 

it  iii  the  Bible,  tether  ItV  oVVx&Yir  a o»hu> 

p.U%'.aml  *w e are  very  :i.o»-b  of  Urn  opinion  at ui.r;S  Mebe  -I ipptuir  Wo  -v^b.,  and  ob- 
tit  at  it  is  of  popish,  if  rna  of  bhaUum.  Oti  s»  i>ve  > hr  OiiMO  it.  iocMOW  »yd  i u -sv,j.y  down 
gio'A'  n.  On • 0«  - f'io  t.r  eUrfyy.mt-  ! c »ti<* jjiti' 

At  la>I  tie-  roliri  Orou^liV  o*  one  more  ho tnw  *in»»»i;.  Tliv  OiU*/ -voaiOOi  hm  h.t  ii.v 
on  to  the  Gulf  AiO-  • ..f  thr  GG.i}b.  i.-.HI:  in*  Gobi'  * :}v,.:i.y  o<:  t tovurn 

of  Cape  Mahon,  'fhc':i*,-y  ^->  ^11^-  v,-{;y  Vyomi  the  pale  bine  inn  of  l'rnic.'  F.d 


620 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


ward  Island,  and  westward  along  the  rug- 
ged bluffs.  You  look  straight  into  the 
arctic  cave  of  the  Northeaster ; he  rushes 
over  these  sheer  bleak  heights  with  demo- 
niac roarings,  and  everything  must  cower 
before  his  rage.  The  life  of  the  region 
seemed  to  be  personated  by  a withered  old 
man,  whose  ragged  homespun  hung  on 
him  as  on  a skeleton,  and  whose  unkempt 
locks  flew  about  with  the  wind.  He  bent 
low  over  his  scythe,  and  with  tragic  eager- 
ness tried  to  mow  the  few  spears  of  wiry 
grass  sticking  up  out  of  the  barren  earth. 
A little  more  steepness,  and  he  had  rolled 
into  the  sea  as  the  stones  did ; a little  more 
wind,  and  he  had  been  whirled  away  as 
the  leaves  in  November. 

Night  seemed  more  in  harmony  with 
such  bleak  poverty  than  the  glory  of  sun- 
set; it  enshrouded  us  all  as  we  threaded 
our  way  homeward,  inland,  up  one  of  the 
glens.  Finally  the  moon  arose,  broke 
through  the  trees,  and  lit  up  here  and 
there  an  ethereal  picture  hung  against 
the  background  of  night  in  the  forest — 
a pool  of  the  brook,  overhung  with  dewy 
ferns  and  silvered  cobwebs.  Then  we 
came  out  on  the  high,  wide,  open  bar- 
rens under  the  stars,  and  later  followed 
down  another  shadowy  gleu,  and  regain- 
ed Lake  Ainslie. 

We  set  out  now  on  the  last  stretch  of 
our  walk  to  Whycocoraah,  on  the  Bras 
d’Or  lakes. 

Whycocomah  was  doubly  charming 
after  the  bleakness  of  the  sea-coast  and 
the  fatigue  of  travel.  White  here  left 
me,  but  I settled  down  in  the  comfortable 
inn  to  continue  my  rambles  in  Cape  Bret- 
on throughout  the  Indian  summer.  It 
is  one  of  the  prettiest  places  on  the  island. 
Paddling  into  the  little  bay  one  stormy 
day,  I saw  that  clouds  covered  the  sum- 
mits of  the  hills  close  about,  so  that  the 
upper  forests  were  all  in  very  dark  shad- 
ow against  the  white  mists,  while  the  slop- 
ing fields  and  the  village  below  seemed 
thus  to  be  shut  into  a verdant  cavern ; the 
bay,  of  a leaden  gloom,  gleamed  with  seeth- 
ing white  caps  ; the  place  seemed  a High- 
land lake  in  a storm,  a place  fit  for  these 
Scotchmen  banished  to  the  New  World. 

From  Salt  Mountain  you  look  over 
Great  Bras  d'Or  Lake,  with  its  intricate  in- 
termingling of  land  and  water,  and  its 
horizon  of  distant  hills;  but  a more  per- 
fect picture  is  seen  from  the  hill  north  of 
the  village.  Islands,  long  thin  points, 
channels,  bays,  hills,  and  valleys  come  to- 
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gether  in  a charming  composition.  When 
you  return  to  the  village  you  relish  the 
more  limited  picture,  the  quiet  street  strag- 
gling along  one  of  the  many  coves,  and 
the  blacksmith’s  door  alive  with  this 
quaint  people.  It  has  the  charm  of  seclu- 
sion, and  of  the  lack  of  anything  very 
striking.  When  a great  sea-going  vessel 
comes  into  this  cove  among  the  hills  to 
load  with  birch  timber,  you  feel  surprised 
by  the  outside  world,  where  something 
may  be  going  on. 

The  open-air  sacrament  is  probably  the 
most  impressive  ceremony  to  be  seen 
among  these  Scotch  Presbyterians,  and  I 
was  glad  to  set  off  for  English  Town  and 
the  north  shore  of  St.  Ann’s  Bay  once 
more  to  witness  one  of  these  characteristic 
scenes.  Some  years  ago  these  sacraments 
were  held  on  successive  Sundays  in  adjoin- 
ing parishes,  and  entire  congregations  at- 
tended them,  but  now  they  are  held  at  the 
same  date  in  distant  localities,  to  prevent 
them  drawing  such  large  and  disorderly 
com  panies.  The  sacraments  are  very  much 
cherished  by  the  old  people,  who  enjoy 
the  devotions,  as  well  as  the  yearly  occa- 
sion it  gives  for  social  intercourse ; by  very 
many  worldly-minded,  for  making  horse 
trades,  and  the  preliminaries  of  more  im- 
portant transactions;  and  by  the  young 
people  for  the  fun  they  afford.  The  serv- 
ices, in  both  Gaelic  and  English,  were  held 
on  opposite  sides  of  a little  meadow  in- 
closed by  trees  and  the  road,  and  divided 
by  a merry  brook.  In  the  centre  was  the 
“tent”  for  the  ministers  — a sentry-box 
with  a wide  window.  In  front  of  this  were 
a very  narrow  long  table,  a bench  on  each 
side  of  it,  and  several  benches  near  the 
tent.  There  were  also  three  posts,  each 
bearing  on  top  a little  box  for  the  recep- 
tion of  contributions,  and  many  who 
passed  dropped  coppers  into  them.  The 
crowd  was  in  sombre  black,  with  now 
and  then  the  pin-back  dress  and  the  bon- 
net of  a servant-girl  returned  from  the 
States  for  a summer  visit  among  her  peo- 
ple. The  older  women  wore  a plain  white 
cap  under  a black  sun-bonnet  or  black  ker- 
chief. Thus  the  crowd  was  a gathering 
of  austere  and  simple  homespun  folk.  For 
a while  they  walked  about  greeting  friends 
whom  they  had  not  seen  perhaps  for  a 
year.  But  the  greeting  was  sober:  sisters 
even  did  not  kiss;  many  met  at  first  in  si- 
lence, with  teeth  set  and  eyes  fixed,  and 
shook  hands  vigorously  a long  time  with 

the  motion  of  sawing  wood. 
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The  sacrament  in  the  open  air  originated  bidden  worship.  It  was  thus  established 
with  the  Covenanters,  when  they  met  by  in  Up?  Lowlands  with  the  organization  Of 
stealth  in  the  fields  or  woods  for  their  for-  Protestantism,  and  it  still  continues  to  be 
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a characteristic  feature  of  the  Highlands  “St.  Paul 
after  its  discontinuation  in  the  Lowlands,  tyrs” ; bu 
The  sacrament  begins  always  at  eleven  on  rendering 
Thursday.  This  day  is  regarded  as  one  earth.  Th 
of  preparation;  the  spirit  of  it  is  that  of  under  the 
fasting  and  humiliation,  expressed  in  the  turnsatle 
usual  services;  the  singing  of  the  psalms  one  of  the 
of  David,  prayers,  and  a sermon — all  in  recitative 
Gaelic.  The  singing  is  what  first  impress-  congregat 
ed  me  as  perfectly  unique.  The  tunes  er  him,  si 
have  well-known  names,  such  as  “Elgin,”  phrases  o 

Precentor  Jlecit . Congregation. 


“St.  Paul,”  “Bangor,”  “ London,”  “ Mar- 
tyrs” ; but  the  actual  compositions  and  the 
rendering  are  unlike  any  other  music  on 
earth.  Three  promptersor  precentors  stood 
under  the  window  of  the  ten t.aud  took  their 
turnsat  leading  the  singing ; that  is  to  say, 
one  of  them  sang  rapidly  as  an  improvised 
recitative  each  line  of  the  psalm,  and  the 
congregation  then  repeated  each  line  aft- 
er him,  singing  in  unison  the  successive 
phrases  of  the  tune.  Here  are  the  words 
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;u><$  tiViit3ic  MuHyt^.7  But . voiced  piiV ; iiVji^k- ,a.uil  shirs. 
tlU^>  sijv^iug  paii  pot  be'  ima^iri6if-.fw>in  . Eli*  *eiufe  Up/;*  *abdu*<l..  -ifii&i 

the  score.  <>r  from  -a  i-et>derimr  <>f  it  Ui*t  i>  womlerfuliy  unithmy  TK»*-fimi<:ii* 
h&ial  musical  - uur  -xcm  mt i*tjtftt’(fj^ 

si.lpAV-u.nfl ''  /im*i  * '.>«**. ri'f  t I*v._  vc-i^rfrlvy - wiirif^feins; wJ 
]y  jdamiivn  voice,  a soft  prmmmYcUi'm.  uud  to  me  of  a r.v*|r*  perfVcMy  Mamd  tu  rhe 

n.  tsrpui  rap^^sion  : bis  recitatives  art"  n&  seem?::  • lie  u }»Hliiur<*h  in  tear-  o, 

afranfe;  but  full  of  faiiWty--koi4|Kv^syiii  .^rcrirty  and  >irhpH- 
IHtJtb  not^s  and ^ slnr^vai)U  by  cuxara^t  his  * itf.  ; :mt  in  & 

phni$Q§  aw  Wittered  ■ still  wore  UnvShuijK  tfpUtfr  Itair  -iiici  heard,  tu  {^? 

after  the  mass of  sound  corning  from  tin*  for  smilm# ; but  some  i ntenor  power  bad 
pfcopfipy : - ;ifl4e:«ougi^^iS.uo; 'ulm  mig*  with  wmx  half  of  Inm  tor w? 
softness:  but  as  rmli • ridimto  ha vr  Uffrir  it  seemed  so  ;d  timus  v/heu  one  brow,  one 
tw#  prev^l),; tffl?  ^vpf  duo  wljr  Ytf  Vto  mouth,  alteunty^efc^d 

hies  are  drawn  nut  beyond  .measure,.  !.vh)i  v.H1i  mi  expression  m yioom.  Hamlin# 
a nasal  drawl.  and  the  ■..■shorter  ones  are  up  m ike  little  sentry  box  with  his  hoods 
clipped  vdf  aiid\6vva.HowM;l.  .KuVihr  nnh*  damped  oyer  hrs  rettuuduv*,  he  wailed  in 
nary  irritotiou  produced  hy  these  defects  silence  h,r  some,  inownmts,  moil  he  had 
is  rod  felt  In  the  complete  of  esmldished  hi msel  f in  «t  s)«K sSviVV.iivg  nu> 

rhythm  you  fee!  less  the  detects  of  lone;  t ion from  tub  to. dike  t h fo Hiving  t»^  semn- 
in  hud  t?o  drawliu#  is-  the  ^'xeeutimi  that  ed’ essential  io  dH  these  * hue  Breton  speak- 
yon  jmd  abandon  all  twiiumnortU  of  or*  and  showers  ^oort  he  started.  in  a 
lime,  am!  accept  the  ei\>ru  of  iimmabon  very  low  ri;uc*.  ;v  heunnlH^yaVftjxh  and  a 
al&thV  Thete  <3aelH*  psalms  often  have  Invitation  rdHo^lhcr.  ai^f  the  hesitation 
ah  extrao^liiiarv  effect;  dvhdh  the  people  oft^ti  tr i Uhji||hett ’ntad^  him;>y4jt  agiiiin. |i*h 
at  tiiues  happen  lo  utififi  their  plairitiYe:  tit  jnoi%  'tvvip^ifi^  •{*$&  $$oixh?l  a surges 
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tioti.  The  great  silver-bowed  spectacles  some  in  the  shade  of  umbrellas,  the  men 
finally  came  up  from  the  depths  of  a pock-  all  bare  headed.  It  was,  indeed,  a day  of 
et,  and  after  two  or  three  attempts  scaled  fasting  and  prayer:  the  services  lasted 
the  heightSsand  planted  themselves  astride  from  eleven  till  five  o'clock,  when  we  all 
his  nose.  The  discourse  was  then  pursued,  went  to  dinner  at  the  farm-houses  in  the 
in  its  regular  form ; the  voice  continued  to  neighborhood. 

the  end  very  low,  confidential,  winning.  The  .sacrament  puts  a serious  burden  on 
Judging  hirnby  his  English  sermons,  ideas  the  households  near  the  grounds.  Hum 
were  as  rare  as  the  angels"  visits  that  d reds  of  visitors  live  at  these  homes  dur- 
seemed  reflected  from  time  to  time  on  the  ing  four  or  five  days,  from  fifty  to  sev- 
old  man's  benevolent  face ; so,  to  lilt  in.  the  euty  five  being  quartered  in  each  small 
last  words  or  phrase  of  a sentence  may  be  house.  The  garret  floor  is  turned  into 
sometimes  repeated  three,  even  four  times;  two  great  beds,  one  for  the  men  and  am 
the connc'ctions  were  made .by  these lapped  other  for  the  women;  the  barn  also  is 
joints.  The  pauses  were  frequently  long-  sometimes  occupied.  The  family  is  busy 
er  than  his  short  phrases;  but.  the  -swing,  for  many  days  baking  and  preparing  for 
the  driving  power,  held  out;  the  majestic  the  arrival  of  such  a company;  the  cost 
slowness  did  not  fail,  oven  though,  as  I is  a serious  embarrassment  to  many,  and 
saw,  i(  should  ruin  during  the  entire  day.  yet  the  traditions  ami  hospitality  of  the 
Be  preached  eternity.  race  prevent  them  from  accepting  pay  for 

The  people,  meanwhile,  filled  the  few  the  entertainment.  The  house  to  which 
benches,  and  sat  and  lav  about  on  t He  I was  invited  was  thronged;  the  tables 
ground  in  groups  without  much  order;  were  served  abundantly  all  the  remain- 
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der  of  the  afternoon  with  potatoes,  salt 
fish,  butter,  bread,  milk,  bannocks,  tea. 
There  were  none  of  the  graces  of  polite- 
ness; intercourse  wentou  in  ahap-hazard 
way,  and  took  care  of  itself  as  it  might 
among  a very  primitive  peasantry.  But 
in  spite  of  crudeness,  the  mood  of  the 
company  was  attractive  to  me ; they  seem- 
ed to  be  subdued  with  religious  sentiment, 
and  yet  warmed  by  strong-social  feeling. 

Communion  Sabbath  is  the  most  impor- 
tant day  of  the  sacrament  in  both  a reli- 
gious and  a social  point  of  view.  At  an 
early  hour  the  roads  were  thronged  with 
men  and  women  on  foot,  on  horseback,  in 
open  buggies;  and  by  ten  o'clock  the 
grounds  were  well  filled  with  people  shak- 
ing hands,  passing  salutations;  some  were 
arranging  quietly  the  preliminaries  of 
horse  trades  and  other  transactions,  and 
all  were  enjoying  the  one  unfailing  public 
gathering  of  the  year.  The  enjoyment, 
however,  had  to  be  detected  beneath  a very 
grave  mien  and  low -voiced  talk.  The 
crowd  that  day, having  a larger  proportion 
of  the  young  and  the  worldly  people,  was 
more  mixed  in  its  composition, but  the  ele- 
ments kept  pretty  distinct,  for  the  devout 
and  the  elderly  formed  the  group  nearest 
the  “tent,”  while  those  of  lesser  degrees 
of  piety  made  concentric  circles  there- 
about. While  the  usual  services  went  on, 
many  groups  of  lads  and  lasses  on  the  out- 
skirts exchanged  notes,  threw  one  another 
motto  candies, and  even  kept  up  conversa- 
tions in  under-tones.  I was  told  that  at  a 
sacrament  some  young  men  once  establish- 
ed themselves  in  a wagon  near  by,  and 
burlesqued  the  communion  service  with 
crackers  and  the  whiskey  bottle.  Now  and 
then  an  elder  walked  about  the  ground 
and  called  for  order.  The  arrival  of  a 
wagon  aroused  ever  dozer,  and  turned  ev- 
ery head  toward  the  road.  A glance  at 
the  assembly,  even  at  the  most  solemn 
moments  of  the  service,  left  one  ignorant 
of  the  fact  that  anything  of  interest  was 
going  on  at  the  central  point, for  all  class- 
es had  the  singular  habit  of  sitting  or  ly- 


ing or  standing  with  their  faces  turned  in 
any  direction.  It  seemed  in  this  respect 
to  be  a picnic  of  deaf-mutes.  The  occa- 
sion showed  in  a striking  way  the  hardi- 
hood of  this  people,  their  indifference  to 
discomfort,  the  force  of  tradition  among 
them,  and,  in  some  cases,  the  absorbing 
sincerity  of  their  piety.  All  day  long  it 
rained,  a cold  east  wind  from  the  Banks 
of  Newfoundland  swept  up  the  valley  in 
gusts,  and  the  chill  was  well-nigh  unen- 
durable to  me.  And  yet  the  good  patri- 
arch preached  on  in  his  eternal  way;  the 
services  kept  their  usual  proportions;  for 
nearly  six  hours  men  and  women  of  three 
generations  sat  on  the  wet  ground,  the 
men  all  bare-headed,  most  of  the  people 
without  the  shelter  of  even  an  umbrella 
or  a water-proof.  Even  when  bad  wea- 
ther prevails  during  all  five  days  of  the 
sacrament  it  does  not  shorten  the  sermons. 
After  the  customary  services  of  prayers, 
psalms,  and  sermon,  the  minister  “fenced 
the  table”;  that  is,  he  spoke  to  the  effect 
of  excluding  those  who  were  not  com- 
municants, and  encouraging  those  who 
held  “tokens”  to  come  forward.  When 
the  communicants  had  taken  their  seats 
and  the  “elements”  had  been  placed  on 
the  table,  the  minister  came  down  from 
the  “tent”  and  read  before  them  the  insti- 
tution of  the  sacrameut,  1st  Corinthians, 
chapter  xi. , verses  23  to  29.  Meanwhile  a 
deacon  collected  the  “tokens”  from  those 
at  the  table.  After  a prayer  and  an  ad- 
dress, the  minister  broke  bread  ami  gave  it 
to  those  nearest  him, and  passed  them  wine, 
and  then  three  deacons  or  elders  served 
the  bread  and  wine  along  the  rest  of  the 
tables.  Externally  it  was  a company  of 
distressed,  abject  mourners  soaked  in  the 
gusts  of  cold  rain,  the  men's  heads  covered 
by  handkerchiefs,  the  women's  by  black 
shawls.  But  they  seemed  entirely  absorb- 
ed by  their  interior  experiences,  the  tor- 
tures of  conscience,  the  hopes  and  terrors 
of  their  faith.  The  sacrament  closed  with 
the  usual  services  on  Monday,  and  the 
crowds  then  dispersed  to  their  homes. 
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THE  imperial  will  of  Napoleon  III. 

decreed,  and  the  ruthless  hand  of 
Baron  Haussmann  traced,  a broad  street 
to  connect  the  two  great  monuments  of 
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the  histrionic  art  of  France — the  Com6die 
Fran9aise  and  the  Op6ra— and  the  result- 
ing Avenue  de  l'Op4ra,  not  finished  until 
long  after  the  Emperor  and  the  Prefect 
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who  planned  it  had  fallen  from  power 
forever,  is  now  a full  artery  of  finance 
and  of  fashion.  On  the  right-hand  side  of 
this  thoroughfare,  as  one  walks  from  the 
home  of  French  comedy  to  the  temple  of 
French  music,  and  not  far  from  the  Rue 
de  la  Paix,  there  is  a restaurant  called 
the  Cafe  de  Paris;  and  here  in  a private 
room,  one  afternoon  early  in  June,  were 
gathered  three  Americans,  just  about  to 
begin  their  lunch.  They  had  fallen  into 
the  French  habit  of  getting  through  the 
•morning  with  no  other  nourishment  than 
a roll  and  a cup  of  coffee,  so  that  they 
were  wont  to  find  themselves  ready  for 
a more  ample  mid  day  breakfast  shortly 
after  twelve.  The  low  ceiling  of  the  en- 
tresol seemed  to  make  the  room  in  which 
they  sat  smaller  than  it  was  in  reality ; but 
there  was  ample  space  for  the  fourth  mem- 
ber of  the  party,  for  whom  they  were  then 
waiting.  The  melon  was  on  the  table, 
and  the  sole  A la  Mornay — a specialty  of 
the  Cafe  de  Paris— had  been  ordered,  but 
still  Dr.  Cheever  did  not  come. 

Mr.  Laurence  Laughton  crossed  over  to 
the  window  by  Mrs.  Rudolph  Vernon. 
“I  hope  you  are  not  very  hungry?”  he 
said. 

‘‘But  I am,” she  answered;  “I  am  fam- 
ished.” 

“So  am  I,”  added  her  husband. 

“Your  conduct  is  unreasonable,  and 
your  feelings  are  reprehensible,”  retorted 
Mr.  Laughton.  “Asa  lady,  Mrs.  Vernon 
has  no  right  to  an  appetite;  aud  as  a poet, 
Mr.  Vernon  should  scorn  the  gross  joys 
of  the  table.” 

“The  idea!”  answered  Mrs.  Vernon. 
“Just  as  if  a woman  could  live  on  air! 
Why,  Uncle  Larry,  I am  hungry  enough 
to  eat  you.” 

Uncle  Larry  arose  quietly,  and  slyly  put 
the  table  between  himself  and  the  young 
lady  who  had  thus  proclaimed  her  can- 
nibalistic capacity.  But  this  movement 
brought  him  close  to  her  husband,  who 
seized  the  opportunity. 

“I  sav,  Laughton,”  he  began,  “it  is 
all  very  well  to  be  a poet,  but  I am  a prac- 
tical man  too,  and  as  a practical  man  I 
am  simply  starving.” 

“Well,”  said  Uncle  Larry,  “you  will 
enjoy  that  sole  a la  Mornay  all  the  more. 
If  it  is  as  good  now  as  it  was  last  year,  it 
is  a poem,  and  it  is  worthy  to  be  embalm- 
ed in  verse.  I believe  that  is  the  phrase 
they  use,  isn’t  it?” 

“And  it's  a disgusting  expression  too, 
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I say,”  interposed  Mrs.  Vernon.  “ I don’t 
like  to  think  of  Rudolph  as  an  undertak- 
er. It's  bad  enough  to  have  a doctor  for 
a brother.” 

“By -the- way,  my  dear, ’’interrupted  her 
husband,  “are  you  sure  that  you  told  the 
doctor  to  meet  us  here  ?” 

“ Of  course  I am,”  she  answered.  “ He 
went  to  the  banker  s for  letters  from  home 
while  I was  putting  on  my  hat  to  go  out, 
and  he  sent  back  a message  to  say  that  he 
had  business,  and  couldn’t  go  to  the  Salon 
with  us,  and  I told  the  messenger  to  tell 
him  to  meet  us  here  to  lunch  at  one 
o'clock.” 

“And  it  is  now  nearly  half  past,”  said 
Rudolph  Vernon,  looking  at  his  watch. 

“Suppose  we  don’t  wait  for  him?” 
suggested  Mrs.  Vernon.  “ You  know,  Ru- 
dolph, that  if  you  go  without  food  it  up- 
sets you  dreadfully.” 

“Well,” said  Uncle  Larry, “I  confess  I 
heard  the  dumb  dinner-bell  of  hunger 
some  time  ago.” 

“Dumb  dinner-bell  of  hunger?”  re- 
peated the  poet,  thoughtfully.  “It  is  a 
neat  figure,  but  scarcely  sufficiently  dig- 
nified for  use — except,  perhaps,  in  comic 
verse.” 

“I  should  think  you  would  find  the  pic- 
tures in  the  Salon  very  valuable  to  you,” 
ventured  Uncle  Larry.  “And  it  is  a pity 
that  the  doctor  did  not  get  there  this  morn- 
ing. Some  of  the  paintings  might  have 
been  useful  to  him— as  studies  in  anato- 
my.” 

“They  were  very  indelicate,  I thought,” 
said  Mrs.  Vernon. 

“ But  I get  ideas  from  them,”  continued 
her  poet-husband.  “ I took  notes  for  two 
first-rate  sonnets.” 

“I  saw  one  picture  which  suggested  a 
poem  to  me,”  remarked  Uncle  Larry,  with 
a quiet  smile. 

“Indeed?”  queried  Mr.  Rudolph  Ver- 
non. 

“It  was  one  of  Henner’s,  and  it  was 
just  like  all  the  other  Henners  I ever  saw. 

It  represented  a young  lady — before  the 
bath.  And  it  seemed  to  me  a perfect  il- 
lustration of  the  nursery  rhyme: 

44  4 Oli,  mother,  may  I go  in  and  swim?1 
4 Oh  yes,  my  darling  daughter: 

Just  hang  your  clothes  on  a hickory  limb, 

And  do  not  go  near  the  water.’  ” 

“ How  absurd!”  laughed  Mrs.  Vernon. 

“Well,” said  Uncle  Larry,  “it  may  be 
absurd,  but  it  is  singularly  exact.  Hen- 
ner’s nymphs  have  always  hung  their 
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clothes  up,  but  they  never  are  in  the  wa- 
ter. Now  I believe  that — ” 

But  Uncle  Larry’s  artistic  creed  was  cut 
short  by  the  entrance  of  Dr.  Cheever. 

“I  hope  you  have  not  waited  for  ine  ?” 
he  began,  in  a deep,  grave  voice  befitting 
a physician  of  his  wisdom  and  reputation. 

“But  we  have  1”  cried  his  sister.  “What 
ever  did  keep  you  so  long  ?” 

“ I was  called  out  unexpectedly,”  he  an- 
swered, quietly,  “and  the  case  proved  more 
important  than  I had  supposed.”  Some- 
thing in  his  manner  warned  his  sister  not 
to  press  him  further  with  questions. 

“Now  you  are  here,”  said  Uncle  Larry, 
“we  will  proceed  with  our  breakfast-at- 
the-fork,  as  the  French  call  it.” 

“ Do  you  think  melon  is  wholesome  to 
begin  a meal  with  ?”  asked  Vernon. 

“Why  not  ?”  answered  the  doctor.  4 4 The 
French  eat  it  then,  and  they  are  not  as  dys- 
peptic as  we  are.” 

“ The  French  don’t  eat  pie!”  said  Uncle 
Larry,  laconically.  “We  do.  In  fact,  I 
have  sometimes  thought  that  the  typical 
American  might  be  defined  as  a travelling 
interrogation  mark  with  the  dyspepsia.” 

“I  wonder,”  remarked  the  doctor,  as  the 
waiter  removed  the  melon  and  brought  in 
the  sole  a la  Movnay — “ I wonder  that  no- 
body has  ever  attempted  to  explain  Ham - 
let  by  the  suggestion  that  the  young  Prince 
Hamlet  has  acute  chronic  dyspepsia.” 

“ By-the-way,  Uncle  Larry,”  asked  Mrs. 
Vernon,  “you  never  told  me  how  you  liked 
Hamlet  at  the  Op6ra  last  night?” 

“ Well,”  said  Uncle  Larry,  44  a Hamlet 
who  is  a Frenchman  and  who  sings,  is  to 
me  the  abomination  of  desolation.  But  it 
is  such  a great  play  that  even  French  sing- 
ing can  not  spoil  it.” 

“ The  construction  of  the  last  act  is  very 
feeble,”  remarked  the  professional  poet, 
critically. 

“Very  violent,  you  mean,”  suggested 
his  wife. 

44  In  art,  violence  is  feebleness.  And 
the  fifth  act  of  Hamlet  is  the  acme  of  tur- 
bulent muddle.” 

Uncle  Larry  and  Dr.  Cheever  exchanged 
quick  glances  as  Vernon  continued: 

“ I do  not  deny  that  it  is  a great  play,  a 
prophetic  play  even,  and  deeply  philosoph- 
ical. Indeed,  nowhere  is  the  Weltschmerz 
and  the  Zeitgeist  more  plainly  voiced  than 
in  Hamlet ; but,  for  all  that,  the  construc- 
tion of  the  last  act  is  grossly  inartistic.” 

“The  idea  of  Ophelia’s  singing  as  she 
floats  down  the  river  is  absurd,”  said  Mrs. 
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Vernon,  supporting  her  husband  and  re- 
membering more  accurately  the  opera  of 
M.  Ambroise  Thomas  than  the  tragedy  of 
William  Shakespeare. 

4 4 People  talk  about  Shakespeare’s  great- 
ness,” continued  Rudolph  Vernon,  “and 
he  was  great ; but  look  at  the  chance  he  had. 
He  came  in  the  nick  of  time,  when  men 
and  women  had  passions,  and  before  all 
the  words  were  worn  out.  I’d  like  to  see 
what  Shakespeare  would  do  now,  when 
men  and  women  have  milk  in  their  veins 
instead  of  blood,  and  when  nearly  all  the 
fine  words  in  the  language  are  second- 
hand.” 

“You  do  not  believe  in  a modern  Ham- 
let, then  ?”  asked  Dr.  Cheever. 

“No;  nor  in  a modern  Ophelia.  Wo- 
men do  not  go  mad  and  drown  themselves 
nowadays.  If  they  are  jilted  by  Hamlet, 
they  marry  Guildenstern  or  Rosencrantz, 
or,  better  yet,  young  Fortinbras.” 

“Oh,  Rudolph,  how  can  you  be  so  un- 
just!” was  his  wife’s  protest.  “ I am  sure 
that  women  love  with  as  much  passion 
and  self-sacrifice  as  ever.  Why,  at  Ma- 
dame Parlier’s  Institute  for  Young  La- 
dies I knew  two  or  three  girls  quite  capa- 
ble of  loving  as  Juliet  did  and  of  dying 
like  Juliet.” 

44  You  are  fortunate  in  your  acquaint- 
ance,” answered  her  husband,  44  more  for- 
tunate by  far  than  I,  for  I do  not  know 
any  Romeo.” 

“Man’s  love  to  day  has  more  common- 
sense,”  Dr.  Cheever  suggested. 

“Exactly,  more  common  - sense,  and 
therefore  less  passion,  and  a smaller  possi- 
bility of  tragedy.  Shakespeare  had  the 
inside  track,  and  it  is  no  use  for  us  mod- 
ern poets  to  hope  to  equal  him.” 

“I  like  to  think  about  the  fatality  of 
love,  and  I hate  to  hear  you  say  that  there 
are  no  Romeos  in  our  time,”  said  Mrs. 
Vernon.  44  It  seems  to  take  the  romance 
out  of  life.” 

44  But  there  isn’t  any  romance  in  life  . 
any  longer, ’’rejoined  her  husband ; “that’s 
my  contention.  We  have  and  we  can 
have  no  Hamlet,  no  Ophelia,  no  Juliet — 
especially  no  Romeo.” 

Uncle  Larry  laughed,  and  suggested: 

44  You  think  a modern  lover  more  like- 
ly to  take  pepsin  pills  than  a deadly  poi- 
son.” 

44 1 do  indeed,”  was  the  poet’s  answer. 
“Man  now  tliiuks  more  of  his  stomach 
than  of  his  heart,  and  where  is  the  poetry 
in  indigestion,  I’d  like  to  know  ?” 
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44  Well,  I don’t  know,”  said  Uncle  Lar- 
ry, as  the  smile  faded  from  his  face.  44  I 
believe  in  the  fatality  of  love  even  in  the 
nineteenth  century.  I have  seen  one  man 
in  love  with  a passion  as  profound  as  any 
Eomeo's,  and  his  end  was  as  tragic.” 

44  Then  he  was  a man  born  out  of  time,” 
urged  Eudolpli  Vernon. 

44  That  may  be,”  answered  Uncle  Larry. 
44  He  was  a man  born  to  sorrow,  and  yet 
he  had  the  happiest  nature  and  the  largest 
heart  of  any  man  I ever  knew.” 

44  Is  he  dead  ?”  asked  Mrs.  Vernon,  with 
a woman’s  sympathy.  “When  did  he 
die  ?” 

44  It  is  nearly  two  years  since  I read  the 
sudden  news  of  his  death  one  summer  aft- 
ernoon. It  is  two  years,  and  yet  he  has 
been  in  my  mind  all  the  morning.  It 
may  be  because  I found  his  last  letter  to 
me  yesterday  in  my  portfolio,  and  I had 
to  read  it  again.  So  to-day  I seem  to  see 
his  pale  handsome  face  and  his  bright 
dark  eyes.  He  had  the  nobility  of  soul 
which  makes  the  true  hero  of  tragedy.” 

44 But  there  is  no  tragedy  to-day,  as 
there  is  no  comedy,”  argued  Eudolph 
Vernon.  “Instead,  we  have  only  la 
tragedie  bourgeoise  and  la  comedie  lar - 
moyante .” 

“ I do  uot  think  you  would  say  that  if 
you  knew  his  story — the  story  of  his  heart 
and  the  cause  of  its  breaking,”  replied 
Laurence  Laughton.  “ To  me  that  is  as 
tragic  as  anything  that  ever  happened.” 

“ I do  not  doubt  that,”  retorted  Vernon, 
hastily.  44  The  story  of  your  friend’s  broken 
heart  may  be  as  tragic  as  anything  that 
ever  happened;  but  in  real  life  little  or 
nothing  happens  in  the  way  it  ought  to 
happen  artistically.” 

“That  was  Balzac’s  theory,”  said  Dr. 
Cheever,  in  his  deep  voice. 

44  You  remind  one  of  the  French  paint- 
er Boucher,  was  it,  or  Watteau,  who  com- 
plained that  nature  put  him  out,”  said 
Uncle  Larry. 

“Balzac's  or  Boucher’s,  the  theory  is 
sound  for  all  that,”  contended  the  poet. 
44  In  real  life  we  have  only  the  raw  mate- 
rial, and  it  is  crude  and  harsh,  and  it  has 
no  beginning  and  no  end— in  an  artistic 
sense,  I mean*  It  is  wholly  lacking  in 
symmetry  and  proportion.  And  as  mod- 
ern real  life  is  nearest  to  us,  it  is  the  least 
artistic  and  the  most  unfinished.” 

44  Tell  him  your  story,  Mr.  Laughton, 
and  confute  him  on  the  spot,”  suggested 
the  doctor. 
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“Yes,  do  tell  us,  Uncle  Larry,”  said 
Mrs.  Vernon;  “and  then,  if  it  really  is 
tragic,  you  know,  why,  perhaps  Eudolph 
can  use  it  in  a poem  after  all.” 

“I’m  open  to  conviction,  of  course,” 
admitted  Vernon,  4 4 and  I'd  like  to  hear 
about  your  friend’s  taking  off,  but  I am 
free  to  say  that  I do  not  believe  it  is  a 
rounded  and  harmonious  whole.  *As  I 
said,  in  real  life  we  can  get  of  necessity 
only  fragments  out  of  a man’s  life,  and  a 
cross  section  of  a fragment  is  not  art.” 

Laurence  Laughton  hesitated  a moment. 

The  waiter  brought  in  the  coffee,  and  the 
gentlemen  lighted  their  cigars. 

“It  seems  almost  like  sacrilege  to  the 
dead  to  tell  Ealph  Dexter’s  story  merely 
to  prove  a point,”  Laughton  began,  taking 
a sharp  pull  at  his  tiny  cigar.  44  But  it 
will  free  my  mind  to  tell  the  tale,  and  it 
gives  me  occasion  to  speak  well  of  him. 

He  was  the  son  of  an  old  friend  who  had 
been  very  kind  to  me  when  I was  3 boy, 
and  I tried  to  pay  to  the  son  the  debt  of 
gratitude  due  to  the  father.  His  mother 
died  when  he  was  born,  and  as  an  only 
child  his  father  gave  him  a double  share 
of  love,  for  himself  and  for  his  mother. 

But  when  he  was  only  seven  years  old 
the  battle  of  Gettysburg  was  fought,  and 
Lieutenant-Colonel  Dexter  took  command 
of  our  regiment  after  Colonel  Delancey 
Jones  had  been  killed  in  the  first  day's 
fight.  As  we  pressed  forward  to  repel 
Pickett’s  charge,  Dexter  fell  from  his  horse, 
mortally  wounded.  He  took  my  hand  as 
I bent  over  him,  and  said,  ‘Take  care  of 
Ealph.’  The  boy  was  his  last  thought, 
and  those  were  his  last  words.  He  had 
left  a will  appointing  me  the  boy’s  guard- 
ian, and  I do  not  believe  that  ever  did 
guardian  and  ward  get  on  better  together 
than  Ralph  and  I.  He  was  a bright  boy, 
strong,  wholesome,  manly— a true  boy,  as 
he  was  to  be  a true  man.  He  worshipped 
the  memory  of  his  father,  and  in  remem- 
brance of  his  father’s  death  he  wanted  to 
be  a soldier.  At  a competitive  examina- 
tion he  won  his  appointment  to  a cadet- 
ship at  West  Point.  He  enjoyed  his  four 
years  of  hard  work  there,  and  he  was 
graduated  first  in  his  class,  going  into  the 
Engineers  at  once  as  a second  lieutenant. 

Side  by  side  with  his  enthusiasm  for  the 
soldier's  calling  lay  a strong  interest  in 
science,  and  in  getting  into  the  Engineers 
he  had  accomplished  the  utmost  of  his 
hopes.  He  had  been  a happy  boy ; he  had 
passed  four  happy  years  at  West  Point; 
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and  he  began  life  with  the  prospect  of 
happiness  full  before  him.” 

As  Laughton  paused  to  light  his  cigar, 
which  he  had  suffered  to  go  out,  Mrs.  Ver- 
non interjected,  “ Why,  you  said  it  was  to 
be  a tragedy,  but  it  begins  like  a comedy. 
I can  almost  hear  wedding  bells  in  the 
distance.” 

“Where  is  the  heroine  of  your  trage- 
dy ?”  asked  Vernon. 

“Well,”  said  Uncle  Larry,  inhaling  a 
mouthful  of  smoke,  “the  heroine  is  at 
hand.” 

“I’m  glad  of  that,”  remarked  Mrs.  Ver- 
non, soaking  a lump  of  sugar  in  her  coffee- 
spoon.  4 4 1 don’t  like  stories  of  men  only ; 
I want  to  hear  about  a woman.” 

“I  do  not  think  you  will  like  the  wo- 
man when  you  hear  about  her,”  answered 
Laughton. 

“Why,  was  she  ugly  ?”  asked  the  lady. 

“No;  she  was  almost  the  most  beautiful 
woman  I ever  saw ; and  I have  heard  you 
say  that  she  was  beautiful.” 

44  Why,  Uncle  Larry,  have  I ever  seen 
her!”  inquired  Mrs.  Vernon,  eagerly, 
“When  was  it?  and  where?” 

“You  have  seen  her,  but  you  do  not 
know  her,”  answered  Laughton. 

“Oh,  how  mysterious ! Now  go  on  and 
tell  me  all  about  it,  and  where  your  friend 
met  her,  and  what  happened.”  And  Mrs. 
Vernon  lifted  her  lump  of  sugar  to  her 
lips  and  settled  back  on  the  divan  which 
ran  along  one  wall  of  the  little  room. 

44  Ralph  Dexter  got  leave  of  absence  in 
the  latter  part  of  the  summer  of  1881,  and 
he  came  east  for  a change.  Some  friends 
were  going  to  Mount  Desert,  and  he  joined 
them  in  a trip  to  that  fascinating  Summer 
School  of  Philosophy.  His  friends  went 
away  after  a week,  but  he  staid  on.  The 
Duchess  of  Washington  Square  — you 
know  Mrs.  Martin,  of  course?”  And 
Laughton  paused  for  an  answer. 

“Oh  dear  yes,”  laughed  Mrs.  Vernon. 
“Everybody  knows  the  Duchess.” 

“Then  you  know  that  she  is  a born 
match-maker?” 

44 Indeed  I do!  Why,  it  was  she  who 
introduced  Rudolph  to  me.  The  dear  old 
soul !”  answered  Mrs.  Vernon. 

44  Well,”  said  Uncle  Larry,  44  then  you 
will  not  be  surprised  to  be  told  that  she 
seized  on  Ralph  Dexter  as  soon  as  he  ar- 
rived, and  insisted  on  introducing  him  to 
the  most  beautiful  girl  in  Mount  Desert.” 

“What  was  her  name?”  asked  Mrs. 
Vernon*.  ipnocenthr. 
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44  Her  name  was  Sibylla.” 

44  Sibylla  ? That  does  not  help  me  out. 

I never  heard  of  a Sibylla.  Did  you  ?”  ask- 
ed Mrs.  Vernon,  turning  to  Dr.  Cheever. 

44 1 have  met  a lady  of  that  name— quite 
recently,”  answered  the  doctor,  and  there 
seemed  to  be  a certain  significance  in  his 
tone. 

44  What  was  she  like  ?”  queried  the  poet. 

44  I’m  not  a good  hand  at  an  inventory 
of  a woman’s  charms,  but  I’ll  do  it  as  well 
as  I can.  She  was  a blonde  with  dark 
eyes.  Her  face  was  absolutely  perfect  in 
its  Greek  purity  and  regularity.  Her 
neck  and  arms  were  worthy  of  the  hand 
of  Phidias  or  Praxiteles;  and  magnifi- 
cent as  she  seemed,  she  had  a certain  mar- 
ble statuesqueness  which  makes  the  allu- 
sion even  more  exact  than  it  is  compli- 
mentary. In  fact,  she  was  not  a woman 
one  could  compliment  on  her  looks,  for 
her  beauty  was  of  so  high  an  order  that 
all  praise  seemed  inadequate  and  paltry. 

I heard  Mat  Hitchcock  once  say  that  she 
walked  like  a goddess  and  danced  like  an 
angel.” 

“And  where  did  this  paragon  of  per- 
fection come  from  ?”  asked  Mrs.  Vernon, 
unenthusiastically. 

“From  a little  town  in  the  interior  of 
New  York.  Her  parents  were  poor,  and 
they  had  stinted  themselves  to  send  her  to 
a fashionable  school  in  New  York.  Then 
she  had  rich  relatives,  and  it  was  a 
wealthy  aunt  who  had  taken  her  to  Mount 
Desert.” 

“And  your  friend  Ralph  Dexter  was 
the  Pygmalion  who  sought  to  warm  this 
cold  beauty  into  life  ?”  This  was  the  ques- 
tion of  the  poet. 

44  Yes,”  answered  Uncle  Larry; 44  he  fell 
in  love  with  her  the  instant  he  laid  eyes 
on  her,  and  to  him  love  was  no  plaything 
or  pastime;  it  was  a passion  to  endure  till 
death.  After  three  brief  weeks  of  delight 
in  her  presence,  Ralph  had  to  go  back  to 
his  post.  He  left  a throng  of  other  admir- 
ers around  her,  and  he  had  had  no  chance 
to  tell  her  of  his  love.  To  her,  their 
slight  intimacy  was  nothing  more  than  a 
summer  flirtation;  to  him,  it  was  a mat- 
ter of  life  and  death.  He  returned  to  his 
work,  thinking  that  she  did  not  care  for 
him,  and  he  toiled  hard  to  see  if  he  could 
not  forget,  or  at  least  forego  her.  But  it 
was  no  use.  At  Christmas  lie  gave  it  up, 
and  ran  over  to  New  York  to  see  her.  She 
was  away  in  the  country,  but  she  came 

back  the  last  day  of  the  year,  and  he  went 
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to  wish  her  a happy  New-Year.  Cupid 
sometimes  pays  a New-Year’s  call,  al- 
though calling  has  gone  out  of  fashion 
in  New  York;  and  Ralph  Dexter  came  to 
me  after  he  left  her,  with  a glow  in  his 
face  and  a look  in  his  eyes  which  told  me 
he  had  hope.  How  handsome  he  was  as 
he  stood  in  my  study,  with  his  back  to  the 
fire,  telling  me  the  desire  of  his  heart! 
What  a fine,  manly  fellow  he  was!  Perhaps 
she  had  seen  this;  perhaps  she  had  caught 
from  him  the  contagion  of  emotion;  per- 
haps she  had  really  recognized  and  re- 
spected the  depth  and  the  nobility  of  his 
nature,  and  the  strength  of  his  passion. 
The  next  day  he  saw  her  again  for  a few 
minutes  only,  but  they  were  enough  for 
him  to  ask  her  to  be  his  wife,  and  for  her 
to  accept  him  as  her  future  husband. 
They  agreed  that  the  engagement  should 
not  be  announced,  for  he  would  not  be 
with  her  again  for  months,  and  as  an  en- 
gaged girl  she  would  not  have  so  good  a 
time.” 

“Well!”  interrupted  Mrs.  Vernon, 
“she  was  frank,  at  all  events.” 

“ She  jilted  him,  I suppose  ?”  asked  Ru- 
dolph Vernon. 

“She  married  him,”  answered  Uncle 
Larry,  calmly. 

Dr.  Cheever  looked  up  with  a glance 
of  surprise  and  said:  “She  married  him  ? 
Sibylla  married  Ralph  ? Are  you  sure  ?” 

“I  am  quite  sure.” 

“ I did  not  know  that,”  replied  the  doc- 
tor, resuming  his  attitude  of  silent  atten- 
tion. 

“I  didn’t  know  you  knew  anything  at 
all  about  it,”  said  the  doctor’s  sister.  “At 
least  you  never  told  me  anything.” 

Dr.  Cheever  smiled  gravely  and  said 
nothing.  Uncle  Larry  continued : 

“Early  in  the  spring  Ralph  Dexter  re- 
ceived an  appointment  he  had  long  wish- 
ed. He  was  detailed  to  take  charge  of  a 
special  survey  of  the  canons  of  the  Colo- 
rado River,  a task  which  would  take  him 
several  summers,  while  his  winters  would 
be  employed  in  working  up  the  observa- 
tions made  during  the  warm  weather. 
He  wrote  to  me  that  the  department 
would  allow  him  to  do  this  winter  work 
either  in  Washington  or  at  Newport.” 

“I  think  Newport  is  just  as  pleasant  in 
winter  as  it  is  in  summer,”  said  Mrs.  Ver- 
non. 

“Ralph  thought  so  too,”  answered 
Laurence  Laughton,  “and  he  knew  that 
Sibylla  was  fond  of  Newport — as  she  was 
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of  everything  rich  and  fashionable.  Late 
in  the  spring  he  came  to  New  York.  He 
had  ten  days  to  make  ready  for  his  long 
summer  in  the  midst  of  the  marvels  of 
the  West.  He  came  here  with  a fixed 
idea— to  get  her  to  marry  him  before  he 
went  away  to  his  work.  You  see,  he 
loved  her  so  much  that  his  heart  sank  at 
the  fear  of  losing  her.  He  trusted  her, 
but  he  wanted  to  make  sure.  All  he 
wished  was  to  have  her  bound  to  him 
firmly.  How  he  got  her  consent  I can 
not  imagine,  but  I suppose  the  hot  fire  of 
his  manly  love  must  have  thawed  her  icy 
heart.  He  succeeded  somehow  or  other, 
and  the  morning  of  his  last  day  in  New 
York  he  came  to  me  and  told  me  that  she 
had  promised  to  slip  out  with  him  that 
afternoon  to  old  Dr.  Van  Zandt’s  to  be 
married  quietly  at  the  rectory.  No  one 
was  to  know  of  this.  It  was,  in  fact,  to  be 
only  a legal  confirmation  or  ratification 
of  their  engagement.  The  wedding,  to 
which  all  the  world  would  be  invited, was 
fixed  for  the  following  December.” 

“ And  so  they  were  married  privately  ?” 
asked  Mrs.  Vernon. 

“Yes.  I was  standing  on  my  door- 
step, basking  in  the  pleasant  sunshine  of 
a beautiful  afternoon  in  May,  as  Ralph 
Dexter  came  up  the  steps,  as  radiantly 
happy  as  ever  man  was.  ‘Uncle  Lar- 
ry,’said  he,  as  he  wrung  my  hand  with 
a grip  of  steel,  ‘ 1 have  been  married  near- 
ly half  an  hour.’  ‘Where’s  the  bride?’ 

I asked.  ‘She  has  gone  home  to  dress 
for  a swell  dinner  to-night.  I’ve  said 
good-by  to  her.  I slia'n’t  see  her  again 
for  nearly  six  months.  But  I do  not 
mind  the  parting  now,  for  she. is  mine — 
mine  by  the  law  and  the  gospel.  Uncle 
Larry,  come  to  Delmonico’s  and  dine  with 
me;  I’ll  treat.  Let’s  have  a wedding 
feast.’  We  had  our  dinner,  and  I let  him 
talk  about  her  through  the  long  spring 
evening,  as  we  walked  up  and  down  Fifth 
Avenue.  He  poured  out  his  heart  to  me. 
There  never  was  a man  so  happy  or  so  mis- 
erable. He  had  married  her,  but  he  had 
to  leave  her  almost  at  the  steps  of  the  al- 
tar. The  parting  was  painful,  but  he  was 
full  of  hope  and  heart,  and  he  trusted  her. 
To  hear  him  talk  about  her  would  have 
made  you  think  that  there  was  only  one 
woman  in  the  whole  wide  world,  and  that 
there  never  had  been  her  equal.  Romeo 
was  not  more  rhapsodic,  nor  was  Juliet 
more  beautiful  than  she,  though  the  fair 
maid  of  Verona  had  the  advantage  of  a 
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warm  heart,  which  Sibylla  lacked.  He 
told  me  his  dreams  and  his  plans.  He 
had  a share  in  a mine  in  Colorado,  and 
he  was  perfecting  a new  process  for  re- 
ducing ore,  a patent  for  which  he  expect- 
ed in  a few  days.  These  were  in  the  fu- 
ture. For  the  present  he  had  his  pay  and 
allowances  and  the  iucome  of  the  little 
property  his  mother  had  left,  and  these 
together  were  enough  for  them  to  live  on. 
He  had  had  an  unexpected  legacy  from 
an  uncle,  and  of  this  he  had  said  nothing 
to  Sibylla,  for  he  wished  to  surprise  her 
with  the  tiny  little  cottage  he  meant  to 
buy  her  in  the  outskirts  of  Newport. 
There  they  would  live  together  and  be 
happy  in  the  winter;  while  in  the  sum- 
mer, while  he  was  away  at  his  field-work, 
she  was  to  invite  her  mother  and  her  sis- 
ter to  bear  her  company.  Now  I knew 
her  mother,  and  I knew  she  had  no  heart, 
but  only  a hard  ambition  in  the  place 
where  the  heart  ought  to  be.  I thought 
the  less  Sibylla  had  to  do  with  her  mo- 
ther, the  better  for  Ralph's  chance  of 
happiness.  But  I said  nothing.  I never 
had  hinted  a doubt  of  the  girl,  and,  in 
fact,  all  my  doubts  had  been  killed  by  the 
wedding.  I never  even  told  him  he  had 
better  make  the  best  showing  he  could  be- 
fore her.  And  I have  often  wondered 
whether  the  end  would  have  been  differ- 
ent if  he  had  told  her  of  the  house  at  New- 
port. But  I said  nothing;  I let  him  talk, 
and  he  talked  of  her,  and  of  her  only,  un- 
til at  last  I lost  sight  of  him  as  he  stood 
on  the  platform  of  the  sleeping-car  of  the 
Pacific  express.  I watched  the  train  out 
of  the  station,  and  I have  never  seen 
Ralph  Dexter  again  from  that  day  to  this 
— at  least,  I think  not." 

At  this  last  remark,  added  in  a lower 
tone,  Dr.  Ohecver  shot  a quick  glance  of 
interest  at  the  speaker.  He  took  his  cigar 
from  his  mouth  as  though  he  was  about  to 
say  something,  but  apparently  he  thought 
better  of  it,  and  he  returned  the  cigar  to 
his  lips  silently. 

It  was  Rudolph  Vernon  who  spoke:  “ I 
can't  say  that  I see  anything  tragic  in 
your  story  yet,  or  oven  any  elements  of  a 
possible  tragedy.  But  go  on — say  your 
say  out.  I will  reserve  criticism  until 
you  have  told  the  tale." 

“Yes,  go  on,  Uncle  Larry.  What  hap- 
pened ?"  asked  Mrs.  Vernon. 

“For  several  months  nothing  happen- 
ed. I had  a letter  now  and  again  from 
Ralph,  who  was  working  hard  by  day 
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and  dreaming  dreums  by  night.  Private 
business  kept  mo  from  spending  the  sum- 
mer in  Europe.  Perhaps  it  was  just  as 
well  I was  at  home,  for  early  in  July  old 
Dr.  Van  Zandt  had  a stroke,  and  he  never 
left  his  bed  again.  When  he  died,  toward 
the  end  of  August,  there  was  much  to  be 
done  to  get  the  affaire  of  the  church  in 
order,  and  most  of  this  work  was  put  on 
my  shoulders  as  senior  warden.  I had 
been  down  to  the  Safe  Deposit  Vaults  one 
hot  day,  about  the  first  of  September,  and 
I bought  the  first  edition  of  the  Gotham 
Gazette  to  read  on  my  way  up-town  in 
the  elevated.  The  first  telegram  which 
caught  my  eye  announced  the  death  of 
Ralph  Dexter  1" 

“Poor  fellow!"  was  Mrs.  Vernon’s  in- 
voluntary comment. 

“Was  it  an  accident ?" asked  her  bro- 
ther. 

Uncle  Larry  hesitated  a second,  and 
then  answered:  “All  that  the  telegram 
told  me  was  the  barren  fact  of  his  death. 
It  seems  he  had  insisted  on  scaling  the 
precipitous  side  of  a cation ; before  he  had 
ascended  more  than  a few  feet  he  slipped, 
and  fell  head-first  into  the  rushing  river 
below,  and  in  a second  the  current  bore 
him  beyond  all  reach  of  help.  At  first  I 
was  stunned  by  the  shock.  I could  not 
believe  that  the  brave  boy  I had  known 
since  he  was  a baby  had  had  the  life  dash- 
ed out  of  him  by  the  cruel  waters  of  the 
Colorado.  Then  I suddenly  thought  of 
his  wife.  No  one  knew  of  their  mar- 
riage, or  even  of  their  engagement,  except 
me — and  I doubted  if  she  were  aware  of 
my  knowledge.  I knew  her  very  slight- 
ly; I had.  felt  the  charm  of  her  beauty, 
but  I had  always  chilled  as  she  came  near 
me.  I questioned  if  it  were  not  my  duty 
to  break  the  news  to  her  gently  before 
the  cold  brutality  of  a newspaper  para- 
graph told  her  of  her  husband's  lonely 
death.  The  evening  paper  would  not 
reach  her  until  the  next  morning,  and  if 
I took  the  three-o  clock  train  I could  be 
in  Newport  in  time  to  meet  her  that  night. 
She  was  staying  at  the  Sargents',  and 
there  was  to  be  a ball  that  very  evening. 

I was  always  very  fond  of  Sam  Sargent's 
daughter  Dorothy,  and  she  had  sent  me 
an  invitation.  I had  accepted,  although 
I had  been  moved  afterward  to  give  up 
the  idea  of  going.  With  the  Gotham 
Gazette  in  my  hand  I made  up  my  mind 
that  it  was  my  duty  to  go  to  Newport 

and  to  break  the  news  of  Ralph  Dexter's 
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death  as  best  I could  to  his  unsuspecting 
wife.” 

Laurence  Laughton  paused  in  the  tell- 
ing of  his  tale,  and  threw  his  little  cigar 
through  the  open  window.  He  leaned 
over  the  table  and  poured  out  a tiny  glass 
of  brandy.  Then  he  continued: 

“ Before  eleven  o'clock  that  night  I was 
in  Newport  and  at  Mr.  Sargent’s.  I ask- 
ed for  Sibylla,  and  I was  told  she  was  in 
the  ball-room.  As  Sargent’s  house  was 
not  large,  he  had  floored  over  his  lawn, 
and  the  ball-room  was  a tent,  hung  with 
flowers,  and  lighted  by  the  electric  light 
hidden  behind  Japanese  umbrellas.  As 
I entered  the  tent  I thought  of  Ralph 
Dexter  lying  dead  and  alone,  after  a 
struggle  with  the  angry  current  of  the 
Colorado,  while  his  wife,  for  whom  he 
would  have  given  his  soul,  was  dancing 
the  German  with  a French  attach#.  Aft- 
er many  vain  attempts  I got  speech  of  her 
at  last.  She  took  my  arm,  and  I wonder- 
ed if  she  could  hear  the  thumping  of  my 
heart.  We  walked  up  and  down  a dim 
piazza  more  fit  for  the  confidences  of  a 
lover  than  for  the  message  I bore.  But  if 
I was  excited,  she  was  as  calm  as  ever. 
As  delicately  as  I could  I broke  the  fatal 
news.” 

4‘  How  did  she  take  it?”  asked  Mrs.  Ver- 
non. 

“She  took  it  coolly.  I had  thought 
her  cold,  but  I confess  that  her  placidity 
astonished  me.  She  never  lost  command 
over  herself.  She  showed  no  feeling 
whatever.  She  listened  to  me  quietly, 
and  said : 4 Dear  me ! what  a pity ! Such  a 
handsome  fellow  too!  and  so  promising! 
You  were  old  friends,  were  you  not?  It 
must  be  a sad  blow  to  you.’  This  recep- 
tion fairly  staggered  me.  Plainly  enough 
she  never  suspected  that  I knew  of  her  en- 
gagement and  of  her  marriage.  The  care- 
less way  in  which  she  brushed  aside  my 
news  and  offered  her  condolence  to  me 
was  the  last  thing  I had  expected.  If  it 
was  self-control,  it  was  marvellous;  if  it 
was  acting,  there  was  never  better  here 
on  the  boards  of  the  Comedie  Frangaise; 
if  it  was  hardness  of  heart,  then  it  was 
well  for  Ralph  Dexter  that  his  body  lay 
lifeless  on  the  bank  of  the  Colorado.  Just 
then  Sam  Sargent  came  out  and  joined 
us.  I said  nothing,  but  Sibylla  began  at 
once,  and  told  him  of  Ralph's  death.  Sar- 
gent is  a good-hearted  fellow,  coarse  at 
bottom,  it  may  be,  but  he  can  be  sym- 
pathetic. He  knew  I loved  Ralph,  and 
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he  asked  me  for  the  details  of  his  death 
with  kindness  in  his  voice.  She  listened, 
impassive  and  stately,  as  I told  Sargent 
the  little  I knew.  I watched  her,  but  she 
never  even  changed  color.  When  I had 
ended,  she  said:  4 1 liked  Mr.  Dexter  very 
much.  I used  to  see  a good  deal  of  him 
at  Mount  Desert  last  summer — we  went 
rocking  together.’  Then  she  took  Sar- 
gent’s arm  and  went  into  the  house,  leav- 
ing me  speechless.  Her  indifference  was 
appalling,  and  I did  not  know  what  to 
think.” 

“A  very  remarkable  young  woman,  I 
must  say,”  declared  Rudolph  Vernon. 

44  That’s  just  like  a man,”  said  Mrs.  Ver- 
non, indignantly.  44  Do  you  suppose  she 
wanted  to  reveal  the  secrets  of  her  heart 
to  a stranger?  Of  course  she  did  not. 
She  kept  calm  before  you  and  the  rest  of 
you  men,  but  when  she  was  alone  she 
dropped  the  mask  of  composure  and  cried 
all  night.” 

44 1 might  have  given  her  the  benefit  of 
the  doubt  for  a little  while,  at  all  events, 
if-” 

“If  what?”  insisted  Mrs.  Vernon,  with 
a true  woman’s  instinct  of  sex  defense. 

“If  I liatl  not  met  Miss  Dorothy  Sar- 
gent, who  came  to  me  in  great  distress. 
4Oh,  Uncle  Larry,’  she  said,  ‘what  am 
I to  do?  Papa  is  going  to  marry  again, 
and  he’s  old  enough  to  be  her  father  too, 
for  she  was  at  school  with  me,  and  I was 
a class  ahead  of  her,  and  she  wasn’t  clever 
either.  I’ve  no  use  for  a step-mother 
younger  than  I am  myself,  have  I ? And 
don’t  you  think  he's  big  enough  to  know 
better  V I was  in  no  mood  to  talk  of  mar- 
rying and  of  giving  in  marriage,  but  I did 
ask  her  whom  it  was  her  father  proposed 
to  marry.” 

“It  wasn’t  that  Sibylla,  was  it?”  asked 
Mrs.  Vernon. 

“It  was.” 

44  But  she  had  refused  him  ?” 

“She  had  accepted  him.” 

44  But  she  was  a married  woman !” 

“No  one  knew  that.  And  at  any  rate 
she  had  accepted  Sam  Sargent.  Now  you 
know  what  manner  of  man  Sam  Sargent 
is.  He  is  a Wall  Street  speculator,  a man 
of  a coarse  nature,  covered  with  a layer 
of  refinement,  a man  of  exceeding  shrewd- 
ness, a man  who  worshipped  success  how- 
ever attained.  He's  here  in  Paris  now; 
he  was  in  a box  opposite  us  at  the  Opera 
last  night.  Think  of  a woman’s  putting 
aside  Ralph  Dexter  to  take  Sam  Sargent! 
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She  had  found  out  that  she  wanted  wealth 
and  the  luxury  it  gives,  and  she  turned 
from  Ralph  to  Sargent.  She  had  no 
strength  of  character — worse  yet,  no 
heart.  She  was  as  weak  as  water,  and  as 
treacherous.” 

“You  don’t  mean  to  tell  me  that  that 
woman  actually  contemplated  bigamy?” 
demanded  Vernon. 

“Well,  I don't  know  what  else  to  call 
it,”  answered  Uncle  Larry;  “but  she  did 
not  look  on  it  that  way.  She  thought 
that  her  marriage  to  Ralph  was  an  idle 
form,  known  only  to  the  clergyman  and 
to  themselves.  Dr.  Van  Zandt  was  dead. 
She  knew  Ralph  would  not  claim  her 
against  her  will,  and  she  believed  that  if 
she  destroyed  her  marriage  certificate — 
the  only  tangible  evidence  of  her  wedding 
— that  she  could  undo  the  past  and  be  a 
free  woman.” 

“That’s  feminine  logic  with  a venge- 
ance,” said  Rudolph  Vernon. 

“But  if  the  certificate  was  destroyed, 
why  shouldn’t  she  remarry  ?”  asked  Mrs. 
Vernon,  innocently. 

“When  I got  back  to  New  York  two 
days  later,”  pursued  Laughton,  “I  found 
on  my  desk  a letter  from  Ralph  Dexter. 
I was  reading  it  over  again  last  night, 
after  we  returned  from  the  Opera.  I will 
read  it  to  you,  if  you  like.” 

“Yes,  do,  Uncle  Larry,”  begged  Mrs. 
Vernon. 

Uncle  Larry  took  the  letter  from  his 
pocket,  and  read  it  as  well  as  he  could,  for 
his  voice  trembled,  and  more  than  once  he 
almost  broke  down. 

“ In  Camp  on  the  Colorado, 

44  August  30,  1882. 

“Dear  Uncle  Larry,— I got  back  to 
the  camp  last  night,  after  a little  paseata 
up  in  the  hills  for  three  weeks,  and  I found 
your  welcome  letter  awaiting  me.  I was 
pretty  tired,  for  we  had  been  in  the  saddle 
thirty-four  hours  on  a stretch,  but  I read 
it  through  before  I took  off  my  coat.  I 
had  hoped  for  a letter  from  Some  One 
Else,  but  I was  disappointed ; there  must 
be  a breakdown  in  the  mail  route  some- 
where. Then  I read  over  again  the  para- 
graph in  your  letter  referring  to  her;  and 
then  I tumbled  into  bed  and  slept  eight- 
een hours  on  end.  It  was  nearly  noon 
the  next  day  when  I awoke,  refreshed  and 
a new  man.  In  truth,  I am  a new  man, 
improved  and  made  over  by  the  patent 
process  of  Cupid  and  Co.  I wake  up  ev- 
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ery  morning  thanking  God  for  my  youth 
and  my  strength,  and,  above  all,  for  the 
joy  of  my  life.  I am  as  happy  as  any 
man  ever  was.  My  work  is  a delight  to 
me,  and  my  future  is  a dream  of  bliss.  It 
is  no  wonder  that  I build  castles  in  the 
air;  but  I remember  what  Thoreau  says, 
and  I am  trying  to  put  solid  foundations 
under  them.  The  mine  is  doing  splen- 
didly ; it  is  a boom  and  not  a blizzard  this 
year;  and  with  experience  and  improved 
machinery  we  hope  for  even  better  luck 
next  season.  And  I have  finer  news  yet. 
You  are  my  oldest  friend,  Uncle  Larry, 
and  my  best  friend — except  one,  and  I 
know  you  are  not  jealous  of  her— and  so  I 
will  tell  you  first.  The  patent  has  been 
granted  for  my  new  process  for  reducing 
ores.  And  what  is  more,  a practical  man 
from  Leadville,  a regular  mining  sharp, 
who  saw  the  working  drawings  at  my 
patent  agent’s,  has  written  to  offer  me  fifty 
thousand  dollars  for  a quarter  interest. 
Fifty  thousand  dollars!  Think  of  that, 
old  man ! I am  a capitalist,  a bloated 
bondholder,  and  she  shall  marry  a rich 
man  after  all.  We’ll  make  a raid  on  Tif- 
fany’s when  I arrive  in  New  York  in  the 
fall,  and  you  shall  help  me  pick  out  a pair 
of  solitaires— real  solitaires,  as  the  lady 
said — which  will  give  her  ears  a chance  to 
rival  her  eyes  in  their  sparkle. 

“Good-by,  Uncle  Larry,  and  forever. 
When  you  read  this  I shall  be  dead  and 
out  of  her  way.  What  use  is  life  to  me 
if  she  does  not  love  me?  Her  letter  has 
come  at  last,  and  I know  the  worst.  She 
dreads  poverty,  she  breaks  with  me,  and  I 
fear  she  is  going  to  marry  another  man. 
This  is  a bad  world,  isn’t  it,  Uncle  Larry  ? 
But  I forgive  her;  I can  not  help  it,  for  I 
love  her  as  much  as  ever.  Poor  girl, 
how  she  must  have  suffered  before  she 
wrote  me  that  letter!  If  she  wants  money, 
she  shall  have  it — she  shall  have  all  I 
hoped  to  gain.  I have  no  use  for  it  but  to 
make  her  happy.  Thera's  a man  in  our 
party  here  who  was  a lawyer  once,  and  he 
is  drawing  up  my  will  for  me.  I have 
made  you  my  executor.  You  will  do  this 
last  favor  for  me, won’t  you  ? I leave  ev- 
erything toiler,  the  little  money  I have  in 
bank,  my  share  in  the  mine,  my  three- 
quarters  of  the  patent — for  I have  just 
written  to  accept  the  fifty  thousand  dol- 
lars for  the  quarter.  I’d  like  her  to  have 
some  money  to  go  on  with.  You  will  at- 
tend to  all  these  things  for  me;  you  have 
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clone  so  much  for  me  already  that  I feel  I 
have  a right  to  make  this  last  request. 
This  is  a long  letter, but  I want  you  to  have 
my  last  words— my  last  dying  speech  and 
confession.  Don't  think  I am  going  to  be 
hanged ; a man  who  is  born  to  be  drowned 
can  never  be  hanged ; and  I am  going  to 
be  drowned  to-morrow.  I don't  know 
how  or  when,  but  a fall  from  the  rocks  is 
an  easy  thing  to  accomplish,  and  the  river 
will  do  the  rest.  If  she  wishes  to  marry, 
I had  best  take  myself  out  of  the  way  and 
leave  her  free.  After  all,  what  does  it 
matter?  Life  is  little  or  nothing — it  is  only 
a prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a ring.  It  is 
brief,  my  lord— as  woman's  love.  I am  in 
haste  to  be  about  my  business  and  to  put 
an  end  to  it.  The  prologue  has  lasted  too 
long;  it  is  time  for  the  real  play  to  begin, 
the  tragedy  of  time  and  eternity,  to  last 
until  ‘the  curtain,  a funeral  pall,  comes 
down  with  the  rush  of  a storm.’  Poor 
Poe  was  right  for  once,  though  I need  no 
angels  to  affirm  4 that  the  play  is  the 
tragedy,  Man,  and  its  hero  the  conqueror, 
Worm.’  We  shall  meet  again,  Uncle 
Larry,  and  until  that  meeting,  God  be 
with  you,  and  God  help  me! 

“ Ralph  Dexter.” 

“Did  she  take  the  legacy?”  asked  Ru- 
dolph Vernon. 

“She  did  indeed,”  answered  Laughton. 
“And  Sam  Sargent  organized  a company 
for  working  the  patent,  and  floated  it  in 
London,  and  cleared  half  a million  or 
more  out  of  it.  And  it  was  lucky  he  did, 
because  he  got  squeezed  badly  in  the 
Transcontinental  Telegraph  corner  last 
year,  and  Ralph  Dexter's  legacy  is  all  the 
Sargents  have  left  now.” 

“So  she  actually  married  Sargent?” 
was  Mrs.  Vernon's  doleful  remark. 

“Why  not?'’  asked  Laughton,  in  re- 
turn. “Ralphs  death  left  her  free  to 
marry  whom  she  pleased.” 

“Now  you  have  told  your  tale,  you 
have  proved  my  assertion,”  said  Rudolph 
Vernon.  “In  real  life  the  story  is  in- 
complete. There  is  something  lacking.” 

“She  will  be  punished  somehow,  never 
fear,”  was  Mrs.  Vernon’s  cheerful  asser- 
tion. 

“ I think  the  punishment  has  begun  al- 
ready,” said  Laughton.  “Indeed,  it  fol- 
lowed fast  upon  the  wrong-doing.  At 
first  I fear  that  Ralph’s  death  was  almost 
a relief  to  her,  for  it  gave  her  the  free- 
dom she  wanted.  But  no  sooner  was  she 
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married  than  she  began  to  tremble  at  her 
work.  With  all  her  money  she  could  not 
bribe  her  own  thoughts  to  let  her  alone. 
She  could  not  stab  her  own  conscience, 
and  kill  it  with  a single  blow.  If  a con- 
science must  be  murdered,  it  takes  a long 
course  of  slow  poisoning  to  do  it.  Then 
one  day  there  came  a reaction,  and  she 
suddenly  changed  her  mind, and  refused  to 
believe  that  Ralph  was  dead.  She  thinks 
that  he  is  alive  and  near  her.  She  imagines 
that  he  watches  her,  and  sends  messages 
to  her  by  one  friend  and  another.  She  fan- 
cies at  times  that  he  hovers  about  her,  an 
impalpable  presence.  Then,  again,  he  be- 
comes a tangible  entity,  a living  person, 
and  she  declares  that  she  has  seen  him 
standing  before  her,  with  his  eyes  fixed 
on  her  eyes,  as  though  seeking  to  read 
the  secret  of  her  soul.” 

“That's  what  the  doctor  here  would 
call  a curious  hallucination,”  said  Mr. 
Vernon. 

“Well,  I don’t  know,”  answered  Uncle 
Larry,  doubtfully. 

“Why,  the  man's  dead,  isn’t  he?”  ask- 
ed Mrs.  Vernon,  with  interest. 

“As  I said  before,”  responded  Uncle 
Larry,  “I  don't  know.” 

“ But  what  do  you  think  ?” 

“Well,  I don’t  know  what  to  think,” 
answered  Mr.  Laughton.  “Of  course  I 
thought  he  was  dead.  Yet  his  body  was 
never  found,  though  the  surveying  party 
searched  for  it  for  ten  days  or  more. 
When  I heard  how  Mrs.  Sargent  felt  and 
what  she  fancied,  I wondered  and  I doubt- 
ed. Now  I almost  think  I have  seen  him 
once,  or  rather  twice.” 

“When  ?” 

“ Last  night.” 

“Where?” 

“Here — in  Paris — at  the  Opera.  Once 
as  we  entered,  and  then,  again,  after  the 
third  act.  The  first  time  was  in  the  lob- 
by; we  stood  face  to  face.  If  the  man 
who  confronted  me  then  was  not  Ralph 
Dexter,  he  was  strangely  like  him.  I had 
a queer,  uncanny  shiver,  but  the  man 
looked  me  in  the  eye,  and  did  not  know 
me,  and  passed  on,  and  I lost  sight  of 
him.” 

“And  the  second  time?”  asked  Dr. 
Cheever,  who  had  hitherto  taken  no  part 
in  the  conversation,  although  he  had  list- 
ened most  attentively. 

“As  the  curtain  fell  on  the  third  act, 

I looked  at  Mrs.  Sargent,  who  sat  by  the 
side  of  her  husband  in  a box  to  the  right 
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of  us.  I saw  in  her  eyes  a look  of  hor- 
ror or  of  fear.  I turned  my  head,  and 
there,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  theatre, 
stood  the  same  man,  Ralph  Dexter,  or  his 
double.  He  was  gazing  intently  at  Mrs. 
Sargent.  I looked  at  her  again,  and  I 
saw  her  whiten  and  fall  sideways.  Her 
husband  caught  her  in  his  arms,  aud  they 
left  the  box  at  once.  When  I sought  my 
dead  friend  again  he  was  gone.” 

There  was  silence  after  Laughton  stopped 
speaking.  Then  Rudolph  Vernon  remark- 
ed: “The  romance  of  real  life  is  better 
rounded  than  I had  thought,  but  it  is  still 
incomplete  artistically.  There  is  more  be- 
hind these  facts,  and  to  evolve  this  unsub- 
stantial but  essential  something  is  the  duty 
of  the  literary  artist.” 

“Perhaps,”  said  Dr.  Cheever,  slowly — 
14  perhaps  a physician  may  complete  the 
tale  as  well  as  an  author.” 


“Why,  Richard,  what  do  you  know 
about  it?”  asked  his  sister. 

“Very  little,  indeed,  and  until  this 
morning  I knew  even  less.  If  I had  heard 
Mr.  Laughton’s  story  yesterday,  I could 
have  decided  more  promptly  and  more 
intelligently,  it  may  be,  but  my  decision 
would  have  been  the  same.” 

“Were  you  called  in  to  attend  Mrs. 
Sargent  this  morning  ?”  asked  his  sister. 
“ Oh,  why  didn’t  you  tell  us  before  ?” 

“I  should  not  tell  you  now  if  the  case 
were  not  hopeless.  I could  not  go  to 
the  Salon  with  you  this  morning  because 
I was  suddenly  summoned  to  join  two 
French  physicians  in  an  examination  of 
Mrs.  Sargent’s  mental  condition.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  about  it,  unfortunately; 
we  all  agreed ; and  an  hour  before  I join- 
ed you  here  I signed  the  order  which  com- 
mitted her  to  an  asylum.” 


THE  HOME  ACRE. 

BY  E.  P.  ROE. 

PART  I. 


LAND  hunger  is  so  general  that  it  may 
be  regarded  as  a natural  craving. 
Artificial  inodes  of  life,  it  is  true,  can  de- 
stroy it,  but  it  is  apt  to  re-assert  itself  in 
later  generations.  To  tens  of  thousands 
of  bread-winners  in  cities  a country  home 
is  the  dream  of  the  future,  the  crown  and 
reward  of  their  life  toil.  Increasing  num- 
bers are  taking  what  would  seem  to  be 
the  wiser  course,  and  are  combining  rural 
pleasures  and  advantages  with  their  busi- 
ness. As  the  questions  of  rapid  transit 
are  solved,  the  welfare  of  children  will 
turn  the  scale  more  and  more  often  against 
the  conventional  city  house  or  flat.  A 
home  can  be  created  in  rented  dwellings 
and  apartments,  but  a home  for  which  we 
have  the  deed,  a cottage  surrounded  by 
trees,  flowers,  lawn,  and  garden,  is  the  re- 
fuge which  best  satisfies  the  heart.  By 
means  of  such  a suburban  nook  we  can 
keep  up  our  relations  with  Nature  and  all 
her  varied  and  health-giving  life.  The 
tired  man,  returning  from  business,  finds 
that  his  excited  brain  will  not  cease  to  act. 
He  can  enjoy  restoring  rest  in  the  complete 
diversion  of  his  thoughts;  he  can  think 
of  this  tree  or  that  plant,  and  how  he  can 
fill  to  advantage  unoccupied  spaces  with 
other  trees,  flowers,  and  vegetables.  If 

Digitized  by  Google 


there  is  a Jersey  cow  to  welcome  him  with 
her  placid  trust,  a good  roadster  to  whin- 
ny for  an  airing,  and  a flock  of  chickens 
to  clamor  about  his  feet  for  their  supper, 
his  jangling  nerves  will  be  quieted  in  spite 
of  all  the  bulls  and  bears  of  Wall  Street. 
Best  of  all,  he  will  see  that  his  children 
have  air  and  space  in  which  to  grow  nat- 
urally, healthfully.  His  fruit  trees  will 
testify  to  his  wisdom  in  providing  a coun- 
try home.  For  instance,  he  will  observe 
that  if  sound  plums  are  left  in  contact 
with  stung  and  decaying  specimens,  they 
too  will  be  infected;  he  will  see  that  too 
close  crowding  renders  the  prospect  for 
good  fruit  doubtful ; and,  by  natural  tran- 
sition of  thought,  will  be  glad  that  his  boys 
and  girls  are  not  shut  in  to  the  fortuitous 
associations  of  hallway  and  street. 

The  area  of  land  purchased  will  depend 
largely  on  the  desires  and  purse  of  the 
buyer,  but  about  one  acre  appears  to  satis- 
fy the  majority  of  people.  This  amount 
is  not  so  great  that  the  business  man  is 
burdened  with  care,  nor  is  its  limit  so  small 
that  he  is  cramped  and  thwarted  by  line 
fences.  If  he  can  give  to  his  bit  of  Eden 
but  little  thought  and  money,  he  will  find 
that  an  acre  can  be  so  laid  out  as  to  entail 
comparatively  small  expense  in  either  the 
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one  or  the  other;  if  he  has  the  time  and 
taste  to  make  the  land  his  play  ground 
as  well  as  that  of  his  children,  scope  is 
afforded  for  an  almost  infinite  variety  of 
pleasing  labors  and  interesting  experi- 
ments. When  we  come  to  co-work  with 
Nature,  all  we  do  has  some  of  the  charac- 
teristics of  an  experiment.  The  labor  of 
the  year  is  a game  of  skill,  into  which  also 
enter  the  fascinating  elements  of  apparent 
chance.  What  a tree,  a flower,  or  vege- 
table bed  will  give  depends  chiefly  upon 
us,  yet  all  the  vicissitudes  of  dew,  min, 
frost,  and  sun  have  their  part  in  the  re- 
sult. We  play  the  game  with  Nature,  and 
she  will  usually  let  us  win  if  we  are  not 
careless,  ignorant,  or  stupid.  She  keeps 
up  our  zest  by  never  permitting  the  game 
to  be  played  twice  under  the  same  condi- 
tions. We  can  no  more  carry  on  our  gar- 
den this  season  precisely  as  we  did  last 
year  than  a captain  can  sail  his  ship  ex- 
actly as  he  did  on  the  preceding  voyage. 
A country  home  makes  even  the  weather 
interesting,  and  the  rise  and  fall  of  the 
mercury  is  watched  with  scarcely  less  so- 
licitude than  the  mutations  of  the  market. 

In  this  paper  and  in  those  which  may 
ensue  I merely  hope  to  make  some  useful 
suggestions  and  give  practical  advice — the 
result  of  experience,  my  own  and  others1 
— which  the  reader  can  carry  out  and 
modify  according  to  his  judgment. 

We  will  suppose  that  an  acre  has  been 
bought,  that  it  is  comparatively  level,  with 
nothing  of  especial  value  upon  it — in  brief, 
that  the  home  and  its  surroundings  are 
still  to  be  created. 

It  is  not  within  my  design  to  treat  of 
the  dwelling,  its  architecture,  etc.,  but  we 
shall  have  something  to  say  further  on  in 
regard  to  its  location.  Before  purchasing, 
the  most  careful  investigations  should  be 
made  as  to  the  healthfulness  of  the  region 
and  the  opportunities  for  thorough  drain- 
age. Having  bought  the  acre,  the  ques- 
tion of  removing  all  undue  accumulations 
of  water  on  or  beneath  the  surface  should 
be  attended  to  at  first.  The  dry  appear- 
ance of  the  soil  during  much  of  the  year 
may  be  misleading.  It  should  be  remem- 
bered that  there  are  equinoctial  storms  and 
melting  snows.  Superabundant  moisture 
at  every  period  should  have  channels  of 
immediate  escape,  for  moisture  in  excess  is 
an  injury  to  plant  as  well  as  to  family  life, 
while  thoroughly  and  quickly  drained 
land  endures  drought  far  better  than  that 
which  is  rendered  heavy  and  sour  by  wa- 
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ter  stagnating  beneath  the  surface.  Tile 
drains  are  usually  the  cheapest  and  most 
effective,  but  if  there  are  stones  and  rocks 
upon  the  place,  they  can  be  utilized  and 
disposed  of  at  the  same  time  by  their  bur- 
ial in  ditches,  and  they  should  be  covered 
so  deeply  that  a plough,  although  sunk  to 
the  beam,  can  pass  over  them.  Tiles  or 
the  top  of  a stone  drain  should  be  at  least 
two  feet  below  the  surface.  If  the  ground 
of  the  acre  is  underlaid  with  a porous  sub- 
soil, there  is  usually  an  adequate  natural 
drainage. 

Making  haste  slowly  is  often  the  quick- 
est way  to  desired  results.  It  is  the  usu- 
al method  to  erect  the  dwelling  first,  and 
afterward  to  subdue  and  enrich  the  ground 
gradually.  This,  in  many  instances,  may 
prove  the  best  course,  but  when  it  is  prac- 
ticable, I should  advise  that  building  be 
deferred  until  the  laud  (with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  spaces  to  be  occupied  with  the 
house  and  barn)  can  be  covered  with  a 
heavy  dressing  of  barn-yard  manure,  and 
that  this  be  ploughed  under  in  the  au- 
tumn. Such  general  enriching  of  the 
soil  may  seem  a waste  in  view  of  the  car- 
riage drive  and  walks  yet  to  be  laid  out, 
but  this  will  not  prove  true.  It  should 
be  remembered  that  while  certain  parts  of 
the  place  are  to  be  kept  bare  of  surface 
vegetation,  they  nevertheless  will  form  a 
portion  of  the  root  pasturage  of  the  shade 
and  fruit  trees.  The  land,  also,  can  be 
more  evenly  and  deeply  ploughed  before 
obstructions  are  placed  upon  it,  and  roots, 
pestiferous  weeds,  and  stones  removed  with 
greatest  economy.  Moreover,  the  good  in- 
itial enriching  is  capital,  hoarded  in  the 
soil,  to  start  with.  On  many  new  places 
I have  seen  trees  and  plants  beginning  a 
feeble  and  uncertain  life,  barely  existing 
rather  than  growing,  because  their  roots 
found  the  soil  like  a table  with  dishes  but 
without  food.  If  the  fertilizer  is  ploughed 
under  in  the  autumn,  again  mixed  with 
the  soil  by  a second  ploughing  in  the 
spring,  it  will  be  decomposed  and  ready 
for  immediate  use  by  every  rootlet  in  con- 
tact with  it.  Now,  as  farmers  say,  the 
“land  is  in  good  heart,” and  it  will  cheer 
its  owner’s  heart  to  see  the  growth 
promptly  made  by  whatever  is  properly 
plauted.  Instead  of  losing  time,  he  has 
gained  years.  Suppose  the  acre  to  have 
been  bought  in  September,  and  treated  as 
I have  indicated,  it  is  ready  for  a generous 
reception  of  plants  and  trees  the  following 
spring. 
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Possibly  at  the  time  of  purchase  the 
acre  may  be  covered  with  coarse  grass, 
weeds,  or  undergrowth  of  some  kind. 
In  this  case,  after  the  initial  ploughing, 
the  cultivation  for  a season  of  some  such 
crop  as  corn  or  potatoes  may  be  of  great 
advantage  in  clearing  the  land,  and  the 
proceeds  of  the  crop  would  partially  meet 
expenses.  If  the  aim  is  merely  to  subdue 
and  clean  the  land  as  quickly  as  possible, 
nothing  is  better  than  buckwheat,  sown 
thickly,  and  ploughed  under  just  as  it 
comes  into  blossom.  It  is  the  nature  of 
this  rampant -growing  grain  to  kill  out 
everything  else  and  leave  the  soil  light 
and  mellow.  If  the  ground  is  encumber- 
ed with  many  stones  and  rocks,  the  ques- 
tion of  clearing  it  is  more  complicated. 
They  can  be  used,  and  often  sold  to  ad- 
vantage, for  building  purposes.  In  some 
instances  I have  seen  laboring  men  clear 
the  most  unpromising  plots  of  ground  by 
burying  all  rocks  and  stones  deeply  be- 
neath the  surface — men,  too,  who  had  no 
other  time  for  the  task  except  the  brief 
hours  before  and  after  their  daily  toil. 

I shall  give  no  distinct  plan  for  lay- 
ing out  the  ground.  The  taste  of  the 
owner,  or  more  probably  that  of  his  wife, 
will  now  come  into  play.  Their  ideas  also 
will  be  modified  by  many  local  circum- 
stances, as,  for  instance,  the  undulations 
of  the  land,  if  there  are  any,  proximity  to 
neighbors,  etc.  If  little  besides  shade  and 
lawn  is  desired,  this  fact  will  have  a con- 
trolling influence;  if,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  proprietor  wishes  to  make  his  acre  as 
productive  as  possible,  the  house  will  be 
built  nearer  the  street,  wider  open  space 
will  be  left  for  the  garden,  and  fruit  trees 
will  predominate  over  those  grown  mere- 
ly for  shade  and  beauty.  There  are  few 
who  would  care  to  follow  a plan  which 
many  others  had  adopted.  Indeed,  it 
would  be  the  natural  wish  of  persons  of 
taste  to  impart  something  of  their  own  in- 
dividuality to  their  rural  home,  and  the  ef- 
fort to  do  this  would  afford  much  agreeable 
occupation.  Plates  giving  the  elevation 
and  arrangement  of  country  homes  can 
be  studied  by  the  evening  lamp,  visits  to 
places  noted  for  their  beauty,  simplicity, 
and  good  taste  will  afford  motives  for 
many  a breezy  drive,  while  useful  sug- 
gestions from  what  had  been  accomplish- 
ed by  others  may  repay  for  an  extended 
journey.  Such  observations  and  study 
will  cost  little  more  than  an  agreeable  ex- 
penditure of  time,  and  surely  a home  is 


worth  careful  thought.  It  then  truly  be- 
comes your  home;  something  that  you 
have  evolved,  with  loving  effort. 

We  will  suppose  that  it  is  early  spring, 
that  the  ground  has  received  its  second 
ploughing,  and  that  the  carriage  drive 
and  the  main  walks  have  been  marked 
out  on  paper,  or,  better  still,  on  a careful- 
ly considered  map.  There  is  now  so  much 
to  do  that  one  is  almost  bewildered,  and 
the  old  saying,  “Rome  was  not  built  in  a 
day,”  is  a good  thing  to  remember.  An 
ordinary  succession  of  labor  will  bring 
beauty  and  comfort  in  good  time,  especial- 
ly if  essential  or  foundation  labors  are 
first  well  performed.  Few  things  will 
prove  more  satisfactory  than  dry,  hal’d, 
smooth  carriage  roads  and  walks.  These, 
with  their  curves,  can  be  carefully  staked 
out,  the  surface  earth  between  the  stakes 
to  the  depth  of  four  or  five  inches  carted 
to  the  rear  of  the  place  near  the  stable,  or 
the  place  where  the  stable  is  to  be.  Of 
the  value  of  this  surface  soil  we  will  speak 
presently,  and  will  remark  in  passing  that 
it  is  amply  worth  the  trouble  of  saving. 
Its  removal  leaves  the  beds  of  the  drive- 
way and  walks  depressed  several  inches 
below  the  surrounding  surface.  Fill  these 
shallow  excavations  with  little  stones,  the 
larger  in  the  bottom,  the  smaller  on  top, 
and  cover  all  with  gravel.  You  now 
have  roads  and  walks  that  will  be  dry  and 
hard  even  in  oozy  March,  and  you  can 
stroll  about  your  place  the  moment  the 
heaviest  shower  is  over.  The  greater  first 
cost  will  be  more  than  made  good  by  the 
fact  that  scarcely  a weed  can  start  or  grow 
ou  pathways  thus  treated.  Ail  they  will 
need  is  an  occasional  rounding  up  and 
smoothing  with  a rake. 

While  this  labor  is  going  on  you  can 
begin  the  planting  of  trees.  To  this  task 
I would  earnestly  ask  careful  attention. 
Your  house  can  be  built  in  a summer,  but 
it  requires  a good  part  of  a century  to 
build  the  best  trees  into  anything  like  per- 
fection. The  usual  tendency  is  to  plant 
much  too  closely.  Observe  well-devel- 
oped trees,  and  see  how  wide  a space  they 
require.  There  is  naturally  an  eager  wish 
for  shade  as  soon  as  possible,  and  a desire 
to  banish  from  surroundings  an  aspect  of 
bareness.  These  purposes  can,  it  is  true, 
often  be  accomplished  by  setting  out  more 
trees  at  first  than  could  mature,  and  by  tak- 
ing out  one  and  another  from  time  to  time 
when  they  begin  to  interfere  with  each 
other's  growth.  One  symmetrical,  noble 
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tree,  however,  is  certainly  worth  more 
thau  a dozen  distorted,  misshapen  speci- 
mens. If  given  space,  every  kind  of  tree 
and  shrub  will  develop  its  own  individu- 
ality, and  herein  lies  one  of  their  greatest 
charms.  If  the  oak  typifies  manhood,  the 
drooping  elm  is  equally  suggestive  of  fem- 
inine grace,  while  the  sugar-maple,  prod- 
igal of  its  rich  juices,  tasselled  bloom,  and 
winged  seeds,  reminds  us  of  wholesome, 
cheerful  natures.  Even  when  dying,  its 
foliage  takes  on  the  earliest  and  richest 
hues  of  autumn. 

The  trees  about  our  door  become  in  a 
sense  our  companions.  They  appeal  to 
the  eye,  fancy,  and  feelings  of  different 
people  differently.  Therefore  I shall  leave 
the  choice  of  arboreal  associates  to  those 
who  are  to  plant  them — a choice  best 
guided  by  observation  of  trees.  Why 
should  you  not  plant  those  you  like  the 
best,  those  which  are  the  most  congenial  ? 

A few  suggestions,  however,  may  be  use- 
ful. I would  advise  the  reader  not  to  be 
in  too  great  haste  to  fill  up  his  grounds. 
While  there  are  trees  to  which  his  choice 
reverts  almost  instantly,  there  are  prob- 
ably many  other  beautiful  varieties  with 
which  he  is  not  acquainted.  If  he  has 
kept  space  for  the  planting  of  something 
new  every  spring  and  fall,  he  has  done 
much  to  preserve  his  zest  in  his  rural  sur- 
roundings, and  to  give  a pleasing  direction 
to  his  summer  observation.  He  is  ever  on 
the  alert  to  discover  trees  and  shrubs  that 
satisfy  his  taste. 

When  preparing  these  papers  I visited, 
the  grounds  of  Mr.  A.  S.  Fuller,  at  Ridge- 
wood, New  Jersey,  and  for  an  hour  or 
two  I broke  the  tenth  commandment  in 
spite  of  myself.  I was  surrounded  by 
trees  from  almost  every  portion  of  the 
northern  temperate  zone,  from  Oregon  to 
Japan;  and  in  Mr.  Fuller  I had  a guide 
whose  sympathy  with  his  arboreal  pets 
was  only  equalled  by  his  knowledge  of 
their  characteristics.  All  who  love  trees 
should  possess  his  book,  entitled  Practical 
Forestry . If  it  could  only  be  put  into 
the  hands  of  law  makers,  and  they  com- 
pelled to  learn  much  of  its  contents  by 
heart,  they  would  cease  to  be  more  or  less 
conscious  traitors  to  their  country  in  al- 
lowing the  destruction  of  forests. 

Japan  appears  to  be  doing  as  much  to 
adorn  our  lawns  and  gardens  as  our  draw- 
ing-rooms, and  from  this  and  other  for- 
eign lands  much  that  is  beautiful  or  cu- 
rious is  coming  annually  to  our  shores. 


At  the  same  time  I was  convinced  of  the 
wisdom  of  Mr.  Fuller’s  appreciation  of  our 
native  trees.  In  few  instances  would  we 
have  to  go  far  from  home  to  find  nearly 
all  that  we  wanted  in  beautiful  variety — 
maples,  dogwoods,  scarlet  and  chestnut 
oaks,  the  liquidambar,  the  wliitewood  or 
tulip  tree,  white  birch,  and  hornbeam,  or 
the  hop-tree,  not  to  speak  of  the  ever- 
greens and  shrubs  indigenous  to  our  for- 
ests. Perhaps  it  is  not  generally  known 
that  the  persimmon,  so  well  remembered 
by  old  campaigners  in  Virginia,  will  grow 
readily  in  this  latitude.  There  are  forests 
of  this  tree  around  Paterson,  New  Jersey, 
and  it  has  been  known  to  endure  twenty- 
seven  degrees  below  zero.  It  is  a hand- 
some tree  at  any  season,  and  its  fruit  in 
November  caused  much  straggling  from 
our  line  of  march  in  the  South.  Then 
there  is  our  clean-boled,  graceful  beech, 
whose  smooth  white  bark  has  received  so 
many  tender  confidences. 

There  is  one  objection  to  the  beech, 
which  also  lies  against  the  white  oak — it 
does  not  drop  its  leaves  within  the  space 
of  a few  autumn  days.  The  bleached  fo- 
liage is  falling  all  winter  long,  thus  giv- 
ing the  ground  near  an  untidy  aspect. 
With  some,  the  question  of  absolute  neat- 
ness is  paramount;  with  others,  leaves  are 
clean  dirt,  and  their  rustle  in  the  wind 
does  not  cease  to  be  music  even  after  they 
have  fallen. 

In  gratifying  our  taste  for  native  trees 
we  need  not  confine  ourselves  to  those  in- 
digenous to  our  own  locality.  From  the 
nurseries  we  can  obtain  specimens  that 
beautify  other  regions  of  our  broad  land, 
as,  for  instance,  the  Kentucky  yellow- 
wood,  the  papaw,  the  Judas-tree,  and,  in 
the  latitude  of  New  Jersey  and  south- 
ward, the  holly. 

In  many  instances  the  purchaser  of  the 
acre  may  find  a lasting  pleasure  in  devel- 
oping a specialty.  He  may  desire  to  gath- 
er about  him  all  the  drooping  or  weeping 
trees  that  will  grow  in  his  latitude,  or  he 
may  choose  to  turn  his  acre  largely  into 
a nut  orchard,  and  delight  his  children 
with  a harvest  which  they  will  gather 
with  all  the  zest  of  the  frisky  red  squirrel. 
If  one  could  succeed  in  obtaining  a bear- 
ing tree  of  Hale’s  paper-shell  hickory-nut, 
he  .would  have  a prize  indeed. 

In  passing  from  this  subject  of  choice 
in  deciduous  trees  and  shrubs,  I would 
suggest,  in  addition  to  visits  to  woods  and 
copse,  to  the  well-ornamented  places  of 
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men  who  have  long  gratified  a fine  taste 
in  this  respect,  that  the  reader  also  make 
time  to  see  occasionally  a nursery  like  that 
of  S.  B.  Parsons  and  Co.,  at  Flushing, 
New  York.  There  is  no  teaching  like 
that  of  the  eyes,  and  the  amateur  who 
would  do  a bit  of  landscape  gardening 
about  his  own  home  learns  what  he  would 
like  and  what  he  can  do  by  seeing  shrubs 
and  trees  in  their  various  stages  of  growth 
and  beauty. 

As  a rule,  I have  not  much  sympathy 
with  the  effort  to  set  out  large  trees  in  the 
hope  of  obtaining  shade  more  quickly. 
The  trees  have  to  be  trimmed  up  and  cut 
back  so  greatly  that  their  symmetry  is 
often  destroyed.  They  are  also  apt  to  be 
checked  in  their  growth  so  seriously  by 
such  removal  that  a slender  sapling, 
planted  at  the  same  time,  overtakes  and 
passes  them.  I prefer  a young  tree, 
straight-stemmed,  healthy,  and  typical  of 
its  species  or  variety.  Still,  when  large 
trees  can  be  removed  in  winter  with  a great 
ball  of  frozen  earth  that  insures  the  pre- 
servation of  the  fibrous  roots,  much  time 
can  be  saved.  It  should  ever  be  remem- 
bered that  prompt,  rapid  growth  of  the 
transplanted  tree  depends  on  two  things — 
plenty  of  small  fibrous  roots,  and  a fertile 
soil  to  receive  them.  It  usually  happens 
that  the  purchaser  employs  a local  citizen 
to  aid  in  putting  his  ground  in  order.  In 
every  rural  neighborhood  there  are  smart 
men:  smart  is  the  proper  adjective,  for 
they  are  neither  sagacious  nor  trust- 
worthy, and  there  is  ever  a dismal  hiatus 
between  their  promises  and  performance. 
Such  men  lie  in  wait  for  new-comers,  to 
take  advantage  of  their  inexperience  and 
necessary  absence.  They  will  assure  their 
confiding  employers  that  they  are  beyond 
learning  anything  new  in  the  planting  of 
trees — which  is  true,  in  a sinister  sense. 
They  will  leave  roots  exposed  to  sun  and 
wind;  in  brief,  pay  no  more  attention  to 
them  than  a baby-farmer  would  bestow 
on  an  infant's  appetite,  and  then,  when 
convenient,  thrust  them  into  a hole  scarce- 
ly large  enough  for  a post.  They  expect 
to  receive  their  money  long  before  the  dis- 
honest character  of  their  work  can  be  dis- 
covered. The  number  of  trees  which  this 
class  of  men  have  dwarfed  or  killed  out- 
right would  make  a forest.  The  result  of 
a well-meaning  yet  ignorant  man's  work 
might  be  equally  unsatisfactory.  There- 
fore the  purchaser  of  the  acre  should  know 
how  a tree  should  be  planted,  and  see  to 
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it  himself,  or  he  should  by  careful  inquiry 
select  a man  for  the  task  who  could  bring 
testimonials  from  those  to  whom  he  had 
rendered  like  services  in  the  past. 

The  hole  destined  to  receive  a shade  or 
fruit  tree  should  be  at  least  three  feet  in 
diameter  and  two  feet  deep.  It  then 
should  be  partially  filled  with  good  sur- 
face soil,  upon  which  . the  tree  should 
stand,  so  that  its  roots  could  extend  nat- 
urally according  to  their  original  growth. 
Good  fine  loam  should  be  sifted  through 
and  over  them,  and  they  should  not  be 
permitted  to  come  in  contact  with  decay- 
ing matter  or  coarse,  unfermented  ma- 
nure. The  tree  should  be  set  as  deeply  in 
the  soil  as  it  stood  when  first  taken  up. 

As  the  earth  is  thrown  gently  through 
and  over  the  roots  it  should  be  packed 
lightly  against  them  with  the  foot,  and 
water,  should  the  season  be  rather  dry  and 
warm,  poured  in  from  time  to  time  to  set- 
tle the  fine  soil  about  them.  The  surface 
should  be  levelled  at  last  with  a slight  dip 
toward  the  tree,  so  that  spring  and  sum- 
mer rains  may  be  retained  directly  about 
the  roots.  Then  a mulch  of  coarse  ma- 
nure is  helpful,  for  it  keeps  the  surface 
moist,  and  its  richness  will  reach  the  roots 
gradually  in  a diluted  form.  A mulch  of 
straw,  leaves,  or  coarse  hay  is  better  than 
none  at  all.  After  being  planted,  three 
stout  stakes  should  be  inserted  firmly  in 
the  earth  at  the  three  points  of  a triangle, 
the  tree  being  its  centre.  Then  by  a rope 
of  straw  or  some  soft  material  the  tree 
should  be  braced  firmly  between  the  pro- 
tecting stakes,  and  thus  it  is  kept  from 
being  whipped  around  by  the  wind. 
Should  periods  of  drought  ensue  during 
the  growing  season,  it  would  be  well  to 
rake  the  mulch  one  side,  and  saturate  the 
ground  around  the  young  tree  with  an 
abundance  of  water,  and  the  mulch  after- 
ward spread  as  before.  Such  watering  is 
often  essential,  and  it  should  be  thorough. 

Speaking  of  trees,  it  may  so  happen 
that  the  acre  is  already  in  forest.  Then, 
indeed,  there  should  be  careful  discrimina- 
tion in  the  use  of  the  axe.  It  may  be  said 
that  a fine  tree  is  in  the  way  of  the  dwell- 
ing. Perhaps  the  proposed  dwelling  is  in 
the  way  of  the  tree.  In  England  the 
work  of  “ groving,”  or  thinning  out  trees, 
is  carried  to  the  perfection  of  a fine  art. 

One  shudders  at  the  havoc  which  might 
be  made  by  a stolid  laborer.  Indeed,  to 
nearly  all  who  could  be  employed  in  pre- 
paring a wooded  acre  for  habitation,  a 
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tree  would  be  looked  upon  as  little  more 
than  so  much  cord-wood  or  lumber. 

The  conifer®  should  not  be  neglected. 
They  are  always  beautiful,  easily  man- 
aged, and  by  means  of  them  beautiful  ef- 
fects can  be  created  within  comparative- 
ly small  space.  On  Mr.  Fuller's  grounds 
I saw  what  might  be  fittingly  termed  a 
small  parterre  of  dwarf  evergreens,  some 
of  which  were  twenty-five  years  old. 

What  I have  said  about  forming  the  ac- 
quaintance of  deciduous  trees  and  shrubs 
before  planting  to  any  great  extent,  ap- 
plies with  even  greater  force  to  the  ever- 
green family.  There  is  a large  and  beau- 
tiful variety  from  .which  to  choose,  and  I 
would  suggest  that  the  choice  be  made 
chiefly  from  the  dwarf-growing  kinds, 
since  the  space  of  one  acre  is  too  limited 
for  much  indulgence  in  Norway  spruces, 
the  firs,  or  pines.  An  hour  with  a note- 
book spent  in  grounds  like  those  of  Mr. 
Fuller  would  do  more  in  aiding  a satis- 
factory selection  than  years  of  reading. 
Moreover,  it  should  be  remembered  that 
many  beautiful  evergreens,  especially 
those  of  foreign  origin,  are  but  half  hardy. 
The  amateur  may  find  that  after  an  ex- 
ceptionally severe  winter  some  lovely 
specimen,  which  has  grown  to  fill  a large 
space  in  his  heart,  as  well  as  on  his  acre, 
has  been  killed.  There  is  an  ample  choice 
from  entirely  hardy  varieties  for  every 
locality,  and  these,  by  careful  inquiry  of 
trustworthy  nurserymen,  should  be  ob- 
tained. 

Moreover,  it  should  be  remembered  that 
few  evergreens  will  thrive  in  a wet,  heavy 
soil.  If  nature  has  not  provided  thorough 
drainage  by  means  of  a porous  subsoil,  the 
w'ork  must  be  done  artificially.  As  a rule, 
light  but  not  poor  soils,  and  warm  ex- 
posures, are  best  adapted  to  this  genus  of 
trees. 

I think  that  all  authorities  agree  sub- 
stantially that  spring  in  our  climate  is 
the  best  time  for  the  transplanting  of 
evergreens,  but  they  differ  between  ear- 
ly and  advanced  spring.  The  late  Mr. 
A.  J.  Downing  preferred  early  spring; 
that  is,  as  soon  as  the  frost  is  out  and  the 
ground  dry  enough  to  crumble  freely. 
Mr.  A.  S.  Fuller  indorses  this  opinion. 
Mr.  Josiah  Hoopes,  author  of  a valuable 
work  entitled  The  Book  of  Evergreens , 
advises  that  transplanting  be  deferred  to 
later  spring,  when  the  young  trees  are 
just  beginning  their  season’s  growth,  and 
this  view  has  the  approval  of  Hon.  Mar- 
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shall  P.  Wilder  and  Mr.  S.  B.  Parsons, 
Jun.,  Superintendent  of  City  Parks.  Abun- 
dant success  is  undoubtedly  achieved  at 
both  seasons;  but  should  a hot,  dry  period 
ensue  after  the  later  planting— early  May, 
for  instance — only  abundant  watering  and 
diligent  mulching  will  save  the  trees. 

It  should  be  carefully  remembered  that 
the  evergreen  families  do  not  possess  the 
vitality  of  deciduous  trees,  and  are  more 
easily  injured  or  killed  by  removal.  The 
roots  of  the  former  are  more  sensitive  to 
exposure  to  dry  air  and  to  sunlight,  and 
much  more  certainty  of  life  and  growth 
is  secured  if  the  transfer  can  be  accom- 
plished in  cloudy  or  rainy  weather.  The 
roots  should  never  be  permitted  to  become 
dry,  and  it  is  well  also  to  sprinkle  the 
foliage  at  the  time  of  planting.  More- 
over, do  not  permit  careless  workmen  to 
save  a few  minutes  in  the  digging  of  the 
trees.  Every  fibrous  root  that  can  be 
preserved  intact  is  a promise  of  life  and 
vigor.  If  a nursery-man  should  send  me 
an  assortment  of  evergreens  with  only  the 
large  woody  roots  left,  I should  refuse  to 
receive  the  trees. 

What  I have  said  in  opposition  to  the 
transplanting  of  large  trees  applies  with 
greater  force  to  evergreens.  Mr.  Hoopes 
writes:  “An  error  into  which  many  un- 
practiced planters  frequently  fall  is  that 
of  planting  large  trees,  and  it  is  one  which 
we  consider  opposed  to  sound  common- 
sense.  We  are  aware  that  the  owner  of 
every  new  place  is  anxious  to  produce 
what  is  usually  known  as  an  immediate 
effect,  and  therefore  he  proceeds  to  plant 
large  evergreens,  covering  his  grounds 
with  great  unsightly  trees.  In  almost 
every  case  of  this  kind  the  lower  limbs 
are  apt  to  die,  and  thus  greatly  disfigure 
the  symmetry  of  the  trees.  Young,  healthy 
plants,  when  carefully  taken  up  and  as 
properly  replanted,  are  never  subject  to 
this  disfigurement,  and  are  almost  certain 
to  form  handsome  specimens.” 

Any  one  who  has  seen  the  beautiful 
pyramids,  cones,  and  mounds  of  green 
into  which  so  many  varieties  develop, 
if  permitted  to  grow  according  to  the  laws 
of  their  being,  should  not  be  induced  to 
purchase  old  and  large  trees  which  nurs- 
ery-men are  often  anxious  to  part  with 
before  they  become  utterly  unsalable. 

When  the  evergreens  reach  the  acre, 
plant  them  with  the  same  care  and  on  the 
same  general  principles  indicated  for  oth- 
er trees.  Let  the  soil  be  mellow  and  good. 
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Mulch  at  once,  and  water  abundantly  the 
first  summer  during  dry  periods.  Be  sure 
that  the  trees  are  not  set  any  deeper  in  the 
ground  than  they  stood  before  removal. 
If  the  soil  of  the  acre  is  heavy  or  poor,  go 
to  the  road  side  or  some  old  pasture  and 
find  rich  light  soil  with  which  to  fill  in 
around  the  roots.  If  no  soil  can  be  found 
without  a large  proportion  of  clay,  the 
addition  of  a little  sand,  thoroughly  mix- 
ed through  it,  is  beneficial.  The  hole 
should  be  ample  in  size,  so  that  the  roots 
can  be  spread  out  according  to  their  natu- 
ral bent.  If  the  ground,  after  planting, 
needs  enriching,  spread  the  fertilizer 
around  the  trees,  not  against  them,  and  on 
the  surface  only.  Never  put  manure  on 
or  very  near  the  roots. 

Very  pretty  and  useful  purposes  can 
often  be  served  by  the  employment  of 
certain  kinds  of  evergreens  as  hedges.  I 
do  not  like  the  arbitrary  and  stiff  divisions 
of  a small  place  which  I have  often  seen. 
They  take  away  the  sense  of  roominess, 
and  destroy  the  possibility  of  pretty  little 
vistas,  but  when  used  judiciously  as  screens 
they  combine  much  beauty  with  utility. 
As  part  of  line  fences  they  are  often  emi- 
nently satisfactory,  shutting  out  prying 
eyes  and  inclosing  the  home  within  walls 
of  living  green.  The  strong  - growing 
pines  and  Norway  spruce  are  better  adapt- 
ed to  large  estates  than  to  the  area  of  an 
acre.  Therefore  we  would  advise  the  em- 
ployment of  the  American  arbor  vitae  and 
of  hemlock.  The  hedge  of  the  latter  ev- 
ergreen on  Mr.  Fuller’s  place  formed  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  and  symmetrical 
walls  I have  ever  seen.  It  was  so  smooth, 
even,  and  impervious  that  in  the  distance 
it  appeared  like  solid  emerald. 


The  ground  should  be  thoroughly  pre- 
pared for  a hedge  by  deep  ploughing  or  by 
digging;  the  trees  should  be  small,  young, 
of  even  height  and  size,  and  they  should 
be  planted  carefully  in  line,  according 
to  the  directions  already  given  for  a sin- 
gle specimen;  the  ground  on  each  side 
mulched  and  kept  moist  during  the  first 
summer.  In  the  autumn,  rake  the  mulch 
away  and  top-dress  the  soil  on  both  sides 
for  the  space  of  two  or  three  feet  out- 
ward from  the  stems  with  well-decayed 
manure.  This  protects  the  roots  and  in- 
sures a vigorous  growth  the  coming  sea- 
son. Allow  no  weeds  or  even  grass  to 
encroach  on  the  young  hedge  until  it  is 
strong  and  established.  For  the  first  year 
no  trimming  will  be  necessary  beyond  cut- 
ting back  an  occasional  branch  or  top  that 
is  growing  stronger  than  the  others,  and 
this  should  be  done  in  early  October. 
During  the  second  season  the  plants  should 
grow  much  more  strongly,  and  now  the 
shears  are  needed  in  summer.  Some 
branches  and  top  shoots  will  push  far  be- 
yond the  others.  They  should  be  cut 
back  evenly  and  in  accordance  with  the 
shape  the  hedge  is  to  take.  The  pyramidal 
form  appears  to  me  to  be  the  one  most 
in  harmony  with  nature.  In  October,  the 
hedge  should  receive  its  final  shearing 
for  the  year,  and  if  there  is  an  apparent 
deficiency  of  vigor,  the  ground  on  both 
sides  should  receive  another  top-dressing 
after  removing  the  summer  mulch.  As 
the  hedge  grows  older  and  stronger,  the 
principal  shearing  will  be  done  in  early 
summer,  as  this  checks  growth  and  causes 
the  close,  dense  interlacing  of  branches 
and  formation  of  foliage  wherein  the  beau- 
ty and  usefulness  of  the  hedge  consist. 


(Biiitar's  (Bust)  Cjniir. 


THE  New  England  Society  in  New  York 
was  organized  eighty-one  years  ago,  and 
for  many  years  it  has  celebrated  the  rigor  and 
want  of  the  famous  landing  at  Plymouth  with 
the  most  sumptuous  feast.  All  the  planets 
and  fixed  stars  and  wayward  meteors  of  New 
England  political  and  professional  and  liter- 
ary and  official  greatness  and  eloquence  have 
risen  above  the  horizon  of  that  noted  table, 
and  have  illuminated  the  heroic  story  of  New 
England  life  and  illustrated  the  qualities  of 
New  England  leadership.  Once  a year  New 
York  has  toym  invited  to  hear  of  the  glory  at 
itizwn.  d^Q*’o 


which  she  smiles  and  of  the  virtue  which  she 
denies. 

4k  New  England  has  much  to  be  proud  of," 
said  a New-Yorker  jealous  of  the  honor  of  his 
State, but  it  is  remarkable  that  she  should 
choose  to  praise  the  Puritan  for  the  very  virtue 
that  lie  scorned — the  love  of  religious  liberty/’ 
The  same  sharp  commentator  said  that  he  ob- 
served that  the  New-Englander  praised  New 
England  with  a fervor  that  increased  with  dis- 
tance from  her  borders.  But  these  pleasant 
gibes  do  not  disturb  the  American  whose  feet 

are  planted  upon  Plymouth  Hock.  Great 
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patience,  he  thinks,  may  be  necessary  with 
those  whose  feet  stand  upon  a less  firm  foun- 
dation. 

uNo,”  sweetly  replies  the  Yankee  to  the 
Knickerbocker,  u you  were  not  sprung  from 
New  England.  But  cheer  up;  New  York  is 
next  to  it.  From  the  field  of  Saratoga  you 
can  see  the  Green  Mountains,  and  the  great 
city  itself  is  not  very  far  from  the  Connecticut 
line.  You  observe,  my  friend,  that  even  New 

• York  is  not  without  its  consolations.  It  is 
near  New  England.19  This  comfort  is  the  more 
soothing  because  it  is  administered  by  the 
New-Englander  who  has  come  to  live  in  New 
York.  His  coming  is  in  itself  obviously  an 
act  of  benevolence.  He  will  not  selfishly  keep 
New  England  to  himself,  but  he  shares  it  with 
the  hapless  Knickerbocker.  He  overflows 
upon  him,  as  it  were,  with  New  England,  and 
reminds  him  of  his  blessings.  It  is  a benevo- 
lence which  must  stir  the  Knickerbocker  heart 
with  gratitude. 

There  is  one  aspect  of  this  Yankee  festival 
in  New  York  which  is  not  always  remembered, 
but  which  is  very  interesting  and  significant. 
It  is  an  illustration  of  the  tradition  and  the 
habit  which  constitute  both  the  peculiarity 
and  the  strength  of  our  political  system.  It 
is  a manifestation  alike  of  the  strength  of  lo- 
cal feeling  and  of  national  pride.  The  tie 
that  binds  the  New-Englander  to  New  Eng- 
land is  wrought  of  association  and  pride  and 
sympathy,  and,  like  all  local  ties,  of  mystery. 
It  is  strong  and  imperishable,  and  yet  it  does 
not  weaken  the  other  tie  to  the  nation.  He 
does  not  assert  one  against  the  other,  as  he 
does  not  care  to  distinguish  his  love  of  wife 
and  child.  The  New  England  dinner  in  New 
York  has  been  always  a tribute  of  tender  rev- 
erence to  that  part  of  the  country.  But  it  has 
been  always,  also,  a very  well-spring  of  love 
and  loyalty  toward  the  Union. 

To  sit  at  that  table  is  to  understand  the  dual 
bond  of  the  American.  It  is  a feast  which  at 
once  renews  his  local  fidelity  and  refreshes  his 
patriotism.  He  rises  a prouder  New-Eng- 
lander and  also  a prouder  American.  In  cele- 
brating the  one  he  extols  the  other,  and  in  de- 
fending either  he  strengthens  both.  But  the 
dinner  is  not  always  composed  of  praise  aud 
pudding.  The  old  skull  which  was  placed 
upon  the  royal  table  to  remind  the  king  that 
even  he  was  mortal  is  sometimes  deftly  laid 
by  the  Yankee’s  plate  in  the  speech  of  the  aft- 
er-dinner orator.  The  warning  strain  startles 
the  careless  reveller,  who  supposes  that  he 
has  discharged  the  whole  duty  of  man  in 
being  born  a New-Englander,  like  a sudden 
mme , incite,  blazing  upon  the  pretty  panelling 
of  Delmonico’s  larger  hall. 

This  year  it  was  the  Reverend  Doctor  John 
Knox — that  is  to  say.  Dr.  Paxton — whose  elo- 
quence shook  the  roses  of  the  garlanded 
guests,  and  tilled  them  with  wonder  as  if  they 
had  been  Queen  Mary’s  careless  maids  of  honor. 
He  said  in  effect  that  it  might  be  well  to  con- 
sider whether  Plymouth  Rock  was  not  chnn- 
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ging  from  granite  to  sugar,  whether  the  virtues 
of  the  Puritan  were  not  disappearing  with  his 
grimness,  and  whether,  instead  of  the  defier  of 
popes,  and  challenger  of  kiugs,  and  tamer  of 
a continental  wilderness,  and  sturdy  founder 
of  a free  republic,  we  had  not  now  a money- 
getter,  an  aesthete,  a dude,  and  a dandy. 

This  was  certainly  a pretty  serious  ques- 
tion. The  tone  of  the  speech  was  that  of  the 
traditional  Puritan,  jealous  of  all  pomps  and 
vanities,  and  suspecting  pleasure  to  be  only  a 
treacherous  snare.  The  question,  moreover, 
seemed  to  have  a certain  pertinence  amid  the 
luxurious  circumstance  of  the  feast.  The  rev- 
erend doctor  put  his  point  strongly  and  epi- 
grammntically  and  eloquently.  The  guests 
listened  aud  loudly  applauded.  The  stem 
old  u man  of  God”  was  drawn  boldly  by  the 
orator  as  the  man  to  whom  life  was  too  sober 
for  a smile,  and  who  was  too  tenaciously  fixed 
upon  a great  and  beneficent  pui-pose  to  humor 
finical  whims  about  small  objections  and  ob- 
structions. 

The  tone  of  the  question  was  not  unlike  that 
of  Senator  Frye  at  the  Brooklyn  dinner  on  the 
previous  evening,  who  implied  that  he  sus- 
pected that  we  w?cre  inclined  to  be  too  mealy- 
mouthed  about  the  late  war.  But  as  the  very 
circumstances  of  the  dinner  replied  conclu- 
sively to  the  implication  of  the  Senator,  so  do 
the  facts  seem  to  answer  the  New  York  ques- 
tion. The  Brooklyn  dinner  was  distinguished 
by  nothing  so  much  as  the  universal  aud  affec- 
tionate tribute  tQ  Grant  as  a true  patriot.  The 
sincerity  of  the  sentiment  and  the  warmth  of 
its  expression  showed  how  deep  and  strong 
is  the  patriotic  feeling  for  the  cause  which 
Grant  represents.  And  it  was  still  more  sig- 
nificant because  happily  Grant  represents  also 
the  fraternal  spirit  upon  which  alone  a genu- 
ine Union  can  rest.  There  was  no  forgetful- 
ness, as  the  Senator  implied,  but  there  wa9  a 
remembrance  of  something  else  than  battle- 
fields and  fighting. 

In  somewhat  the  same  way  our  history  seems 
to  answer  the  same  doubt  ot  the  disappearance 
of  the  Puritan.  Certainly  he  survives.  Even 
his  intolerance  and  narrowness  are  not  gone, 
while  his  great  qualities  happily  endure.  The 
story  of  the  last  half-century  in  this  country 
is  not  that  of  a decadent  nation  in  any  part 
of  it.  It  is  the  story  of  the  conscience  and 
courage  and  clear  intelligence  that  in  another 
country  and  under  other  conditions  made  Puri- 
tan England.  And  in  its  later  part  it  is  the 
tale  of  such  national  reunion  after  discord  and 
civil  war  as  no  other  age  or  country  ever  saw. 
Even  the  poor  dude,  whom  the  44  man  of  God” 
might  be  supposed  to  regard  as  a brainless  hu- 
man butterfly,  is  often  made  to  serve  as  a word 
of  contempt  in  angry  contests  for  one  of  the 
most  positive  of  Puritan  qualities — resolute  ad- 
hesion to  individual  conviction. 

If  Carver  and  Brewster  and  Bradford  and 
Winslow  should  look  in  upon  u New  England 
dinner  of  to-day,  they  would  not  stand  like  the 
sad  aud  rebuking  figures  of  the  old  Romans 
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in  Couture's  picture  of  the  “Decadence  of 
Rome,”  but  with  the  cheerful  welcome  of 
great-hearted  men  who,  in  another  costume 
and  under  changed  conditions,  recoguized 
and  blessed  their  own  children. 


A late  telegram  from  England  stated  that 
the  cohesion  of  the  Liberal  party  in  that  coun- 
try depended  upon  Mr.  Gladstone's  declara- 
tion of  his  views.  How  much  may  depend 
upon  the  cohesion  of  that  party  every  student 
of  public  affairs  will  answer  for  himself.  But 
the  fact  of  the  ascendency  of  one  man  without 
office,  or  any  but  intellectual  and  moral  forces 
at  his  command,  is  a suggestive  comment  upon 
the  assertion  winch  we  were  recently  consid- 
ering, that  no  particular  man  is  of  importance, 
and  that  the  currents  ot  tendency  take  no  ac- 
count of  individuals. 

The  loiterer  along  the  crowded  highway  of 
a great  city  must  often  think  of  the  apparent 
truthfulness  of  the  saying  that  any  man  is  but 
a dried  leaf  whirled  upon  the  surface  of  a 
stream  which  sweeps  on  heedless  of  leaves 
and  chips  and  drift  of  every  degree.  Think 
of  the  great  man,  says  the  musing  loiterer, 
who  was  here  yesterday,  and  is  gone  to-day. 
He  was  a religious  leader,  but  what  is  changed 
because  he  is  gone  ? His  church  or  sect  or 
society  remains,  and  his  place  is  already  tilled. 
He  was  a great  political  chief  for  whose  word 
a country  waited,  and  by  whose  speeches 
men  trimmed  their  opinions  as  they  dress  by 
a glass.  But  his  party  endures,  and  another 
voice  is  even  now  speaking  for  it. 

Here  is  the  placard  of  the  opera,  and  Signo- 
ra Nachtigalli  is  to  sing  in  the  Sonnambula , 
or  the  FreischuU , or  the  Taming  of  the  Shrew, 
or  Faust , or  the  Meister singer , and  the  young 
woman  and  the  young  man  are  to  go  and  list- 
en and  enjoy,  aud — and  to  feel  as  their  fa- 
thers and  mothers  used  to  feel  when  they 
went  to  the  opera  and  listened  and  enjoyed. 
What  is  changed  but  the  color  of  the  father's 
hair  and  the  rose  bloom  of  the  mother's 
cheek  ? But  Jenny  Lind  sang  then,  or  Stef- 
fanone,  or  Bosio,  or  Benedetti,  or  Salvi.  Still, 
what  is  changed  ? The  singers  are  gone,  like 
the  wood-thrushes  of  last  summer.  But  listen, 
and  this  next  summer  you  shall  find  the  woods 
full  of  songsters.  The  opera  goes  on.  It  is 
the  Queen  of  Sheita  to-day,  and  not  Lucia . It 
is  not  Jenny  Lind,  or  Mali  bran,  or  Son  tag. 
No,  it  is — it  is — somebody  else.  But  however 
virtuous  the  old  fellows  with  gray  beards  and 
long  memories  may  be,  shall  there  be  no  cakes 
and  ale  ? — fresh  cake  too,  and  newly  frosted, 
and  ale  for  which  Sir  John  would  gladly  have 
exchanged  his  sack. 

If  it  had  not  been  Jenny  Lind  it  would 
have  been  somebody  else.  Forty  years  ago, 
as  th vfldneur  seated  himself  at  the  Italiens  in 
Paris,  he  smiled  and  whispered  to  himself, 
softly : “ It  was  Ruhini ; it  is  Mario.  It  was 
Pastii;  it  is  Grisi.”  Forty  years  ago,  as  the 
musing  loiterer  lingered  along  Broadway,  it 
was  Midas^hom  he  walking  up  from 
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down-town;  to-day  it  is  Croesus  walking  or 
driving.  Does  the  name  matter?  If  it  had 
not  been  Midas  it  would  have  been  Plutus. 
Trade  and  enterprise  and  financial  skill  will 
always  produce  their  representatives.  Music 
did  not  die  with  Mozart,  nor  Toryism  with 
Pitt,  nor  poetry  with  Byron.  Has  not  Thack- 
eray told  us  that  when  there  is  an  Hour  with 
a large  II,  there  is  sure  to  appear  the  Man 
with  a big  M ? 

So  the  airy  argument  flies,  and  the  nothing- 
ness of  the  individual  is  apparently  demon- 
strated. But  there  is  still  something  to  be 
said.  If  it  had  not  been  Shakespeare,  must  it 
needs  have  been  somebody  else?  If  it  had 
not  been  Washington,  would  Putnam,  per- 
haps, or  Knox,  or  Greene,  or  Schuyler,  or  Mor- 
gan, have  answered  ? If  Gladstone  were  away, 
would — let  the  intelligent  reader  supply  any 
favorite  name — equally  serve  the  occasion? 
It  certainly  docs  not  follow  because  a move- 
ment or  a church  or  a party  continues  with- 
out interruption  that  the  individual  is  of  no 
account,  and  it  is  not  a true  saying  that  it 
will  be  all  the  same  a hundred  years  lienee. 

Our  own  situation  in  this  country  to-day 
would  have  been  very  different  except  for  the 
wisdom  and  the  diameter  of  Washington  a 
hundred  years  ago.  Except  for  Cromwell  and 
William  and  Somers  and  Robert  Walpole,  the 
England  that  wc  know  would  have  been  an- 
other England.  The  party  continues,  but  the 
aim,  the  spint,  the  impulse  of  the  party 
are  what  Fox  or  Gladstone  makes  it.  The 
ship  remains,  and  there  is  a hand  at  the  helm, 
but  the  skill  and  knowledge  and  courage  to 
bring  the  ship  to  port  sauk,  perhaps,  in  the 
sea  with  the  captain  who  was  buried  yester- 
day. 

It  is  a plausible  but  a false  and  dangerous 
doctrine  that  the  individual  is  unimportant, 
and  that  nobody  is  indispensable  to  the  course 
of  things.  It  is  a dangerous  fatalism,  among 
other  reasons,  because  it  diminishes  self-re- 
spect. It  saps  the  spring  of  that  beneficent 
endeavor  which  is  the  answer  to  the  prayer 
that  wc  may  leave  the  world  better  than  we 
found  it.  Cross  the  Channel  from  Gladstone's 
England  to  Parnell's  Ireland,  and  the  impor- 
tance of  an  individual  is  equally  apparent. 
The  cry  of  Ireland  w as  heard  before  Parnell, 
and  it  would  be  heard  after  him  wTere  he  to 
die  at  once.  But  if  any  youth  feels  that  it  is 
useless  to  cherish  great  ideals,  and  to  serve  his 
kind  because  his  life  is  a span  and  a tent  of  a 
night,  he  may  well  reflect  not  only  that,  as  Per- 
icles said,  the  earth  is  the  tomb  of  illustrious 
men,  but  that  history  is  their  biography. 


The  most  interesting  musical  event  of  the 
winter  in  New  York  was  the  beginning  of  the 
American  opera.  The  title,  of  course,  suggests 
the  old  question,  what  is  American  music  be- 
yond the  fact  that  it  is  music  in  America? 

There  was  a patriotic  disposition  to  call  Patti 
an  American  because  she  was  born  here,  or 

because  her  childhood  was  passed  here.  It 
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was  a kindly  instinct  of  appropriation.  But 
Patti  is  no  more  an  American  than  many  an 
American  who  was  born  or  whose  youth  was 
passed  iu  Italy  is  an  Italian.  Many  an  Amer- 
ican artist  goes  early  to  Italy  and  stays  there 
many  years.  There  was  Crawford,  the  sculp- 
tor, in  Rome,  and  Powers,  the  sculptor,  in 
Florence.  To  Americans,  Florence  will  be  al- 
ways known  as  the  home  of  Powers.  All  his 
work  was  done  there.  Shall  we  call  him  an 
Italian  artist  ? For  thirty  years  and  more  Will- 
iam W.  Story,  a man  of  rounded  gifts  and 
graces,  has  lived  in  Rome,  and  has  stood  at 
the  head  of— American  or  of  Italian  sculpture  ? 

What  is  Italian  art?  What  is  American 
music?  It  is  something  more  than  the  work 
of  an  artist  who  lives  in  Italy  or  in  America. 
Thorwaldsen  was  not  a Roman,  long  as  he  lived 
in  Rome.  Hawthorne  insisted  that  there  was 
no  material  for  romance  iu  America,  and  he 
wrote  the  Marble  Faun . It  was  an  Italian 
story  written  in  Italy,  but  it  is  one  of  the  great 
works  in  American  literature.  Hawthorne’s 
tales  arc  a signal  refutation  of  his  own  theory. 
They  are  essentially  and  especially  American. 
In  the  Twice-told  Tales , in  the  Old  Manse , in 
the  Scarlet  Lettei',  the  House  of  the  Seven  Gables , 
and  the  Blithedale  Romance , everything  is 
American. 

What,  then,  is  American  opera  ? What  is 
American  music  ? Is  there  an  American 
school  ? Are  there  American  composers  ? 
And  do  we  recognize  the  distinctive  character 
of  our  music  as  we  do  that  of  Italy  and  Ger- 
many ? There  is  also  a certain  distinctive 
English  music — a music  of  glees  and  madri- 
gals and  concerted  pieces.  Is  there  American 
music  of  the  same  kind? 

But  before  we  answer  shall  we  not  fling  a 


spray  of  rosemary  upon  the  Italian  opera  de- 
parted ? Iu  the  noble  new  Opera-house  there 
has  been  an  admirable  German  opera,  with 
Wagner  in  the  lead.  At  the  familiar  Acade- 
my a few  intermittent  warbles  in  the  begin- 
ning of  the  season,  dying  echoes  of  other  days, 
were  apparently  the  swan  song  of  Italian  op- 
era, and  then  American  opera,  in  all  the  pros- 
perous pomp  and  promise  of  youth,  took  pos- 
session, and,  in  the  good  old  phrase  of  the 
social  chronicler,  charmed  the  town.  Yet  if 
some  diva  assoluta , some  Patti  in  her  prime, 
or  honeyed  Gerster,  or  Nilsson,  or,  to  crown  the 
supposition,  if  some  Jenny  Lind  had  “come 
forth’’  (as  our  brethren  the  theatrical  critics  of 
the  daily  press  now  prefer  to  write  the  word 
appeared)  in  the  old,  old  part,  Amina,  or  Nor- 
ma, or  Elvira,  or  Lucia,  or  what  familiar  part 
soever,  would  she  not  have  draw’ll  the  flood 
that  swept  far  up-town  to  the  newer  inlet? 

Is  the  Italian  opera,  the  taste  for  the  oper- 
atic music  which  has  been  so  long  supreme, 
declining  ( Or  does  the  apparent  decline  mean 
only  that  there  was  no  great  singer,  no  fresh 
opera,  and  no  becoming  support  and  stage 
management  ? When  the  diva  of  the  hour  ar- 
rives, will  she  not,  like  a pied  piper,  draw  us 
all,  dancing  and  murmuring,  into  her  train  ? 
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Or  is  the  music  of  Rossini  and  Bellini  and 
Donizetti  and  Verdi  outgrown  by  our  advan- 
cing taste  ? 

Or,  again — for  he  who  walks  with  the  ques- 
tioning sage  walks  more  securely — because  the 
American  opera  was,  in  fact,  a European  op- 
era, and  because  the  singers  were  largely  not 
Americans,  and  because  the  incomparable  or- 
chestra and  its  incomparable  leader  and  direct- 
or of  the  music  were  of  another  than  Ameri- 
can birth,  was  the  enterprise  misnamed  ? When 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wood  and  Mr.  Brough  sang  the 
Sonnambula  in  English  fifty  years  ago,  or  when, 
later,  in  Madame  Augusta’s  Bayadere , the  Ori- 
ental leader  of  the  chorus  burst  into  highly 
acceutcd  and  grammatically  defiant  English — 

u Happy  am  I,  from  care  I’m  free, 

Who  would  not  be  happy  as  me?” — 

did  the  opera  and  the  ballet  become  Ameri- 
can ? No ; but  on  the  other  hand,  when  Nils- 
son sang  Marguerite  in  Gounod's  Faust , was 
the  opera  less  French  because  the  singer  was 
a Swede  ? 

The  American  opera  is  the  name  of  a gen- 
erous and  timely  enterprise,  which  holds  that 
there  is  now  musical  taste,  talent,  audience, 
opportunity,  and  resources  enough  in  America 
to  l>e  trained  and  fostered  as  they  are  trained 
and  fostered  in  Europe.  It  proposes  to  teach 
singers  of  whatever  nationality,  and  to  educate 
a company  capable  of  singing  any  opera,  and 
to  sing  all  operas  in  English.  It  holds  that 
there  will  be  always  enough  good  voices  in 
this  country  to  furnish  a good  representation, 
and  that,  with  due  regard  to  careful  mounting, 
there  can  be  everything  amply  provided  here 
which  is  provided  in  auy  European  capital. 
The  American  school  can  not,  indeed,  furnish 
the  genius  of  a composer,  nor  the  voice,  the 
noble  organ  to  interpret  his  work.  No,  it 
can  not  do  that.  That  is  the  misfortune  of 
the  American  school,  and  it  is  the  misfortune 
of  every  school  in  the  world.  At  Milan,  at 
Naples,  at  Paris,  the  schools  could  not  confer 
musical  genius  nor  create  a voice.  But  they 
could  give  the  one  an  arena,  and  they  could 
exquisitely  train  the  other. 

The  older  schools  have  the  advantage  of 
tradition  also,  but  that  is  to  say  only  that 
they  are  older.  Their  other  advantage  will 
be  shared  by  the  American  school,  and  that  is 
one  of  its  chief  promises.  Every  such  school 
is  a centre  of  musical  interest  and  taste  and 
emulation.  It  generates  the  atmosphere  which 
tempts  the  buds  of  musical  genius  to  flower. 
By  providing  for  the  complete  and  adequate 
interpretation  of  operas  it  fosters  the  produc- 
tion of  operas,  and  meanwhile  it  prepares  the 
scene  and  the  singers  for  the  proper  represen- 
tation of  any  good  opera  wherever  produced. 

This  is  the  American  opera.  It  is  a thor- 
oughly appointed  school  of  opera  in  America, 
and  its  continuance  and  prosperity  will  prove 
whether  there  is  to  he  an  American  music  as 
there  is  an  Italian  and  a German  music.  Out 
only  native  music  thus  far  is  the  plantation 
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melody.  It  ha9  been  modified  and  transform- 
ed into  the  songs  of  the  negro  minstrels.  But 
the  theme,  the  real  motif. \ is  as  characteristic 
and  undeniable  as  the  Northern  songs  that 
Jenny  Lind  sang. 

Hawthorne,  saying  that  there  was  no  ro- 
mance in  America,  wrote  an  American  ro- 
mance which  is  one  of  the  treasures  of  litera- 
ture. The  skeptic  who,  recalling  the  great 
operas  and  great  singers  and  great  perform- 
ances, smiles  to  hear  of  American  opera,  will 
one  day  smile  a thousand  times  more  happily 
when,  thanks  to  those  who  have  smoothed 
the  way  for  its  coming,  he  hears  American 
opera.  


When  the  late  correspondence  between  the 
United  States  and  Austria  was  discussed,  and 
the  prejudice  of  the  Austrian  court  circle  was 
denounced  in  many  a vehement  American  jour- 
nal, a correspondent  interposed  a delicate  in- 
terrogation point  in  one  of  the  papers  by  the 
quiet  remark,  “ And  meanwhile,  brethren,  how 
is  it  with  us?'’  That  is  the  question  which 
always  brings  the  reply,  precious  like  Ma- 
deira from  age,  that  the  cases  are  entirely  dif- 
ferent. The  case  which  upsets  our  argument 
is.  of  course,  very  different  from  what  we  ex- 
pected. If  it  is  your  bull  that  gores  my  ox,  I 
am  unable  to  see  that  it  is  in  any  degree  like 
my  hull  goring  your  ox. 

We  are  fond  of  remarking  to  the  world,  with 
some  fervor  of  rhetoric,  that  America  is  the 
home  of  all  oppressed  nationalities.  The  re- 
mark suggests,  of  course,  not  that  we  welcome 
both  the  nationality  and  the  oppression,  but 
that  the  nationality  fleeing  from  wicked  op- 
pression is  clasped  to  our  bosom,  and  wicked 
oppression,  as  in  the  moral  drama,  is  signally 
foiled  and  repelled  from  the  front  door.  The 
proud  remark  is  not,  perhaps,  illustrated  to 
advantage  in  the  Chinese  exclusion  law.  The 
Easy  Chair  is  not  pronouncing  an  opinion 
upon  that  law ; it  is  merely  cogitating  the 
proud  remark.  The  remark  is  not  conspicu- 
ously illustrated,  either,  in  our  relations  with 
the  Indians.  There  is  also,  perhaps,  some 
trace  of  apparent  prejudice  toward  our  colored 
fellow-citizens.  And  fourthly,  the  identical 
feeling  which  so  raised  our  noble  ire  when  it 
was  said  to  be  displayed  by  the  court  circle 
of  Austria  is  credibly  repotted  to  have  ap- 
peared in  the  court  circle  of  Saratoga. 

Is  it  confined  to  that  circle  ? Would  the 
sensitive  object  of  that  feeling  be  made  les9 
aware  of  it  in  the  free  and  independent  repub- 
lic through  which  pours  the  mighty  Missis- 
sippi than  in  the  empire  wdiosc  seat  is  upon 
the  Danube  ? But  there  has  been  great  prog- 
ress ? Certainly,  very  great  progress.  The 
good  Sir  Mosc9  Montefiore  is  not  hunted  out 
of  England,  or  relieved  of  his  teeth  to  per- 
suade him  to  tell  a thief  where  his  money  is 
kept.  Great  progress,  certainly.  His  eligibil- 
ities have  been  removed— disabilities  founded 
on  what? — and  he  is  admitted  to  the  British 
Parliament,  That  ia  encouraging;  but  have 
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the  disabilities  been  removed  upon  his  admis- 
sion to  the  American  hotel  ? 

As  we  were  saying,  however,  in  the  United 
States  the  equal  humanity  of  man  is  practical- 
ly recognized,  and  only  in  Austria  and  other 
semi-barbarous  and  twilight  lands  are  intelli- 
gence, cultivation,  genius,  gifts,  graces,  and 
charms  socially  ostracized  if  they  belong  to 
the  wrong  race  or  hue.  It  is  our  high  na- 
tional distinction  that  we  estimate  ourselves 
both  modestly  and  accurately.  If  a man  re- 
joices in  a height  of  seven  feet,  why  should  he 
simper  that  he  is  ashamed  to  be  so  short? 
When  Hercules  1ms  tamed  the  Ncmean  lion, 
do  we  respect  him  more  for  deploring  his 
feebleness  and  flabby  muscle?  What  greater 
discourtesy  could  the  captain  and  friends  of 
the  Puritan  have  shown  to  the  Omenta  and 
her  gallant  company  than  to  insist  that  the 
Puritan  had  done  nothing,  and  was  a mere 
poke  of  an  old  tub,  after  all  ? 

There  need  not,  indeed,  be  an  overweening 
conceit.  The  truculent  assertion  of  victory 
is  as  discourteous  as  an  abject  and  false  de- 
preciation of  it.  But  true  self-respect  com- 
ports with  perfect  modesty ; and  the  proper 
tone  and  bearing  of  unquestioned  superiority 
— although  the  Imshfulness  of  an  American 
Easy  Chair  will  scarcely  permit  it  to  say  it  out- 
right— are,  in  fact,  those  of  America;  for  in 
respect  of  that  prejudice  of  race  or  color  which, 
we  grieve  to  say,  degrades  other  nations,  what 
can  be  nobler  than  our  own  total  freedom  from 
it? — a freedom  which  justly  authorizes  us  to 
rebuke  other  people  severely.  There  could 
be  no  more  edifying  spectacle  than  Hercules 
— that  is  to  say,  an  American  citizen— tilted 
up  in  a chair  on  the  piazza  of  a Saratoga  ho- 
tel, with  his  feet  deftly  balanced  on  the  rail- 
ing, smoking  and  expectorating,  and  alter- 
nately pitying,  despising,  and  denouncing  his 
unfortunate  fellow-creatures  who  arc  denizens 
of  a foreign  land  in  which  character,  genius, 
refinement,  and  cultivated  intelligence  are  so- 
cially or  otherwise  ostracized  if  they  are  of  a 
certain  race  or  color. 

The  actual  existence  of  such  prejudice,  in- 
deed, can  not  be  disregarded.  If  tnc  proprietor 
of  the  American  hotel,  open  for  all  guests,  dis- 
covers that  his  house  is  avoided  when  it  is 
generally  known  that  it  is  copiously  furnished 
with  rocking-chairs,  shall  he  be  blamed  if  he 
discards  rocking-chairs  from  his  rooms  ? Clear- 
ly not.  But  in  that  case  what  should  we  say 
of  the  British  observer  who,  after  making  the 
grand  tour  of  American  hotels,  should  go 
home  and  announce  in  his  book  that  Amer- 
ican women,  after  breakfasting  in  bare  arms  and 
diamonds,  pass  the  rest  of  the  day  rocking  in 
rocking-clmirs?  So  if  in  some  distant  coun- 
try the  proprietor  of  a hotel  perceives  that  his 
house  is  avoided  if  lie  entertains  guests  of  the 
Mongolian  race,  he  will  undoubtedly  say  to 
every  such  guest  who  alights  at  his  door  that 
he  deeply  regrets  to  remark  that  all  his  rooms 
arc  engaged  for  the  whole  of  every  season. 

The  innkeeper  is  a trader,  not  a philanthro- 
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pist.  Like  every  trader,  lie  may  make  a pro- 
found business  mistake  by  taking  such  a 
course.  That,  however,  is  his  own  affair.  But 
in  a country  where  this  social  fact  is  observa- 
ble— in  Austria,  for  instance,  or  England,  or 
Dongola  and  the  Valley  of  the  Congo,  or 
wherever  else  it  may  be — how  ludicrous  it 
would  be  for  the  native  to  plume  himself  upon 
the  freedom  of  his  countrymen  from  the  be- 
littling prejudices  of  race ! It  would  be  a 
grotesque  illustration  of  his  unconscious  bar- 
barism, and  well  entitled  to  our  own  wonder 
and  amusement. 

But  if  it  were  the  misfortune  of  any  honest 
and  intelligent  man  to  live  in  such  a country — 
a country  in  which  people  were  estimated  not 
by  their  actual  qualities,  manners,  morals,  and 
personal  charms,  but  by  some  theory  of  race 
or  color  or  caste,  as  in  India,  for  instance,  for 
these  discreditable  things  always  occur,  fortu- 
nately, in  lands  far  removed  from  our  own 
happy  Columbia — he  would  naturally  and  in 
every  practicable  way  lend  his  personal  in- 
fluence to  ameliorating  the  barbarism.  He 
would  not  accept  the  dogma  that  the  pre- 
judice was  instinctive  and  a final  fact  of  hu- 
man nature. 

In  the  days  of  the  fury  of  witchcraft,  if  a 
woman  were  old,  ugly,  and  withered,  and  had 
au  enemy,  her  fate  was  sealed.  She  was  de- 
nounced as  a witch,  and  if  the  fact  of  her  age 
and  wrinkles  was  not  enough,  the  merciful 
test  was  applied  of  laying  her  in  the  water. 
If  she  floated,  she  was  plainly  a witch,  and  was 
burned  or  hung;  if  she  sank,  she  wa9  found 
by  drowning  to  be  no  witch.  It  was  “ natural” 
to  confound  age  and  wrinkles  with  dealings 
with  Satan ; and  the  presumption  was  against 
every  old  woman.  In  the  same  way  in  the 
barbarous  countries  which  are  fortunately  so 
far  from  ours,  the  prejudice,  or,  as  it  is  some- 
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I. 

WE  may  safely  leave  out  of  the  question 
those  half-dozen  conditional  reputa- 
tions which  Dr.  Holmes’s  new  romance  would 
have  made  for  ns  many  unknown  men,  at  least 
till  the  number  of  persons  in  Massachu setts 
who  could  have  written  the  plays  of  Shake- 
speare ha9  been  ascertained.  No  other  hand 
could  have  given  us  that  charming  introduc- 
tion to  A Mortal  Antipathy ; no  other  art 
would  have  been  equal  to  that  whimsical  study 
of  the  novelist’s  limitations  in  the  use  of  actual 
figures  and  traits;  no  other  mind  could  have 
inquired  so  curiously,  and  not  too  seriously, 
into  the  facts  of  mortal  antipathies,  with  just 
that  careful  balancing  of  the  documents  be- 
tween the  tolerant  fancy  and  the  reticent  sci- 
ence; and  who  else  could  have  bestowed  those 
touches  of  humor,  of  poetry,  of  sense,  which 
please  on  eye^y  page  ? The  perpetual  play  of 
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times  called,  antipathy,  of  race  or  color  is  gen- 
erally justified  as  instinctive  and  natural,  and 
the  presumption  lies  against  every  delinquent 
who  offends  it. 

In  one  of  the  countries  in  which  much  was 
said  of  superior  and  inferior  races,  and  which 
prided  itself  upon  its  advanced  civilization, 
yet  whose  history  went  back  only  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  years,  the  Easy  Chair  once  saw 
two  Parsec  merchants  from  poor  benighted 
India,  and  nothing  could  be  finer  than  their 
dignified  and  courteous  toleration  of  the  boasts 
of  a country  which  seemed  to  them  a mush- 
room of  yesterday,  and  of  its  religion,  which 
they  regarded  as  a well-meaning  modern  in- 
vention. Nothing  could  be  finer  than  the 
courtesy  of  the  Parsee  gentlemen,  except  pos- 
sibly the  demeanor  of  Iwakura,  the  Japanese 
ambassador,  who  came  to  this  country  with 
his  brilliant  suite  fourteen  years  ago,  and  who 
was  received  in  Washington  at  a sumptuous 
ball  given  by  the  Secretary  of  State.  The 
formal  and  ceremonious  quadrilles  did  not 
attract  the  especial  attention  of  the  Japanese 
gentlemen.  But  when  the  waltz  and  the  gal- 
op set  in,  the  group  of  Oriental  guests  turned, 
and,  coming  to  the  edge  of  the  dais  upon 
which  they  Btood,  watched  intently  the  ex- 
traordinary performance,  with  an  expression, 
indeed,  of  perfectly  well-bred  curiosity,  but 
which  was  yet  of  such  a character  that  it 
seemed  to  rob  our  beloved  and  vehement 
dance  of  all  its  refinement  and  elegance. 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  if  any  son  of  Colum- 
bia felt  a little  uncomfortable,  he  had  the  sat- 
isfaction of  reflecting  that  Japan  is  a kind  of 
barbarous  country,  and  that  the  Japanese  are 
but  almond-eyed  Celestials  of  an  inferior  race, 
while  his  own  is  the  land  in  which  justice  is 
done  to  every  people,  and  man  is  regarded 
only  as  man. 


itniitj. 

his  wit  flushes  the  horizons  of  thought  all  round 
us  like  a genial  heat-lightning,  which  nowhere 
falls  in  a killing  bolt,  but  passes  harmless,  leav- 
ing the  air  full  of  exhilarating  ozone. 

It  will  probably  not  frighten  even  the 
young  creatures  who  are  now  dusting  off 
their  poems  on  Autumn,  and  seeing  how  they 
will  make  over  for  Spring;  we  suspect  they 
will  read  with  a painless  smile  the  invec- 
tive of  one  of  the  Autocrat’s  old  Professors 
when  he  declares  that  he  “ recognizes  a tend- 
ency to  rhyming  ns  a common  form  of  mental 
weakness,  and  the  publication  of  a thin  vol- 
ume of  verse  as  prima  facie  evidence  of  ambi- 
tious mediocrity,  if  not  inferiority. . . .The  pre- 
sumption,” he  maintains,  4*  is  always  against 
the  rhymester,  as  compared  with  the  less  pre- 
tentious person  about  him  or  her,  busy  with 
some  useful  calling The  sight  of  a poor  crea- 
ture grubbing  for  rhymes  to  fill  his  sonnet 

makes  my  bead  ache  and  mv  stomach  rebel.” 
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These  are  hard  sayings,  but  the  most  con- 
science-stricken offenders  know  the  Autocrat 
better  than  to  take  him  at  his  Professor’s 
word.  In  fact,  it  is  not  a prospective  want  of 
poetry  which  we  are  disposed  to  deplore  in. 
o our  time,  but  the  lack  of  the  good  old-fashioned 
criticism  which  we  once  had.  We  can  remem- 
ber the  day  when  every  quarterly,  monthly, 
weekly,  had  its  gridiron  well  heated,  and  its 
tender  young  poet  or  poetess  always  grilling 
over  the  coals  for  the  amusement  of  the  spec- 
tators. But  what  journal  noftw  keeps  a hot 
gridiron,  or  broils  bards  of  any  sex  or  age? 
Ours,  we  are  ashamed  to  say,  has  been  lost  so 
long  that  it  was  not  to  be  found  the  other  day 
when  we  wished  to  wreak  a personal  revenge 
on  Mr.  Robert  Buchanan,  though  we  looked 
the  Study  high  and  low  for  it.  In  this  state 
of  thiugs,  we  leave  all  anxiety  for  the  poetic 
future  to  Mr.  Stcdman ; we  forebode  not  a fam- 
ine, but  a gross  surfeit  of  poets,  and  great  ones 
at  that,  all  of  the  most  unmistakable  “ genius,” 
unless  the  sort  of  criticism  which  we  lament 
can  be  restored.  But  who  will  begiu  ? Who 
will  strike  the  first  blow  to  save  us  from  the 
horde  of  nascent  immortals  now  threatening 
to  possess  the  earth  ? We  see  how  playfully 
the  Autocrat’s  hand  descends;  but  perhaps 
that  is  because  he  remembers  the  pleasant  si  us 
of  his  own  youth.  What  we  need  for  this 
work  is  some  dull,  honest,  ferocious  brute, 
whose  thick  head  no  pretty  fancy  ever  entered 
into;  who  observes  only  that  where  the  lilies 
and  daisies  are,  the  grass  isn’t  so  good ; and 
who  can’t  see  a bit  of  gay  color  anywhere 
without  longing  to  get  the  points  of  his  horns 
well  under  the  wearer.  Unless  we  can  have 
him,  and  soon,  there  is  no  hope  for  us. 


II. 


But  if  the  danger  we  fear  isn’t  really  at 
hand,  if,  on  the  contrary,  we  are  at  the  end  of 
our  great  poets  for  the  present,  we  do  not 
know  that  we  shall  altogether  despair.  There 
are  black  moments  when,  honestly  between 
ourselves  and  the  reader,  the  spectacle  of  any 
mature  lady  or  gentlemau  proposing  to  put  his 
or  her  thoughts  and  feelings  into  rhymes  affects 
us  much  as  the  sight  of  some  respected  person 
might  if  we  met  him  jigging  or  caracoling 
down  the  street,  instead  of  modestly  walking. 
This  rhyming  is  not  a thing  to  call  the  keep- 
ers of  the  mad-house  for,  to  prescribe  chains 
and  stripes  and  a straw  bed  on  the  floor  till 
the  patient  begins  to  talk  prose  again;  but 
isn't  it  ail  the  same  a thing  to  blush  and  grieve 
for  at  this  stage  of  the  proceedings  ? So  we 
ask  ourselves  in  those  black  moments  which 


pass  and  leave  us  to  the  beneficent  magic  which 
bathes  all  life  in  the  light  that  never  was  on 
sea  or  land,  the  charm  which  none  but  dolts 
deny.  What  we  ask  is,  hasn’t  there  perhaps 
been  enough  of  it?  If  there  should  be  no 
more  great  poetry,  haven't  we  all  the  great 
poets  of  the  past  inalienably  still?  We  can 
think  of  a single  small  volume  of  early  verse 
which  ought  to  supply  any  reasonable  de- 
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mand  for  poetry  many  years,  and  almost 
any  middle-aged  literary  man  can  think  of 
another. 


III. 

But  if  we  are  altogether  wrong  in  asking 
this  question — and  we  won’t  readily  allow  that 
we  are — we  are  afraid  that  with  the  present 
critical  apparatus  it  is  quite  impossible  to  fore- 
cast the  poetical  probabilities.  Neither  Mr. 
Stedman,  in  the  last  very  interesting  chapter 
of  his  Poets  of  America •,  nor  Mr.  William  John 
Courthope,  in  his  less  considerable  essays  on 
the  Liberal  Movement  in  English  Literature , is 
able  to  prophesy  with  any  comforting  measure 
of  assurance  that  we  shall  soon  have  some 
more  great  poets;  they  both  hope  that  we 
shall,  though  Mr.  Courthope  doesn’t  try  to  con- 
ceal from  us  that  the  great  Romantic  movement 
just  ended,  which  began  as  a protest  against 
convention,  has  grown  “ through  the  force  of 
circumstances  into  a revolt  against  society.” 
This,  to  be  sure,  is  not  the  crime  it  was  once 
thought — say  about  the  time  when  the  good 
Man  of  the  2d  December  was  trying  to  44  save 
society”;  but  if  the  great  new  poets  when  they 
come  are  to  be  the  apostles  of  Socialism,  we 
shall  all  the  more  lament  the  absence  of  the 
gridiron  in  criticism ; and  we  take  this  to  be 
the  attitude  of  a good  citizen.  Mr.  Stedman, 
to  be  sure,  does  not  shake  us  with  any  appre- 
hension for  the  social  fabric  in  reasoning  upon 
the  absence  and  prospects  of  new  poetry ; he 
rather  thinks  it  will  be  a good  thing  when  we 
get  it;  and  he  advises  any  one  who  suspects 
himself  of  having  it  in  him  “ not  to  believe 
in  limitations;  a few  by  ignoring  them  will 
reach  the  heights.”  This  seems  to  be  the 
greatest  encouragement  he  can  offer;  and  the 
prophet  who  knows  will  not  come  till  we  have 
a complete  literary  bureau,  something  like  our 
weather  bureau,  we  suppose,  with  stations  all 
over  the  country.  There  may  be  at  this  very 
moment  a poetic  storm  central  in  Dakota,  a 
lyric  wave  moving  eastward  from  the  region 
of  the  great  plains,  with  lower  dramatic  press- 
ure in  the  Middle  States,  and  occasional  or 
local  rhymes  for  New  England,  and  dialect 
pieces  for  the  Gulf  States;  but  till  we  have 
some  system  of  observation  perfected,  we  shall 
not  know  it  till  the  great  new  poetry  is  hard 
upon  us;  and  in  the  mean  time  all  prognosti- 
cations must  be  made  in  the  conditional  mood 
of  the  Old  Farmer's  Almanac . 

IV. 

We  should  be  very  sorry  if  wc  had  seemed 
to  treat  Mr.  Stedman’s  book  slightly  or  light- 
ly. for  that  is  certainly  not  the  spirit  of  his  own 
criticism,  which,  indeed,  we  could  not  praise  too 
highly.  Commonly  the  critic  approaches  his 
subject  with  a violent  liking  or  dislike;  but, 
so  far  as  we  have  noted,  Mr.  Stedman  never 
does  this.  He  is  singularly  judicial ; to  the 
best  of  his  knowledge  he  is  just.  He  has  no 
quarrels,  and  be  picks  none.  He  tries  to  as- 
certain the  place  and  the  qualities  of  each  poet 
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whom  he  considers,  and  when  this  is  done,  his 
work  is  done.  He  may  be  wrong  or  he  may 
be  right  about  Bryant  or  Longfellow  or  Emer- 
son, but  no  one  who  likes  either  of  these  poets 
better  than  the  other  two  can  say  that  Ins  fa- 
vorite has  suffered  to  their  glory.  Mr.  Court- 
hope  spends  some  time  and  temper  in  knock- 
ing Mr.  Swinburne  about  the  head  for  saying 
that  Shelley  is  a better  poet  than  Byron,  or 
that  tigs  are  better  than  pomegranates;  but 
our  saner  American  leaves  you  to  indulge  your 
own  taste  in  fruits,  merely  ascertaining  wheth- 
er this  peach  or  that  melon  is  good  of  its  kind. 

He  does  not  wear  “a  foolish  face  of  praise,’1 
his  soul  is  his  own  in  all  presences,  contempo- 
rary or  past;  and  he  has  made  a remarkably 
honest  book.  His  subject  has  been  well  stud- 
ied historically;  and  he  hu9  given  us  a suffi- 
ciently luminous  prospect  of  the  whole  field  he 
has  worked,  as  well  as  a vivid  idea  of  particu- 
lar cornel's  of  it.  You  can  not  read  his  book 
without  acquainting  yourself  with  the  signif- 
icant phases  of  American  poetry,  or  at  least 
renewing  your  acquaintance  with  them.  He 
has  not  effected  thisas  a scholar  or  inquirer  sim- 
ply; he  has  brought  to  the  study  the  poet’s 
quick  sympathy,  his  generous  ardor,  his  fine 
unerring  pleasure  in  beauty.  He  is  not  harsh 
or  arrogant ; he  remembers  to  be  a gentleman 
even  in  his  censure;  he  is  unfailingly  decent. 

We  don’t  see  how  we  could  say  very  much 
more  for  Air.  Stedmau  as  a critic,  unless  we 
said  that  his  book  gave  us  an  impression  of 
freshness  which  we  failed  to  get  from  Mr. 
Courthope’s ; perhaps  because  Byron  and  Shel- 
ley, Scott  and  Wordsworth,  Kcat9  and  Cole- 
ridge. have  been  so  much  more  written  about 
than  Bryant  and  Emerson,  Holmes  and  Whit- 
tier, Poe  and  Whitman,  Lowell  and  Longfel- 
low. But  Mr.  Courthope,  beyond  a peculiarly 
happy  gift  for  quotation,  seems  to  have  brought 
little  of  his  own  to  his  task  except  an  uncer- 
tain temper,  a belated  Toryism,  very  honest 
and  very  droll,  and  a 44  nice  derangement  of 
epitaphs.”  He  calls  the  dry  formalists  of  the 
last  century  Realists,  and  relegates  Words- 
worth to  the  company  of  the  Romauticists; 
and  he  has  a little  theory  that  the  Romantic 
movement  was  revolutionary,  and  neither 
Scott  nor  any  other  Romantic  reactionary  of 
the  endless  list  on  the  Continent  is  suffered  to 
be  a stumbling-block  in  his  way. 


V. 


But  what  won’t  a man  sacrifice  to  a theory, 
, especially  a wrong  one?  Wc  see  the  lengths 
to  which  even  so  fair  a spirit  as  Mr.  Stedman 
will  go  in  humoring  his  notion  that  the  pre- 
sent suspense  of  poetry  is  largely  conscious,  if 
not  partially  intentional.  The  poets,  wc  un- 
derstand from  him,  who  might  be  the  Long- 
fellows and  Emersons  of  the  next  generation, 
perceive — the  sly  rogues! — that  the  popular 
tendency  is  toward  prose,  and  so  leave  off 
singing;  and  Mr.  Howells  has  deliberately 
taken  tip  the  trade  of  noveling  because  it 
pays  better  than  versing.  If  we  were  author- 
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ized  to  speak  for  Mr.  Howells,  we  think  we 
should  appeal  from  the  court  on  this  point, 
where  the  judge  perhaps  nodded  over  his 
notes.  As  between  the  novelist  and  the  pub- 
lic, the  matter  isn’t  very  important ; as  between 
him  and  other  poets  now  intending  to  follow 
his  mercenary  example,  it  is  more  so;  and  it 
is  of  infinite  moment  ns  between  him  aud 
his  own  literary  conscience — if  the  lady  news- 
paper correspondents  who  think  his  female 
characters  so  much  inferior  to  themselves  will 
allow  that  lie  h/is  a conscience  of  any  kind. 

We  should  warn,  more  or  less  solemnly,  any 
sweet  bird  singing  in  the  bare  ruined  choirs 
that  now*  shake  against  the  cold  prosaic  time 
not  to  imagine  that  he  can  become  a nov- 
elist, even  of  Mr.  Howells's  quality,  by  leav- 
ing off  being  a poet;  and  wc  should  very 
much  doubt  if  that  faltering  and  imperfect 
writer  ever  proposed  to  himself  any  such  thing 
as  Mr.  Stedman  fancies.  He  may  be  quite 
the  thrifty  time-server  he  is  represented;  but 
wc  suspect  that  he  did  not  take  to  noveling 
because  he  thought  it  was  a good  way  of 
makiug  a living,  and  jumped  with  the  humor 
of  the  time,  or  because  lie  wa9  44  wise  in  his 
generation,”  as  Mr.  Stedman  scriptu rally 
phrases  the  treason.  It  was  a different  af- 
fair altogether,  we  imngiue,  though  quite  as 
simple.  Wc  should  say,  judging  from  a casual 
acquaintance  with  his  early  attempts  in  fiction, 
that  it  was  from  always  trying  his  hand  in  that 
sort,  and  finding  pleasure  and,  at  last,  apparent 
success  in  it,  that  lie  kept  on,  and  that  lie 
left  off  versing  because  it  no  longer  interested 
him  so  much.  We  are  not  sure,  but  we  fear 
that  any  poet  who  should  be  tempted  by  Mr. 

Sted man’s  philosophization  of  Mr.  Howclls’s 
career  to  turn  novelist,  from  the  motive  attrib- 
uted to  him,  would  bring  up  in  the  poor-house, 
or  at  least  in  the  chair  of  criticism.  Nothing 
but  a love  of  it  beyond  all  other  arts  and  in- 
dustries, or  any  branch  of  the  show  business, 
will  bring  him  success  in  it;  without  that,  he 
may  l>e  certain  that  lie  will  not  do  good  work, 
and  he  will  not  deserve  to  do  it.  If  practi- 
cable, he  ought  to  believe  that  to  write  the 
great  possible  novel  is  to  surpass  all  make 
and  manner  of  versing  whatsoever,  hitherto 
accomplished  or  imagined.  He  need  not  be 
afraid  that  he  will  really  write  it. 

VL 

If  we  are  actually  upon  that  suspense  of 
poetry  which  Mr.  Stedman  and  Mr.  Courthope 
both  forebode,  we  ought  to  get  a little  altruist- 
ic consolation  from  such  a delightful  book  ns 
Mr.  Edmund  Gosse  lias  written  about  a simi- 
lar suspense  in  the  period  From  Shakespeare 
to  Pope.  Will  it  not  be  something  for  us  to 
supply,  by  a century  or  two  of  inanity  and  in- 
sipidity, the  materials  for  such  a gracious  and 
charming  spirit  to  work  with?  In  this  way 
wc  should  “join  the  choir  invisible”  of  those 
whose  pangs  of  non-existence  hereafter  will  be 
assuaged  by  not-feeling  that  they  survive  in 
their  usefulness  to  the  race.  This  sounds  like 
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nonsense,  but  it  is  the  English  of  the  con- 
dition that  George  Eliot  aspired  to;  and  not 
to  have  been  poets  ought  now  to  be  a fine  sat- 
isfaction to  those  poor  seventeenth-century 
nonentities,  if  they  could  only  know  how  ex- 
quisitely Mr.  Gosse  ha9  employed  their  ab- 
sence of  poetic  quality.  We  had  almost  said 
that  this  lack  in  Ins  subject  is  necessary  to 
show  Mr.  Gosse  at  his  best,  but  we  remember- 
ed in  time  his  other  Seventeenth  Century  Stud- 
ies and  his  beautiful  Life  of  Gray.  Yet  we  still 
think  lie  has  made  the  art  of  rendering  such 
barren  fields  enchanting  his  own  ; and  this  is 
chiefly  because  he  brings  to  it  that  fine  spirit 
of  humor  which  is  wanting  in  Mr.  Stcdman 
and  Mr.  Courtliope.  In  the  light  of  this,  Cow- 
ley is  translucent,  Waller  is  amusing,  Denham 
is  charming,  and  Davenant  is  not  dull.  The 
whole  artificial  and  vapid  group  is  endeared  to 
U9.  We  perceive  that  they  are  not  great  poets, 
but  there  is  no  doubt  about  their  being  well- 
meaning  men,  and  in  their  day  and  generation 
useful  and  even  indispensable.  Mr.  Gosse, 
more  than  cither  of  his  brother — or  step-bro- 
ther— critics,  uses  the  humane  modern  method 
in  dealing  with  those  severally  tiresome  peo- 
ple ; and  in  considering  them  os  part  of  the 
history  of  poetry,  of  literature,  of  the  human 
mind  and  race,  as  perfectly  inevitable  as 
Shakespeare  or  Dante  or  Goethe,  he  i9  able  to 
treat  them  tenderly  and  sweetly,  after  the  nat- 
ural prompting  of  the  heart  he  puts  in  all  his 
work. 

VII. 


In  all  these  books,  but  not  so  much  in  Mr. 
Gosse's  as  in  Mr.  Stedman’s  or  Mr.  Court- 
hope’s,  for  obvious  reasons,  there  is  talk  from 
time  to  time  of  something  these  authors  call 
“genius.”  It  seems  from  their  account  to  be 
the  attribute  of  a sort  of  very  puissant  and 
admirable  prodigy  which  God  has  created  out 
of  the  common  for  the  astonishment  and  con- 
fusion of  the  rest  of  us  poor  human  beings; 
but  do  they  really  believe  it?  Can  they  sev- 
erally lay  their  hands  upon  their  waistcoats 
and  swear  that  they  think  there  is  any  such 
thing?  Would  they  like,  when  upon  oath,  to 
declare  that  what  they  call  a “ genius”  is  at  all 
different  from  other  men  of  like  gifts,  except 
in  degree?  Do  they  mean  anything  more  or 
less  than  the  Mastery  which  comes  to  any 
man  according  to  his  powers  and  diligence 
in  any  direction,  conscious  or  unconscious, 
nature  has  given  him  ? If  not,  why  not  have 
an  end  of  the  superstition  which  has  caused 
our  race  to  go  on  so  long  writing  and  reading 
of  the  difference  between  talent  and  genius? 
It  is  within  the  memory  of  middle-aged  men 
that  the  Maelstrom  existed  in  the  belief  of  the 
geographers,  but  we  now  get  on  perfectly  well 
without  it;  and  why  should  we  still  suffer 
uuder  the  notion  of  “genius,”  which  keeps  so 
many  poor  little  authorliugs  trembling  in 
question  whether  they  have  it,  or  have  only 
“ talent”  ? 
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VIII. 

We  have  just  read  a book  by  one  of  the 
greatest  captains  who  ever  lived — a plain,  taci- 
turn, simple,  unaffected  soul  — who  tells  the 
story  of  his  wonderful  life  as  unconsciously 
as  if  it  were  all  an  every-day  affair,  not  differ- 
ent from  other  lives,  except  as  a great  exigen- 
cy of  the  human  race  gave  it  importance.  So 
far  as  he  knew,  he  had  no  natural  aptitude 
for  arms,  and  certainly  no  love  for  the  calling. 
But  lie  went  to  West  Point  because,  as  he 
quaintly  tells  us,  his  father  u rather  thought  he 
would  go'' ; and  he  fought  through  one  war 
with  credit,  but  without  glory.  The  other 
war,  which  was  to  claim  his  powers  aud  his 
science,  found  him  engaged  in  the  most  pro- 
saic of  peaceful  occupations ; he  obeyed  its  call 
because  he  loved  his  country,  and  not  because 
he  loved  war.  All  the  world  knows  the  rest, 
and  all  the  world  knows  that  greater  military 
mastery  has  not  been  shown  than  his  cam- 
paigns illustrated.  He  docs  not  say  this  in  his 
book,  or  hint  it  in  any  way  ; he  gives  you  the 
facts,  and  leaves  them  with  you.  But  these 
Personal  Memoirs  of  U.  S.  Grant , written  as 
simply  and  straightforwardly  as  his  battles 
were  fought,  couched  in  the  most  unpreten- 
tious phrase,  with  never  a touch  of  grandios- 
ity or  attitudinizing,  familiar,  homely,  even 
common  in  style,  is  a great  piece  of  literature, 
because  great  literature  is  nothing  more  nor 
less  than  the  clear  expression  of  minds  that 
have  something  great  in  them,  whether  reli- 
gion, or  beauty,  or  deep  experience.  Probably 
Grant  would  have  said  that  he  had  no  more 
vocation  to  literature  than  lie  had  to  war.  He 
owns,  with  something  like  contrition,  that  he 
used  to  read  a great  many  novels;  but  we  think 
he  would  have  denied  the  soft  impeachment 
of  literary  power.  Nevertheless,  he  shows  it, 
as  he  showed  military  power,  unexpectedly, 
almost  miraculously.  All  the  conditions  here, 
then,  arc  favorable  to  supposing  a case  of 
“genius.”  Yet  who  would  trifle  with  that  great 
heir  of  fame,  that  plain,  grand,  manly  soul,  by 
speaking  of  “genius”  and  him  together  ? Who 
calls  Washington  a genius?  or  Franklin,  or 
Bismarck,  or  Cavour,  or  Columbus,  or  Luther, 
or  Darwin,  or  Lincoln  ? Were  these  men 
second-rate  in  their  way  ? Or  is  “ genius” 
that  indefinable,  preternatural  quality,  sacred 
to  the  musicians,  the  painters,  the  sculptors, 
the  actors,  the  poets, and  above  all, the  poets? 
Or  is  it  that  the  poets,  having  most  of  the  say 
in  this  world,  abuse  it  to  shameless  self-flat- 
tery, and  would  persuade  the  inarticulate 
classes  that  they  are  on  peculiar  terms  of 
confidence  with  the  deity  ? No  doubt 

“The  poet  in  a golden  clime  was  born, 

With  golden  stars  above,” 

and  they  are  in  some  sort  creditable  to  our 
species.  If  we  should  have  no  more  poets 
we  might  be  less  glorious  as  a race,  but  we 
should  certainly  be  more  modest  — or  they 
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would.  At  least  a doctrine  wholly  opposed 
to  the  spirit  of  free  institutions  and  the  prin- 
ciples of  civil  service  reform  would  go  out  of 
the  world  with  them ; but  since  we  shall  proba- 
bly have  them  to  the  end  of  the  story,  let  119  try 
to  rid  ourselves  of  it  as  we  may.  There  is  no 
Maelstrom  sucking  down  ships  and  vomiting 
up  bottles  with  MSS.  in  them;  there  is  only  a 
bad  current  off  the  coast  of  Norway.  There 
is  no  “ genius” ; there  is  only  the  mastery  that 
comes  to  natural  aptitude  from  the  hardest 
study  of  any  art  or  science;  “genius”  exists 
chiefly  in  the  fancy  of  those  who  hope  that 
some  one  else  will  think  they  have  it.  The 
men  wha  do  great  things  as  quietly  n9  they 
do  small  things  do  not  commend  themselves 
to  the  imagination  as  geniuses;  there  must 
be  something  spectacular  in  them,  or  they 
must  have  some  striking  foible  or  vice  or 
disability  united  wTith  their  strength  before 
they  can  be  so  canonized.  Then  for  some 
reason  we  arc  expected  to  recognize  them  a9 
different  in  essence  from  other  men,  as  a sort 
of  psychical  aristocracy,  born  gentle,  while  the 
rest  of  us  were  born  simple. 

IX. 

But  as  we  come  to  know  great  men  better, 
we  come  to  sec  that,  after  all,  they  are  of  one 
blood  with  the  well-known  human  race,  and 
no  miracles  of  creation.  They  seem  each  thor- 
oughly of  his  time  and  place,  and  this  or  that 
tendency  of  civilization  appeal’s  merely  to  have 
found  its  most  striking  expression  in  them. 
Napoleon  was  the  creature  of  the  French 
Revolution,  as  Grant  wras  the  creature  of  our 
civil  war;  and  not,  as  Grant  was  not.  The 
great  shaping  exigency  found  each  admira- 


bly prepared  material  to  mould  a master  out 
of;  but  the  Revolution  and  the  Union  would 
have  prevailed  in  civilization,  though  their 
instruments  might  not  have  been  named  Na- 
poleon or  Grant.  How*  many  generals  were 
nearly  as  great  as  they ! How  many  dramatists 
of  Shakespeare’s  time  were  Shakespearean  ! 

It  does  not  detract  from  greatness  to  say 
this  of  it;  and  Mr.  John  C.  Ropes,  wdio  has 
just  given  us  an  admirable  book  on  The  Fir*t 
Napoleon , has  pursued  the  right  modern  meth- 
od with  his  subject,  to  the  signal  advantage  of 
Napoleon’s  fame.  lie  studies  him  as  the  rep- 
resentative and  inevitable  outcome  of  certain 
tremendous  conditions,  and  he  sympathizes 
with  him  because  he  believes  he  was  more 
nearly  right  than  his  enemies.  We  do  not  see 
how  any  one  can  read  his  extremely  temperate 
and  conscientious  chapters  on  the  principal 
facts  of  Napoleon’s  career  without  agreeing 
with  him.  Certainly  Mr.  Ropes’s  attitude  is 
not  obviously  the  attitude  of  an  advocate.  He 
criticises  as  freely  as  he  praises,  and  he  has  a 
sincerity  in  either  that  wins  him  your  liking 
throughout. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  he  has  taken  an  un- 
English  view  of  Napoleon;  for  the  English  view 
of  any  contemporary  foreign  civilization  and 
character,  as  no  one  should  know  better  than 
ourselves,  is  pretty  sure  to  be  the  wrong  view*. 
When  you  have  read  his  book,  you  no  longer 
feel — or  you  no  longer  feel  so  sure — that  Na- 
poleon was  seeking  his  sole  glory  and  advan- 
tage. It  look3  very  much  as  if  his  enemies 
w ere  the  enemies  of  human  progress,  for  the 
most  part.  But  if  any  reader  differs  with  us, 
his  quarrel  is  with  Mr.  Ropes,  to  w’hom  we 
very  willingly  leave  him. 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  15th  of  Jan- 
uary.— Congress  re  - assembled  after  the 
holiday  recess  January  5. 

Mr.  Hoar’s  Presidential  Succession  Bill  pass- 
ed the  Senate  December  17. 

Hon.  John  Sherman  was  re-elected  United 
States  Senator  from  Ohio  January  13. 

Speaker  Carlisle,  of  the  House  of  Represent- 
atives, January  7,  announced  the  standing 
committees.  The  following  are  the  chairmen: 
Turner,  of  Georgia,  Elections;  Randall,  of  Penn- 
sylvania, Appropriations ; Morrison,  of  Illinois, 
Wavs  and  Means : Herbert,  of  Alabama,  Naval 
Affairs ; Bragg,  of  Wisconsin,  Military  Affairs ; 
Belmont,  of  New  York,  Foreign  Affairs;  Cur- 
tin, of  Pennsylvania,  Banking  and  Currency; 
Bland,  of  Missouri,  Coinage,  Weights,  and  Mea- 
sures; Willis,of Kentucky, Kiversand  Harbors; 
O’Neil, of  Missouri,  Labor;  Mitchell, of  Connect- 
icut, Patents ; Throckmorton,  of  Texas,  Pacific 
Railways;  Reagan,  of  Texas,  Commerce;  Cobb, 
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of  Indiana,  Public  Lauds;  Tucker,  of  Virginia, 
Judiciary;  Wellborn,  of  Texas,  Indian  Affairs; 
Blount,  of  Georgia,  Post-offices  and  Post-roads ; 
Springer,  of  Illinois,  Claims;  Spriggs,  of  New 
York,  Accounts;  Matson,  of  Indiana,  Invalid 
Pensions;  Muller,  of  New  York,  Militia ; Ged- 
des,  of  Ohio,  War  Claims;  King,  of  Louisiana, 
Mississippi  River;  Aiken,  of  South  Carolina, 
Education;  Eldridge,  of  Micliigau,  Pensions; 
Halsell,  of  Kentucky,  Private  Land  Claims; 
Barbour,  of  Virginia,  District  of  Columbia; 
Cox,  of  North  Carolina,  Reform  in  Civil  Service; 
Dunn,  of  Arkansas,  American  Ship-building. 

The  Carolines  agreement  was  signed  De- 
cember 17,  with  much  pomp  and  ceremony. 
The  Pope  was  present. 

A bill  pensioning  the  widow  of  General 
Grant  passed  both  Houses  of  Congress  Decem- 
ber 18. 

The  British  Parliament  opened  January  12. 
The  Right  Hon.  Arthur  Wellesley  Peel,  Liberal, 
was  re-elected  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Corn- 
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mons  without  opposition.  Mr.  Bradluugh  took 
the  oath,  and  was  admitted  January  13. 

In  the  final  classification  of  the  merabers- 
elect  to  the  Britisli  Parliament,  the  London 
Daily  News  gives  the  Liberals  335,  the  Conserv- 
atives 249,  and  the  Home  Rulers  86. 

Prince  Alexander  and  the  Porte  have  come 
to  an  understanding  on  the  following  condi- 
tions: that  the  union  of  the  Bulgarias  be  rec- 
ognized by  the  Porte;  that  the  Bulgarian  army 
be  at  the  disposal  of  Turkey  in  case  of  war  with 
Greece  or  Servia;  that  tribute  be  paid  regularly 
to  the  Porte;  that  the  customs  rights  of  the 
Porte  be  maintained;  and  that  Prince  Alexan- 
der go  to  Constantinople  to  bo  iu vested  with 
the  Governorship  of  Eastern  Rouiuelia. — Eng- 
land has  accepted  a proposal  from  Russia  that 
tlio  powers  insist  on  disarmament  by  Greece, 
Servia,  and  Bulgaria.  The  powers  have  sum- 
moned those  countries  to  disarm,  promising 
them  that  Turkey  will  follow  their  example. 

A proclamation  announcing  the  annexation 
of  Burmah  to  the  British  Empire  was  read 
at  Rangoon  January  1.  There  was  a grand 
parade  and  a large  concourse  of  natives  gath- 
ered to  hear  the  reading  of  the  proclamation. 
England  cedes  to  China  part  of  Upper  Burmah 
iu  order  to  make  the  Chinese  and  Indian  front- 
iers continuous.  India  advocates  an  offensive 
and  defensive  alliauce  between  China  and 
India. 

M.  Francois  Jules  P,  Gr6vy  was  re-elected 
President  of  the  French  Republic  at  Versailles 
December  28,  on  the  joint  vote  of  the  Senate 
and  Chamber  of  Deputies  acting  os  a National 
Assembly.  The  balloting  was  carried  on  amid 
great  excitement.  Only  five  members  of  the 
Right  cast  ballots.  M.  Gravy’s  total  majority 
on  the  joint  ballot  was  135. 

The  French  Chamber  of  Deputies  adopted 
the  Tonquin  credit  December  24,  but  the  vote 
was  so  close  (274  to  270)  that  the  Brisson  min- 
istry resigned  a week  later.  A new  cabinet 
was  announced  January  7,  os  follows:  M.  De 


Freycinet,  President  of  the  Council  and  Min- 
ister for  Foreign  Affairs;  M.  Sarrien,  Interior; 
M.  Sadi-Carnot,  Finance ; M.  Goblet,  Public 
Instruction;  M.  Demole,  Justice;  M.  Develle, 
Agriculture;  General  Boulanger, War;  M.Aube, 
Marine  and  the  Colonics;  M.  Baihaut,  Public 
Works;  M.  Granet,  Posts  aud  Telegraphs;  M. 
Lockroy,  Commerce. 

DISASTERS. 

December  18. — Explosion  in  the  Nanticoke 
(Pennsylvania)  coal  mine,  burying  twenty-six 
men  aud  boys. 

December  19. — News  rid  China  of  a typhoon 
which  swept  over  the  Philippine  Islands  on 
November  7,  destroying  over  4400  buildings, 
including  thirteen  churches  aud  ten  convents. 
Eighteen  persons  were  lost  and  five  hundred 
head  of  cattle  were  killed.  This  report  only 
comprises  the  destruction  in  nineteen  of  the 
thirty-four  districts  of  the  Island,  the  remain- 
ing fifteen  not  having  beeu  heard  from. — Re- 
ports received  in  St.  Petersburg  of  a terrible 
dynamite  explosion  in  the  Plcijuchin  mine  in 
Siberia.  From  400  to  1000  men  killed. 

December  23. — Terrific  colliery  explosion  at 
the  Ferndale  Pit,  near  Pout-y-Pridd,  Wales, 
killing  fifty  men. 

January  11. — Advices  from  Colon  that  twen- 
ty-oue  vessels  were  wrecked  and  sixty -five 
lives  lost  during  a recent  storm  there. 

OBITUARY. 

Decemba • 27. — In  London,  Dr.  Samuel  Birch, 
Egyptologist,  aged  seventy-two  years. 

December  19. — In  Liverpool,  Stephen  Barker 
Guiou,  of  the  Guion  Steam-ship  Company,  aged 
sixty-five  years. 

December  20. — In  New  York  city,  Professor 
John  Christopher  Draper,  in  his  fifty-first  year. 

January  5. — In  Philadelphia,  Joshua  B.  Lip- 
pincott,  publisher,  aged  seventy  years. — In  Al- 
bany, New  York,  N.  D.  Wendell,  ex-State  Trea- 
surer, aged  fifty  years. 
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AT  a gathering  of  Pilgrims  and  strangers  in 
the  city  of  Quakers,  on  the  22d  of  Decem- 
ber, the  persou  who  opens  and  shuts  this  Draw- 
er (and  never  has  any  credit  for  the  things  he 
keeps  out  of  it)  was  asked  by  the  ironical  pre- 
sident of  the  meeting  to  say  something  about 
The  New  England  Farmer.  He  confessed  that 
he  was  glad  to  do  so,  because  this  so-called 
agricultural  pioneer  had  been  very  much  mis- 
understood. A nd  the  company  graciously  per- 
mitted him  to  make  the  following  explanation : 

Two  radical  misconceptions  have  been  at 
the  basis  of  this  misunderstanding;  the  first 
was  that  he  was  a farmer,  and  the  second  was 
that  he  had  a farm.  Under  this  false  concep- 
tion a gre^t  deal  of  ridicule  has  been  poured 

Digitized  by  CjOOQiC 


upon  this  typical  character.  It  has  been  said 
that  the  only  things  he  raised  were  beans, 
stone  walls,  and  doughnuts.  It  has  been  said 
that  his  chief  crop  was  cod-fish.  It  has  been 
said  that  his  only  luxury  was  a round  solid 
disk,  which  could  be  stacked  up  in  piles, 
called  pumpkin  pie,  and  that  his  inadequate 
conception  of  Baccliautic  enjoyment  was  hard 
cider. 

It  would  be  idle  for  me  to  attempt  to  shako 
these  popular  prejudices.  It  would  have  no 
effect  upon  the  skeptics  to  say  that  in  the 
Patent-office  iu  Washington  his  doughnut  is 
the  only  doughnut  ever  invented  in  the  world 
that  has  jelly  inside  of  it.  It  would  not  be  be- 
lieved if  I said  that  the  pumpkin  pie  was  made 
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to  bo  used  as  a shield  in  the  Indian  wars,  and 
that  the  stone  walls  were  raised  as  ramparts 
behind  which  this  so-called  fanner  could  stand 
and  shoot  the  British.  It  is  necessary  to  get 
outside  of  all  these  considerations,  and  inquire 
why  the  Pilgrims  came  to  New  England.  It 
was  certainly  not  for  the  purpose  of  farming. 
If  Providence  had  intended  New  England  as  a 
fanning  country,  the  rocks  would  have  beeu 
put  deep  down  at  the  bottom  and  the  soil  on 
top,  and  there  would  have  been  more  fertile, 
lovely  little  valleys,  and  fewer  ridges  and  sand 
hills.  The  Pilgrim  had  anot  her  idea  than  that 
of  farming.  His  setting  up  a school-house  as 
soon  as  he  landed,  instead  yf  a phosphate  mill, 
shows  that.  On  the  first  sand-hill  island  he 
set  his  foot  on  he  held  a “ meeting.”  He  made 
a constitution  before  ho  came  ashore,  and 
though  he  did  not,  as  other  adventurers  had 
done  before  him,  set  up  a cross  on  the  new  ter- 
ritory, the  world  very  soon  found  that  the  con- 
stitution had  a cross  in  it.  I know  it  has  been 
said  that  he  came  to  New  Englaud  in  order  to 
give  the  Indians  and  the  Quakers  and  the  Bap- 
tists an  opportunity  to  worship  God  according 
to  the  dictates  of  his,  the  Pilgrim’s,  conscience. 
But  this  was  a slander.  Ho  knew  he  was  on 
the  Lord’s  side,  and  he  didn’t  want  these  other 
people  interfering  with  the  Lord’s  work.  Es- 
pecially ho  wouldn’t  tolerate  the  devil  coming 
in  and  raiding  his  plantations  in  the  form  of 
witches  and  the  like.  He  is  justly  called  su- 
perstitious by  an  ago  and  a city  given  over  to 
spiritism,  clairvoyance,  mind  cure,  “materiali- 
zation,” and  other  certainties. 

If  he  had  set  up  merely  as  a farmer,  he  would 
have  hail  none  of  these  troubles.  If  his  idea 
had  been  a fat,  material  prosperity,  I think  he 
would  have  left  his  bean  hills  on  the  Plymouth 
heights  to  the  Indians,  and  looked  for  land 
further  south.  I do  not  say  that  he  was  in- 
sensible to  the  nameless  charm  of  this  const 
in  summer,  to  the  flavor  of  the  wild  grape,  the 
majesty  of  the  forest,  to  the  bloom  of  the  May- 
flower in  the  spring-time,  and  that  he  was  un- 
responsive to  the  deliciousness  of  the  oyster 
and  the  clam  and  the  Spanish  mackerel.  But 
he  had  other  things  in  his  mind  when  he  set 
about  subduing  New  England. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  this  was  an  excellent 
land  in  which  to  set  up  a government,  and  or- 
ganize a virtuous  society,  and  develop  a the- 
ology, and  to  cultivate  ideas.  I gather  from 
contemporary  documents  that  he  set  more  store 
by  education  and  religion  than  by  crops  of  corn 
and  wheat,  and  that  his  exports  of  fish  and 
lumber  were  temporary  expedients  while  lie 
was  preparing  to  send  out  and  plant  elsewhere 
institutions  and  ideas.  He  set  his  meeting- 
house on  a hill.  The  crop  he  most  cared  for 
was  men  and  women.  That  is  the  reason  his 
house  was  more  important  than  his  barn,  in 
distinction  from  the  materialistic  notion  pre- 
vailing in  some  fertile  parts  of  our  country, 
where  the  barn  is  magnificent  and  the  house  is 
only  an  adjunct.  Perhaps  he  w'as  more  devofc- 
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ed  to  town-meeting  than  to  ploughing;  and 
looking  at  what  he  had  to  plough,  and  seeing 
what  he  accomplished  in  town-meeting,  history 
excuses  him. 

The  wonder  is  that  while  dragging  the  sea 
and  scratching  the  rocks  to  get  the  means  of 
sustaining  life,  he  should  have  had  so  much 
time  for  the  eultivatiou  of  ideas,  and  for  nurs- 
ing the  virtues  and  the  indomitable  spirit  that 
were  to  stamp  their  impress  upon  the  conti- 
nent. Owing  to  his  narrow  means  of  living, 
the  notion  got  abroad  that  he  was  penurious. 
But  he  gave  what  lie  had  to  give,  and  when 
you  come  to  the  question  of  generosity,  in  the 
gift  of  vital  force,  principles,  ideas,  men  who 
make  states,  and  women  who  create  families, 
and  whose  lieanty  and  modesty  are  the  charm 
of  society,  I think  the  New  England  Farmer 
was  the  most  liberal  man  in  the  world.  If  he 
had  had  a farm  and  been  a fanner,  you  can 
judge  how  the  rest  of  the  country  would  have 
got  along,  who  would  have  given  it  enterprise 
and  stability,  who  would  have  made  inven- 
tions for  it,  and  who  would  have  insured  it — 
either  in  this  world  or  the  next. 

But  as  the  son  of  a New  Englaud  Farmer  I 
can  not  leavo  the  matter  here.  For  I remem- 
ber the  oid  farm-house,  and  rho  wide  fire-place 
beside  w hich  I used  to  sit  and  hear  my  grand- 
mother tell  how'  w hen  she  was  a little  girl,  and 
the  redcoats  occupied  Plymouth  aud  Kingston, 
she  used  to  put  her  shoes  under  her  pillow  ev- 
ery night,  expecting  that  auy  moment  she 
might  have  to  flee  into  the  woods  to  escape 
the  British ; and  how  she  heard  all  day  the 
cannonading  at  the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill.  I 
was  in  fact  present,  as  were  all  the  New  Eng- 
land Farmer  boys  of  my  time,  at  this  battle  of 
Bunker  Hill,  and  at  the  capture  of  Tieondero- 
ga,  and  at  the  surrender  of  Btirgoyne.  There 
lingered  in  every  farm-house  the  heroic  spirit 
come  down  from  the  French  and  Indian  wars 
and  the  Revolutionary  times.  The  British 
enemy  was  a reality.  There  in  the  kitchen 
hung  the  Continental  musket  aud  the  car- 
tridge-box. 

This,  however,  is  not  what  I started  to  say. 
You  may  have  read  that  to  them  who  seek 
first  the  kingdom  of  heaven  everything  else 
shall  be  added.  This,  I firmly  believe,  was 
the  case  of  the  New  Englund  Farmer.  His 
farm-house  had  a mighty  cellar,  provisioned 
like  the  vaults  of  a mediieval  monastery  for  a 
six  months’ siege.  On  one  side  was  a portent- 
ous row'  of  cider  barrels;  on  the  other,  tier  on 
tier  of  ruddy  apples;  in  vast  bins  the  potatoes 
aud  other  vegetables,  and  in  their  proper 
places  barrels  of  salted  meat  and  apple-sauce. 

In  this  subterranean  store-house  I can  see  now 
the  frost  glisten  on  the  walls  when  the  boy  ex- 
plored its  recesses  by  the  light  of  a tallow  can- 
dle, sent  by  his  grandfather  to  draw  a jug  of 
cider  from  the  hardest  barrel.  In  the  cool  out- 
er pantry  hung  dozens  of  chickens  and  turkeys, 
the  quarters  of  a slaughtered  steer,  and  on 
shelves  lay  rows  of  hardy  winter  pies.  In  the 
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garret  were  suspended  the  strings  of  dried  ap- 
ples, and  there  were  the  tubs  of  maple  sngar 
and  the  heaps  of  butternuts  and  hickory-nuts. 
The  vast  wood-shed  was  piled  with  fuel.  It 
makes  the  tears  come  into  a patriot’s  eyes  to 
think  of  it  all.  I will  not  dwell  on  it. 

In  all  the  wind-swept  country  the  snow  was 
piled  to  the  fence-tops,  and  drifted  mountain- 
high  in  the  roads.  Energy  excavated  this  or 
surmounted  it,  sleighs  were  abroad,  and  the 
merry  bells  were  heard  all  over  the  township. 
All  roads  led  to  the  meeting-house,  and  every- 
body, young  and  old,  turned  out  to  the  Sunday 
service,  where  in  default  of  furnace  and  stove 
the  sermon  was  hot  enough  to  keep  the  blood 
in  circulation.  Each  farm-house  was  more  or 
less  a centre  of  comfort  and  hospitality.  So- 
cial life  had  vitality.  There  were  merry  force 
and  hearty  enjoyment  in  the  sleigh-rides,  par- 
ties, and  holiday  frolics.  The  people  were  quite 
wide-awake.  The  metropolis  drew  its  men  of 
affairs  from  these  country  homes,  and  the  men 
of  affairs  knew  where  to  look  for  the  pretty 
girls  w'hoso  beauty  and  good  sense  and  intelli- 
gence made  them  leaders  iu  metropolitan  so- 
ciety. Every  house  had  some  books,  not  many 
but  classics,  and  they  were  read.  Perhaps  if 
there  had  been  more  agriculture,  there  would 
have  been  less  intellectual  life.  These  so-call- 
ed farmers  were  organizing  great  missionary 
enterprises,  concerning  themselves  about  slav- 
ery, and  in  perpetual  agitation  over  something. 
Ah  me ! W'ould  there  were  more  such  farmers! 


A PLANTATION  FUNERAL. 

It  was  the  last  Sunday  afternoon  of  June, 
18G4.  The  writer  was  standing  in  a negro 
burying-ground  watching  a funeral  procession 
move  slowly  along  the  narrow  plantation  road 
toward  the  grave-yard — a most  beautiful  sit- 
uation. The  summit  of  a high  hill,  which, 
through  a vista  of  flowering  rhododendron 
and  dogwood,  overlooked  the  river;  a forest 
of  huge  oaks  garlanded  with  gray  moss;  a 
carpet  of  vivid  green  dotted  with  wild  violets, 
broom,  and  sheep-grass,  which  Virginians  call 
daisies.  Shut  in  from  all  the  world  of  sight 
and  sonnd  by  the  thicket  of  young  trees  that 
crept  up  its  sides,  the  hill  would  have  been 
lonely  but  for  the  luxuriant  growth  of  un- 
trammelled nature.  No  inclosure  marked  it 
as  a cemetery,  only  at  every  step  a small  clear- 
ed place  denoted  a grave,  most  of  which  were 
sunken,  and  all  unmarked.  Iu  the  centre  of 
the  plat  an  ugly  red  wound  had  been  cut  in 
the  green  carpet,  and  here  were  lying  spades, 
a rake,  and  a little  shovel. 

The  procession  w as  headed  by  a rude  plan- 
tation cart,  iu  which  lay  a coffin  (painted  a 
bright  red,  to  indicate  the  youth  of  the  occu- 
pant), and  drawn  by  a pair  of  oxen,  wdiicli  pa- 
tiently and  slowly  bore  their  bunion  up  the 
steep  hill -side.  A tall  young  negro  driver 
walked  behind,  carrying  a long  whip,  which 
he  cracked  now  and  then  when  the  coffin  jos- 
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tied  from  side  to  side.  Immediately  behind 
the  driver  was  a mulatto  woman  with  a pa- 
tient, tearless  face,  dressed  iu  her  Sunday  gown 
of  clean  cotton  homespun,  and  holding  by  her 
hand  a little  white  girl  iu  a coarsely  woven 
linen  dress,  also  evidently  of  plantation  make, 
and  a plaited  straw  hat  of  the  same  manufac- 
ture. A company  of  from  four  to  five  hundred 
negroes  followed,  all  on  foot,  of  all  shades  of 
color  (except  white),  all  ages,  all  sizes  and 
sexes.  They  were  singing  a hymn  with  that 
plaintive  hut  cheerful  refrain  which  is  the 
heart  of  all  negro  melody : 

We  are  walkin’  In  de  light— 

Walkin’  In  de  light ; 

We  are  walkin’  in  de  light— 

Walkin’  in  de  light  ob  God. 

How  every  echo  in  the  valley  below  gave  back 
the  sound ! When  they  reached  the  grave,  six 
young  men,  w hom  custom  required  to  he  of 
the  same  ago  or  within  six  months  of  it,  and 
if  possible  the  same  height,  as  the  dead  iiiuu, 
stepped  forward  and  lowered  the  coffin  into 
its  last  resting-place.  It  would  have  been  a 
breach  of  the  observances  if  any  of  these  pall- 
bearers had  been  of  his  blood  or  connection. 

The  mother,  w ith  the  little  white  girl,  took 
her  place  as  chief  mourner  at  the  head  of  the 
grave,  and  the  preacher  came  forward.  He 
was  a tall,  perfectly  black  man  of  seventy-five, 
with  long  curling  white  hair,  and  a swfeet.  yet 
shrewd  countenance.  He  was  dressed  from 
head  to  foot  in  a black  broadcloth  suit,  which 
had  evidently  been  the  gift  of  one  of  the  white 
family,  and  originally  worn  by  a man  of  differ- 
ent size  ami  build.  But  this  did  not  detract 
from  the  dignity  of  his  appearance  or  office. 

He  looked  around  on  the  placid  scene — the 
blue  Virginia  sky  lookiug  through  the  inter- 
lacing branches  of  the  green  oaks,  the  birds 
that  hopped  fearlessly  from  hough  to  hough, 
at  the  background  of  strangely  tranquil  faces 
— and  began : 

“ Brethern,  sisteren,  on  sinners,  ’tain’t  wnrth 
while  for  me  to  lie  a-preachin’  of  a sermon  to 
you  all  on  dis’easion.  I gw’inc  preach  to-night, 
please  God,  en  excusin’  of  de  interference  o’ 
mistis.  I preach  las’  night,  en  many  a night. 
Isrul  is  here  a-preachin’  to  yon.  Here  lie  is 
before  you.  Here  his  feet — why  don’t  ho  walk  ? 
here  his  mouf — how  come  he  don’t  talk?  here 
his  eyes — how  come  he  don’t  see  ? Xobody  ain't 
a-hemlcrin ’ of  him . 

“Because,  bretherin  en  sisteren  en  sinners, 
Isrul  is  dead.  He  ’ain’t  got  no  life  in  him.  I 
ain’t  ’scussin’  of  his  sperrit ; his  sperrit  is  gone 
to  de  Lord  whar  gif  to  him.  I ’senssin’  of  his 
body,  which  is  like  you  sinners  is  now,  dead  in 
trespasses  en  sin. 

“ De  Lord  gin  to  all  a plant  patch ; He  gin 
us  seed  ; He  gin  us  season.  Me,  en  Sis  Nelly” 
(turning  to  the  bereaved  parent),  “en  Brer 
One-eye  Moses,  en  a chance  er  folks  here,  done 
work  our  patch  en  plant  our  seed,  eu  w e’s 
a-wraitin’  for  de  liarves’.  But  dere’s  a chance 
er  you  whar ’ain’t  stuck  a spade  iu  de  ground ; 
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de  seed  done  dried  up ; de  season  come  en  gone ; 
you  ’ain’t  got  no  life  in  you,  no  more’n  is  de  body 
er  dis  young  man,  wliar  nobody  ain’t  a-liender- 
in’  from  risiu’  if  ho  bed  life. 

“ Now,  sinners,  you  ’mem bers  las’  week  T Isrul 
was  in  do  ’bacca  crap  a-siugin’  of  reel  ckunes. 
Up  to  Dinah  house  on  do  bill  ho  waro  a-sliuf- 
flin’of  liis  feet ; ho  warn’t  a-robbin’of  no  water- 
million  patches,  nor  sassiu’  of  olo  pussins,  but 
he  waro  a-singin’  o’  reel  chimes,  en  a-daucin’. 
En  when  he  waro  strickiu  down  he  ware  a 
sinner. 

“But  do  Lord  wore  gracious.  I don’t  git 
down  on  deso  olo  knees  for  nutkin.  I wrastled 
for  him  ; I wrastled  for  him  a whole  night,  en 
do  Lord  heard  His  sarvant.  Jess  before  Brer 
Isrul  go  (he  hadn’t  made  no  sign  o’  ’pentance 
twcli  dat  minute)  he  set  up  in  de  bed  en  ho 
say” — the  breathless  expectancy  could  be  felt 
in  the  very  hush  of  the  birds — “ho  say, 1 Dat 
yon , Mavse  Willum  ?'  en  fell  back  dead. 

“ Bretlieren  on  Bisteren  en  sinners,  our  young 
marster  whar  was  kilt  in  do  war,  eu  wliar  de 
cannon  blow  into  so  many  little  pieces  dat  wo 
karnt  git  enough  togedder  to  niako  a ’spect- 
able  corpse  to  bury  in  do  gyarden — our  young 
Marse  Willum  bed  come  for  Isrul.  Now  we  all 
know — en  you  sinners  better  be  a-sharpenin’  up 
your  years — (ley  aiu’t  but  two  places  for  dead 
folks.  One  an  ’em  is  kebben,  en  do  ter  one 
’tis  a scandal  to  be  a-namin’  here.  We  all 
kuow  Marne  Willum  ain't  dar.  So  we  got  good 
spereuce,  ef  he  come  for  Isrul,  ho  dun  kar  him 
to  Abraham’s  bussitiu,  whar  he  is  his  self. 

“But  don’t  none  o’  you  siuners  bo  takin’  to 
satisfyin’  o’  yourselves  on  account  o’  Isrul 
inakin’  a death-bed  ’pentance.  Dar  was  ’bun- 
dance  o’  sinners  at  de  crucify  in’ o’ do  Lord,  on 
just  dat  one  thief  got  in  de  kingdom.  De  nex’ 
time  dar  is  enny  nine-hour  ’pentances,  in  dis 
hero  preacher's  ’pinion  ’twon’t  bo  morc’n  jestice 
for  one  o’  Mass  Paul’s  or  Mass  Walter’s  niggers 
to  git  de  chance.  Dis  plantation  dun  lied  hit’s 
dyin’  thief  (excusin’  Isrul  bein’  a thief).  En 
inorc’n  dat,  Marso  Willum  .won’t  bo  a-coinin’ 
out  o’  Abraham’s  bussum  to  fotcli  nobody  but 
Isrul,  for  him  en  Isrul  was  partners  fuin  lit- 
tle chillen,  en  now  dey’s  togedder  forever  wid 
de  Lord.  Amen.” 

There  was  a pause.  A carriage  drawn  by 
two  handsomely  groomed  horses  stopped  at 
the  bridle-path,  and  a tall,  majestic  woman  of 
seventy  descended,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a 
black  woman  almost  as  nmjestic  in  her  own 
dignity.  The  mistress  wore  a black  satin 
gown  and  a widow’s  cap;  the  negroes  silently 
stepped  aside,  making  an  aisle  for  her  as  she 
passed  slowly  and  yet  erectly  toward  the 
grave. 

“Mv  dear  servants,”  she  said,  in  a distinct 
tone, “I  have  lost  in  Israel  a good  and  faithful 
servant ; he  has  gone  to  his  Master  and  ours, 
and  has  his  reward.  lie  has  already,  perhaps, 
seen — my  son.  I have  just  heard  of  a repulse 
of  our  army,  and  the  approach  of  the  enemy. 
Troubles  increase,  but  I can  trust  you  all  to 


defend  and  protect  me  and  mine” — she  glanced 
at  the  little  girl. 

“Yes,  in  intis ; shooly,  mistis,”  was  heard 
through  the  crowd.  She  held  out  her  wrin- 
kled, jewelled  hand  to  the  lad’s  mother  (who 
pressed  it  in  hers),  walked  back  to  the  carriage, 
and  was  driven  away. 

The  preacher  then  again  assumed  command. 
Taking  the  child  in  his  arms,  he  filled  the  lit- 
tle shovel  which  lay  among  the  ugly  imple- 
ments with  earth,  and  handed  it  to  her.  The 
little  girl,  seated  comfortably  on  his  shoulder, 
took  it  with  grave  complacency,  and  looked 
with  mournful  but  unfrightcued  gaze  into  the 
open  grave. 

“Yeartli  to  yearth,  dust  to  dust,  ashes  to 
ashes,” said  the  preacher;  and  the  child  let 
fall  the  clods  with  a practiced  hand  on  the 
coffin.  Awaiting  the  resurrection  of  the  dead ! 
She  then  slipped  down,  put  her  hand  in  that  of 
her  mammy,  and  the  process  of  filling  the 
chasm  began.  When  the  last  spadeful  of  earth 
was  patted  down,  and  the  tools — which  the 
negroes  always  leave  by  a grave  until  needed 
for  a similar  occasion — were  placed  alongside, 
the  whole  company  broko  out  in  a hymn.  It 
w as  started  by  the  little  girl  (who  evidently, 
next  to  the  preacher  aud  the  corpse,  was  the 
most  important  person  at  all  funerals),  and 
tuken  up  by  the  mother,  till  one  by  one  all 
joined  in  the  burst  of  melody.  There  were  no 
tears:  tears  were  for  the  lost,  for  the  sinner; 
it  was  rebellious  for  Christians  to  w^eep;  anil 
so,  singing,  the  procession  wound  down  the 
hill. 

On  Canaan's  calm  and  peaceful  shore 
We  ain’t  gwine  die  no  more,  no  more — 

We  ain’t  gwine  die  no  more. 

I.  C.  Cabell. 


THE  COOLEST  MAN  IN  TnE  FRENCH  ARMY. 

“The  coolest  man  I ever  knew  was  old  Vic- 
tor de  St.  Hilaire,  the  colonel  of  an  infantry 
regiment  that  saw  some  service  iu  Algeria,” 
said  Colonel  Henri  Dubois,  one  of  a party  of 
French  officers  who,  having  halted  to  take  a 
look  at  Siam  on  their  w*ay  homo  from  the  Ton- 
quin  war,  had  come  to  dine  with  us  on  board 
of  a British  gun -boat  which  had  somehow 
found  its  w ay  up  the  Mei-Nam  River. 

“ I’ve  known  men,” he  continued, “who  man- 
aged to  put  on  a great  show  of  cooluess  in  time 
of  danger,  though  they  were  realty  very  much 
excited  ; but  there  was  no  putting-011  with  St. 
Hilaire — it  cainc  as  natural  to  him  ns  eating 
his  dinner.  All  his  hair-breadth  escapes  (and 
he  had  had  so  many  that  he  could  hardly  count 
them  himself)  had  left  him  as  cool  ns  before, 
and  it  really  seemed  as  if  dangers  passed  him 
by  because  he  would  not  condescend  to  notice 
that  they  were  there  at  all.  Once  his  men  mu- 
tinied, and  two  of  them  clapped  their  bayonets 
to  his  breast  as  if  to  run  him  through ; but  the 
colonel  only  smiled, and  said, as  quietly  as  ever, 
1 Be  careful,  my  lads;  you  might  hurt  me.’ 

“Now  it  happened  that  iu  Colonel  St.  Hi- 
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laire’s  regiment  there  was  a peppery  yonng 
eub-lieu tenant  who  was  os  hot  as  the  colonel 
was  cool.  With  him  it  was  always  (os  you 
English  say) 4 a word  and  a blow,  aud  the  blow 
first.’  He  had  fought  so  many  duels  that  the 
soldiers  used  to  call  him  4 Sudden  Death,’  and 
to  say  that  the  best  way  to  end  the  war  would 
be  for  him  to  challenge  the  enemy’s  whole 
army,  man  by  man.  Well,  one  day  this  lieu- 
tenaut  had  committed  some  fault,  for  which 
the  colonel  gave  him  such  a scolding  that  the 
yonng  fellow’s  hot  blood  couldu’t  bear  it  any 
longer.  Quick  as  lightning  he  whipped  out  a 
pistol  and  fired  right  at.  St.  Hilaire’s  face,  so 
close  that  the  muzzle  almost  touched  him. 
But  the  pistol  missed  fire,  aud  the  colonel  said, 
quite  coolly,  ‘Forty-eight  hours’  arrest  for  not 
keeping  your  arms  in  proper  order.’” 

“And  was  that  all  that  the  lieutenant  gotf” 
asked  a dozen  voices  at  once,  in  undisguised 
amazement. 

“ That  was  all ; and  I can  tell  you  that  he 
thought  it  was  quite  enough  — Ha!  general, 
good-evening.  I was  just  telling  these  gen- 
tlemen how  you  once  put  me  under  arrest  for 
not  having  my  pistols  in  working  order.” 

David  Ker. 


THE  DINGY  SOD  HOUSE  OF  DAKOTA. 

I passed  it  far  out  on  the  prairie, 

The  house  of  necessity  born  ; 

No  lines  of  its  dinfdness  vary, 

So  sombre,  so  dark,  so  forlorn. 

It  Is  bounded  by  measureless  acres ; 

Not  a fence  or  a tree  is  in  sight ; 

But,  though  plain  as  the  dress  of  the  Quakers, 
It  stands  in  the  aim's  broadest  light. 

The  badger  near  by  makes  his  burrow, 

The  gopher  his  hillock  of  soil, 

And  ploughs,  with  their  mile-lengths  of  furrow, 
Go  round  it  with  infinite  toil. 

A well-curb,  a wash-bench,  a woman. 

With  poultry  and  pigs,  are  outside  ; 

The  clothes-line  is  wondrously  human 
In  look,  and  the  vista— how  wide  1 

You  can  go  to  the  sunrise  or  “sundown’' 

In  straight  lines,  the  left  or  the  right, 

And  leagues  of  long  level  are  run  down 
Before  you  escape  from  its  sight. 

The  roof  is  well  thatched  with  coarse  grasses; 

A stove-pipe  peers  out  to  the  sky. 

’Tis  a picture  whose  plainness  surpasses 
All  objects  that  challenge  the  eye. 

Twisted  hay  serves  its  owner  for  fuel: 

He  twists  it  at  ease  by  the  roar 
Of  a hay  fire,  which  parries  the  cruel, 

Iiarsh  bite  of  the  wind  at  the  door. 


Sometimes  in  nn  ocean  of  color 
(In  summer  ’tis  yellow  or  green) 
It  stands.  In  November  a duller 
Broad  carpet  about  it  Is  seen. 


In  winter,  while  blasts  from  the  prairie 
Bring  “blizzards”  that  cease  not  to  blow, 
’Tis  as  warm  as  an  isle  of  Canary. 

Deep  under  the  tempest  and  snow. 

Joel  Benton. 
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In  a certain  Southern  State  an  execution  by 
banging  took  place  recently.  The  criminal, 
though  undoubtedly  guilty  of  murder,  bad  the 
sympathy  of  a large  number  of  persons  on  ac- 
count of  the  extenuating  circumstances  under 
which  the  crime  was  perpetrated,  and  as  the 
fatal  day  approached,  numerous  marks  of  kind- 
ness were  shown  the  prisoner.  A great  many 
visited  him  iu  his  cell,  and  the  following  re- 
port was  made  of  the  last  interview  between 
husband  and  wife : 

On  the  evening  preceding  tbe  execution, 
when  the  jailer,  with  deepest  sympathy,  an- 
nounced to  tbe  wife  that  the  time  was  up,  and 
she  must  leave,  she  embraced  her  husband,  and 
with  many  tears  asked  liis  permission  to  be 
allowed  to  witness  tbe  execution.  He  sternly 
and  indignantly  refused,  whereupon  she  burst 
into  a fresh  flood  of  tears,  and  exclaimed, “Ob, 
William,  I did  not  expect  this  of  you  ; but  yon 
know  you  always  would  refuse  me  er 'cry  plea- 
sure” E.  E.  S. 


A neighbor  of  mine  (writes  a lady)  always 
insists  upon  his  children  eating  their  crusts 
before  they  can  bo  helped  to  anything  more. 
Once  there  was  company  at  the  dinner  table, 
and  one  of  the  children  passed  her  plate  to 
her  father  for  some  pie.  Her  father,  observ- 
ing a crust  on  the  plate,  said,  “ What  is  this 
on  thy  plate,  Marion t”  Receiving  no  reply, 
he  repeated  the  question.  Still  getting  no  au- 
swer,  he  helped  her  to  the  pie  to  avoid  a scene. 
When  tho  plate  reached  Miss  Marion  she  lean- 
ed over  to  her  sister  and  said,  in  a perfectly 
audible  under-tone,  44  Well,  lie  don’t  know  a 
crust  when  ho  sees  it.” 


When  they  proposed  bringing  out  the  Pas- 
sion Play  on  the  stage  of  tbe  Boston  Globe,  the 
principals  were  discussing  the  relative  posi- 
tions of  the  characters.  Said  Morse,  “ We  w ill 
put  a group  of  soldiers  here,  and  Pontius  Pilate 
here,  and  over  there  the  twrelve  apostles.” 

“Twelve  apostles,”  said  the  Boston  man- 
ager;  “you  may  just  as  well  put  in  two  dozen 
apostles,  there’s  plenty  of  room.” 


“Landlord,”  said  a Wisconsin  traveller, 
emerging  from  the  dining-room  after  a long 
and  fruitless  struggle  to  secure  a dinner — 
“ Landlord,  there’s  one  thing  you  have  here 
that’s  as  good  as  tho  Palmer  House,  Chicago.” 

“I  am  very  glad  to  please  you.  sir.  What 
is  it!” 

“The  salt.” 


ONLY  AN  INCIDENT. 

A few'  evenings  ago  (writes  a Southern  lady) 
the  conversation  turned  upon  suitable  times 
and  places  for  courtships.  I said  I had  once 
been  an  accidental  eye-witness — shall  I call  it? 

— to  a proposal  on  the  ears.  “Oh,  tell  us!” 
“Please  do  let  us  hear!”  exclaimed  ten  young 
voices  and  two  mature  ones.  I could  not 
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THEIR  PILGRIMAGE. 

BY  CHARLES  DUDLEY  WARNER. 


CHAPTER  I. 

WHEN  Irene  looked  out  of  her  state- 
room window  early  in  the  morning 
of  the  twentieth  of  March,  there  was  a 
softness  and  luminous  quality  in  the  ho- 
rizon clouds  that  prophesied  spring.  The 
steamboat,  which  had  left  Baltimore  and 
an  arctic  temperature  the  night  before, 
was  drawing  near  the  wharf  at  Fortress 
Monroe,  and  the  passengers,  most  of  whom 
were  seeking  a mild  climate,  were  crowd- 
ing the  guards,  eagerly  scanning  the  long 
fagade  of  the  Hygeia  Hotel. 

“It  looks  more  like  a conservatory 
than  a hotel,”  said  Irene  to  her  father,  as 
she  joined  him. 

44 1 expect  that’s  about  what  it  is.  All 
those  long  corridors  above  and  below  in- 
closed in  glass  are  to  protect  the  hot- 
house plants  of  New  York  and  Boston, 
who  call  it  a Winter  Resort,  and  I guess 
there’s  considerable  winter  in  it.” 

“But  how  charming  it  is — the  soft  sea 
air,  the  low  capes  yonder,  the  sails  in  the 
opening  shining  in  the  haze,  and  the  peace- 
ful old  fort!  I think  it’s  just  enchant- 
ing.” 

“I  suppose  it  is.  Get  a thousand  peo- 
ple crowded  into  one  hotel  under  glass, 
and  let  ’em  buzz  around— that  seems  to  be 
the  present  notion  of  enjoyment.  I guess 
your  mother’ll  like  it.” 

And  she  did.  Mrs.  Benson,  who  ap- 
peared at  the  moment,  a little  flurried 
with  her  hasty  toilet,  a stout,  matronly 
person,  rather  overdressed  for  travelling, 
exclaimed:  “What  a home-like  looking 
place ! I do  hope  the  Stimpsons  are  here !” 

“No  doubt  the  Stimpsons  are  on 
hand,”  said  Mr.  Benson.  4 4 Catch  them 
not  knowing  what’s  the  right  thing  to  do 
in  March!  They  know  just  as  well  as 
you  do  that  the  Reynoldses  and  the  Van 
Peagrims  are  here.” 


The  crowd  of  passengers,  alert  to  regis- 
ter and  secure  rooms,  hurried  up  the 
windy  wharf.  The  interior  of  the  hotel 
kept  the  promise  of  the  outside  for  com- 
fort. Behind  the  glass-defended  veran- 
das, in  the  spacious  office  and  general 
lounging-room,  sea-coal  fires  glowed  in 
the  wide  grates,  tables  were  heaped  with 
newspapers  and  the  illustrated  pamphlets 
in  which  railways  and  hotels  set  forth  the 
advantages  of  leaving  home;  luxurious 
chairs  invited  the  lazy  and  the  tired,  and 
the  hotel  bureau,  telegraph  office,  railway 
office,  and  post-office  showed  the  new- 
comer that  even  in  this  resort  he  w^as  still 
in  the  centre  of  activity  and  uneasiness. 
The  Bensons,  who  had  fortunately  se- 
cured rooms  a month  in  advance,  sat 
quietly  waiting  while  the  crowd  filed  be- 
fore the  register,  and  took  its  fate  from  the 
courteous  autocrat  behind  the  counter. 
“No  room,”  was  the  nearly  uniform  an- 
swer, and  the  travellers  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  writing  their  names  and  going 
their  way  in  search  of  entertainment. 
“We’ve  eight  hundred  people  stowed 
away,”  said  the  clerk,  4 1 and  not  a spot  left 
for  a hen  to  roost.” 

At  the  end  of  the  file  Irene  noticed  a 
gentleman,  clad  in  a perfectly  fitting 
rough  travelling  suit,  with  the  inevitable 
crocodile  hand-bag  and  tightly  rolled 
umbrella,  who  made  no  effort  to  enroll 
ahead  of  any  one  else,  but  having  pro- 
cured some  letters  from  the  post-office 
clerk,  patiently  waited  till  the  rest  were 
turned  away,  and  then  put  down  his 
name.  He  might  as  well  have  written  it 
in  his  hat.  The  deliberation  of  the  man, 
who  appeared  to  be  an  old  traveller, 
though  probably  not  more  than  thirty 
years  of  age,  attracted  Irene’s  attention, 
and  she  could  not  help  hearing  the  dia- 
logue that  followed. 

“What  can  you  do  for  me  ?” 
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“ Nothing,”  said  the  clerk. 

* 4 Can't  you  stow  me  away  anywhere? 
It  is  Saturday,  and  very  inconvenient  for 
me  to  go  any  further.” 

•‘Can  not  help  that.  We  haven't  an 
inch  of  room.” 

44  Well,  where  can  I go  ?” 

“You  can  go  to  Baltimore.  You  can 
go  to  Washington ; or  you  can  go  to  Rich- 
mond this  afternoon.  You  can  go  any- 
where.” 

“Couldn’t  I,”  said  the  stranger,  with 
the  same  deliberation — “wouldn't  you  let 
me  go  to  Charleston  ?” 

“Why,”  said  the  clerk,  a little  sur- 
prised, but  disposed  to  accommodate — 
“ why,  yes,  you  can  go  to  Charleston.  If 
you  take  at  once  the  boat  you  have  just 
left,  I guess  you  can  catch  the  train  at 
Norfolk.” 

As  the  traveller  turned  and  called  a 
porter  to  reship  his  baggage,  he  was  met 
by  a lady,  who  greeted  him  with  the  cor- 
diality of  an  old  acquaintance  and  a vol- 
ley of  questions. 

“Why,  Mr.  King,  this  is  good  luck. 
When  did  you  come?  have  you  a good 
room  ? What,  no,  not  going  ?” 

Mr.  King  explained  that  he  had  been  a 
resident  of  Hampton  Roads  just  fifteen 
minutes,  and  that  having  had  a pretty 
good  view  of  the  place,  he  was  then  mak- 
ing his  way  out  of  the  door  to  Charleston, 
without  any  breakfast,  because  there  was 
no  room  in  the  inn. 

“Oh,  that  never  11  do.  That  can  not 
be  permitted,”  said  his  engaging  friend, 
with  an  air  of  determination.  “Besides, 
I want  you  to  go  with  us  on  an  excursion 
to-day  up  the  James  and  help  me  chap- 
er6n  a lot  of  young  ladies.  No,  you  can 
not  go  aw7  ay.” 

And  before  Mr.  Stanhope  King — for  that 
was  the  name  the  traveller  had  inscribed 
on  the  register — knew  exactly  what  had 
happened,  by  some  mysterious  powder 
which  women  can  exercise  even  in  a ho- 
tel. when  they  choose,  he  found  himself 
in  possession  of  a room,  and  wras  gavly 
breakfasting  with  a merry  party  at  a lit- 
tle round  table  in  the  dining-room. 

“He  appears  to  know7  everybody,”  was 
Mrs.  Benson’s  comment  to  Irene,  as  she 
observed  his  greeting  of  one  and  another 
as  the  guests  tardily  came  dow  n to  break- 
fast. “Anyw’ay  he's  a genteel-looking 
party.  I wonder  if  lie  belongs  to  Sotor, 
King,  and  Co.,  of  Newr  York?” 

“Oh,  mother,”  began  Irene,  with  a 
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quick  glance  at  the  people  at  the  next  ta- 
ble; and  then,  “if  he  is  a genteel  party, 
very  likely  he's  a drummer.  The  drum- 
mers know  everybody.” 

And  Irene  confined  her  attention  strict- 
ly to  her  breakfast,  and  never  looked  up, 
although  Mrs.  Benson  kept  prattling 
away  about  the  young  man's  appearance, 
wondering  if  his  eyes  were  dark  blue  or 
only  dark  gray,  and  why  he  didn't  part 
his  hair  exactly  in  the  middle  and  done 
with  it,  and  a full,  close  beard  w7as  becom- 
ing, and  he  had  a good,  frank  face  any- 
way, and  why  didn't  the  Stimpsons  come 
down;  and,  “Oh,  there's  the  Van  Pea- 
grims,”  and  Mrs.  Benson  bowed  sweetly 
and  repeatedly  to  somebody  across  the 
room. 

To  an  angel,  or  even  to  that  approach 
to  an  angel  in  this  world,  a person  who 
has  satisfied  his  appetite,  the  spectacle  of 
a crowd  of  people  feeding  together  in  a 
large  room  must  be  a little  humiliating. 
The  fact  is  that  no  animal  appears  at  its 
best  in  this  necessary  occupation.  But  a 
hotel  breakfast-room  is  not  without  inter- 
est. The  very  way  in  which  people  enter 
the  room  is  a revelation  of  character.  Mr. 
King,  who  was  put  in  good  humor  by 
falling  on  his  feet,  as  it  wTere,  in  such 
agreeable  company,  amused  himself  by 
studying  the  guests  as  they  entered. 
There  was  the  portly,  florid  man,  who 
“swelled”  in,  patronizing  the  entire  room, 
followed  by  a meek  little  wife  and  three 
timid  children.  There  wras  the  broad, 
dowTager  woman,  preceded  by  a meek, 
shrinking  little  man,  wdiose  wdiole  appear- 
ance w as  an  apology.  There  was  a mod- 
est young  couple  who  looked  exceedingly 
self-conscious  and  happy,  and  another 
couple,  not  quite  so  young,  who  were  not 
conscious  of  anybody,  the  gentleman  giv- 
ing a curt  order  to  the  waiter,  aud  falling 
at  once  to  reading  a newspaper,  while  his 
w ife  took  a listless  attitude,  which  seemed 
to  have  become  second  nature.  There 
were  two  very  tall,  very  graceful,  very 
high-bred  girls  in  semi -mourning,  ac- 
companied by  a nice  lad  in  tight  clothes, 
a model  of  propriety  and  slender  physical 
resources,  who  perfectly  reflected  the  gra- 
cious elevation  of  his  sisters.  There  was 
a preponderance  of  women,  as  is  apt  to  be 
the  case  in  such  resorts.  A fact  expli- 
cable not  on  the  theory  that  women  are 
more  delicate  than  men,  but  that  Amer- 
ican men  are  too  busy  to  take  this  sort  of 
relaxation,  and  that  the  care  of  an  estab- 
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lishment,with  the  demands  of  society  and 
the  worry  of  servants,  so  draw  upon  the 
nervous  energy  of  women  that  they  are 
glad  to  escape  occasionally  to  the  irre- 
sponsibility of  hotel  life.  Mr.  King  no- 
ticed that  many  of  the  women  had  the 
unmistakable  air  of  familiarity  with  this 
sort  of  life,  both  in  the  dining-room  and 
at  the  office,  and  were  not  nearly  so  timid 
as  some  of  the  men.  And  this  was  very 
observable  in  the  case  of  the  girls,  who 
were  chaperoning  their  mothers,  shrink- 
ing women  who  seemed  a little  confused 
by  the  bustle,  and  a little  awed  by  the  ma- 
chinery of  the  great  caravansary. 

At  length  Mr.  King’s  eye  fell  upon  the 
Benson  group.  Usually  it  is  unfortunate 
that  a young  lady  should  be  observed  for 
the  first  time  at  table.  The  act  of  eating 
is  apt  to  be  disenchanting.  It  needs  con- 
siderable infatuation  and  perhaps  true 
love  on  the  part  of  a young  man  to  make 
him  see  anything  agreeable  in  this  per- 
formance. However  attractive  a girl  may 
be,  the  man  may  be  sure  that  he  is  not  in 
love  if  his  admiration  can  not  stand  this 
test.  It  is  saying  a great  deal  for  Irene 
that  she  did  stand  this  test  even  under  the 
observation  of  a stranger,  and  that  she 
handled  her  fork,  not  to  put  too  fine  a 
point  upon  it,  in  a manner  to  make  the 
fastidious  Mr.  King  desirous  to  see  more 
of  her.  I am  aware  that  this  is  a very 
unromantic  view  to  take  of  one  of  the 
sweetest  subjects  in  life,  and  I am  free  to 
confess  that  I should  prefer  that  Mr.  King 
should  first  have  seen  Irene  leaning  on 
the  balustrade  of  the  gallery,  with  a rose 
in  her  hand,  gazing  out  over  the  sea  with 
“that  far-away  look  in  her  eyes.”  It 
would  have  made  it  much  easier  for  all  of 
us.  But  it  is  better  to  tell  the  truth,  and 
let  the  girl  appear  in  the  heroic  attitude 
of  being  superior  to  her  circumstances. 

Presently  Mr.  King  said  to  his  friend, 
Mrs.  Cortlandt,  14  Who  is  that  clever-look- 
ing,  graceful  girl  over  there  ?” 

“That,”  said  Mrs.  Cortlandt,  looking 
intently  in  the  direction  indicated — 44  why, 
so  it  is ; that's  just  the  thing,”  and  without 
another  word  she  darted  across  the  room, 
and  Mr.  King  saw  her  in  animated  con- 
versation with  the  young  lady.  Return- 
ing with  satisfaction  expressed  in  her 
face,  she  continued,  44  Yes,  she’ll  join  our 
party — without  her  mother.  How  lucky 
you  saw  her!” 

41  Well!  Is  it  the  Princess  of  Paphla- 
gonia  ?” 

Digitized^  Gougle 


44  Oh,  I forgot  you  were  not  in  Wash- 
ington last  winter.  That’s  Miss  Benson  ; 
just  charming;  you’ll  see.  Family  came 
from  Ohio  somewhere.  You’ll  see  what 
they  are — but  Irene!  Yes,  you  needn’t 
ask ; they’ve  got  money,  made  it  honestly. 
Began  at  the  bottom — as  if  they  were  in 
training  for  the  Presidency,  you  know — 
the  mother  hasn’t  got  used  to  it  as  much 
as  the  father.  You  know  how  it  is.  But 
Irene  has  had  every  advantage — the  best 
schools,  masters,  foreign  travel,  every- 
thing. Poor  girl  ! I’m  sorry  for  her. 
Sometimes  I wish  there  wasn’t  any  such 
thing  as  education  in  this  country,  except 
for  the  educated.  She  never  shows  it; 
but  of  course  she  must  see  what  her  rela- 
tives are.” 

The  Hotel  Hygeia  has  this  advantage, 
which  is  appreciated  at  least  by  the  young 
ladies.  The  United  States  fort  is  close  at 
hand,  with  its  quota  of  young  officers,  who 
have  the  leisure  in  times  of  peace  to  pre- 
pare for  war,  domestic  or  foreign;  and 
there  is  a naval  station  across  the  bay,  with 
vessels  that  need  fashionable  inspection. 
Considering  the  acknowledged  scarcity  of 
young  men  at  watering-places,  it  is  the 
duty  of  a paternal  government  to  place 
its  military  and  naval  stations  close  to  the 
fashionable  resorts,  so  that  the  young  wo- 
men who  are  studying  the  german  and 
other  branches  of  the  life  of  the  period 
can  have  agreeable  assistants.  It  is  the 
charm  of  Fortress  Monroe  that  its  heroes 
are  kept  from  ennui  by  the  company  as- 
sembled there,  and  that  they  can  be  of 
service  to  society. 

When  Mrs.  Cortlandt  assembled  her 
party  on  the  steam-tug  chartered  by  her 
for  the  excursion,  the  army  was  very 
well  represented.  With  the  exception 
of  the  chaperons  and  a bronzed  veteran, 
who  was  inclined  to  direct  the  conversa- 
tion to  his  Indian  campaigns  in  the  Black 
Hills,  the  company  was  young,  and  of  the 
age  and  temper  in  which  everything  seems 
fair  in  love  and  war,  and  one  that  gave 
Mr.  King,  if  he  desired  it,  an  opportuni- 
ty of  studying  the  girl  of  the  period — the 
girl  who  impresses  the  foreigner  with  her 
extensive  knowledge  of  life,  her  fearless 
freedom  of  manner,  and  about  whom  he 
is  apt  to  make  the  mistake  of  supposing 
that  this  freedom  has  not  perfectly  well 
defined  limits.  It  was  a delightful  day, 
such  as  often  comes,  even  in  winter,  with- 
in the  Capes  of  Virginia;  the  sun  was 
genial,  the  bay  was  smooth,  with  only  a 
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light  breeze  that  kept  the  water  sparkling 
brilliantly,  and  just  enough  tonic  in  the  air 
to  excite  the  spirits.  The  little  tug,  which 
was  pretty  well  packed  with  the  merry 
company,  was  swift,  and  danced  along  in 
an  exhilarating  manner.  The  bay,  as  ev- 
erybody knows,  is  one  of  the  most  com- 
modious in  the  world,  and  would  be  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  if  it  had  hills  to 
overlook  it.  There  is,  to  be  sure,  a tran- 
quil beauty  in  its  wooded  headlands  and 
long  capes,  and  it  is  no  wonder  that  the 
early  explorers  were  charmed  with  it,  or 
that  they  lost  their  way  in  its  inlets,  riv- 
ers, and  bays.  The  company  at  first  made 
a pretense  of  trying  to  understand  its 
geography,  and  asked  a hundred  questions 
about  the  batteries,  and  whence  the  Met - 
rimac  appeared,  and  where  the  Congress 
was  sunk,  and  from  what  place  the  Moni- 
tor darted  out  upon  its  big  antagonist. 
But  everything  was  on  a scale  so  vast 
that  it  was  difficult  to  localize  these  petty 
incidents  (big  as  they  were  in  conse- 
quences), and  the  party  soon  abandoned 
history  and  geography  for  the  enjoyment 
of  the  moment.  Song  began  to  take  the 
place  of  conversation.  A couple  of  ban- 
jos were  produced,  and  both  the  facility 
and  the  repertoire  of  the  young  ladies 
who  handled  them  astonished  Irene.  The 
songs  were  of  love  and  summer  seas, 
chansons  in  French,  minor  melodies  in 
Spanish,  plain  declarations  of  affection  in 
distinct  English,  flung  abroad  with  clas- 
sic abandon,  and  caught  up  by  the  chorus 
in  lilting  strains  that  partook  of  the 
bounding,  exhilarating  motion  of  the  lit- 
tle steamer.  Why,  here  is  material, 
thought  King,  for  a troupe  of  bacchantes, 
light-hearted  leaders  of  a summer  festi- 
val. What  charming  girls,  quick  of  wit, 
dashing  in  repartee,  who  can  pick  the 
strings,  troll  a song,  and  dance  a brando! 

“Its  like  sailing  over  the  Bay  of  Na- 
ples,” Irene  was  saying  to  Mr.  King,  who 
had  found  a seat  beside  her  in  the  little 
cabin;  “the  guitar  - strumming  and  the 
impassioned  songs,  only  that  al  ways  seems 
to  me  a manufactured  gayety,  an  attempt 
to  cheat  the  traveller  into  the  belief  that 
all  life  is  a holiday.  This  is  spontaneous.” 

“ Yes,  and  I suppose  the  ancient  Roman 
gayety,  of  which  the  Neapolitan  is  an 
echo,  was  spontaneous  once.  I wonder 
if  our  society  is  getting  to  dance  and  frolic 
along  like  that  of  old  at  Bake.” 

“ Oh,  Mr.  King,  this  is  an  excursion.  I 
assure  you  the  American  girl  is  a serious 
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and  practical  person  most  of  the  time. 
YouVe  been  away  so  long  that  your 
standards  are  wrong.  She's  not  nearly 
so  knowing  as  she  seems  to  be.” 

The  boat  was  preparing  to  land  at  New- 
port News — a sand  bank,  with  a railway 
terminus,  a big  elevator,  and  a hotel.  The 
party  streamed  along  in  laughing  and 
chatting  groups,  through  the  warehouse 
and  over  the  tracks  and  the  sandy  hil- 
locks to  the  hotel.  On  the  way  they  cap- 
tured a novel  conveyance,  a cart  with  an 
ox  harnessed  in  the  shafts,  the  property 
of  an  aged  negro,  whose  white  hair  and 
variegated  raiment  proclaimed  him  an 
ancient  Virginian,  a survival  of  the  war. 
The  company  chartered  this  establish- 
ment, and  swarmed  upon  it  till  it  looked 
like  a Neapolitan  calesso , and  the  proces- 
sion might  have  been  mistaken  for  a har- 
vest-home— the  harvest  of  beauty  and 
fashion.  The  hotel  was  captured  without 
a struggle  on  the  part  of  the  regular  occu- 
pants, a dance  extemporized  in  the  dining- 
room, and  before  the  magnitude  of  the 
invasion  was  realized  by  the  garrison,  the 
dancing  feet  and  the  laughing  girls  were 
away  again,  and  the  little  boat  was  leap- 
ing along  in  the  Elizabeth  River  toward 
the  Portsmouth  Navy-yard. 

It  isn’t  a model  war  establishment  this 
Portsmouth  yard,  but  it  is  a pleasant  re- 
sort, with  its  stately  barracks  and  open 
square  and  occasional  trees.  In  nothing 
does  the  American  woman  better  show  her 
patriotism  than  in  her  desire  to  inspect 
naval  vessels  and  understand  dry-docks 
under  the  guidance  of  naval  officers.  Be- 
sides some  old  war  hulks  at  the  station, 
there  were  a couple  of  training-ships  get- 
ting ready  for  a cruise,  and  it  made  one 
proud  of  his  country  to  see  the  interest 
shown  by  our  party  in  everything  on 
board  of  them,  patiently  listening  to  the 
explanation  of  the  breech-loading  guns, 
diving  down  into  the  between  - decks, 
crowded  with  the  school-boys,  where  it  is 
impossible  for  a man  to  stand  upright  and 
difficult  to  avoid  the  stain  of  paint  and  tar, 
or  swarming  in  the  cabin,  eager  to  know 
the  mode  of  the  officers’  life  at  sea.  So 
those  are  the  little  places  where  they  sleep  ? 
and  here  is  where  they  dine,  and  here  is  a 
library — a 1 lap-hazard  case  of  books  in  the 
saloon.  It  was  in  runniug  her  eyes  over 
these  that  a young  lady  discovered  that 
the  novels  of  Zola  were  among  the  nau- 
tical works  needed  in  the  navigation  of  a 
ship  of  war. 
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On  the  return— and  the  twenty  miles 
seemed  short  enough — lunch  was  served, 
and  was  the  occasion  of  a good  deal  of  hi- 
larity and  innocent  badinage.  There  were 
those  who  still  sang,  and  insisted  on  sip- 
ping the  heel-taps  of  the  morning  gayety ; 
but  was  King  mistaken  in  supposing  that 
a little  seriousness  had  stolen  upon  the 
party — a serious  intention,  namely,  be- 
tween one  and  another  couple  ? The  wind 
had  risen,  for  one  thing,  and  the  little 
boat  was  so  tossed  about  by  the  vigorous 
waves  that  the  skipper  declared  it  would 
be  imprudent  to  attempt  to  land  on  the 
Rip-Raps.  Was  it  the  thought  that  the 
day  was  over,  and  that  underneath  all 
chaff  and  hilarity  there  was  the  question 
of  settling  in  life  to  be  met  some  time, 
which  subdued  a little  the  high  spirits, 
and  gave  an  air  of  protection  and  of  ten- 
derness to  a couple  here  and  there  ? Con- 
sciously, perhaps,  this  entered  into  the 
thought  of  nobody;  but  still  the  old  story 
will  go  on,  and  perhaps  all  the  more  rap- 
idly under  a mask  of  raillery  and  merri- 
ment. 

There  was  great  bustling  about,  hunt- 
ing up  wraps  and  lost  parasols  and  mislaid 
gloves,  and  a chorus  of  agreement  on  the 
delight  of  the  day,  upon  going  ashore; 
and  Mrs.  Cortlandt,  who  looked  the  young- 
est and  most  animated  of  the  flock,  was 
quite  overwhelmed  with  thanks  and  con- 
gratulations upon  the  success  of  her  ex- 
cursion. 

“Yes,  it  was  perfect;  you’ve  given  us 
all  a great  deal  of  pleasure,  Mrs.  Cort- 
landt,” Mr.  King  was  saying,  as  he  stood 
beside  her,  watching  the  exodus. 

Perhaps  Mrs.  Cortlandt  fancied  his  eyes 
were  following  a particular  figure,  for  she 
responded : “And  how  did  you  like  her  ?” 

“Like  her  — Miss  Benson?  Why,  I 
didn’t  see  much  of  her.  I thought  she  was 
very  intelligent — seemed  very  much  inter- 
ested when  Lieutenant  Green  was  explain- 
ing to  her  what  made  the  dry-dock  dry — 
but  they  were  all  that.  Did  you  say  her 
eyes  were  gray  ? I couldn’t  make  out  if 
they  were  not  rather  blue,  after  all — large, 
changeable  sort  of  eyes,  long  lashes;  eyes 
that  look  at  you  seriously  and  steadily, 
without  the  least  bit  of  coquetry  or  world- 
liness; eyes  expressing  simplicity  and  in- 
terest in  what  you  are  saying — not  in  you, 
but  in  what  you  are  saying.  So  few  wo- 
men know  how  to  listen ; most  women  ap- 
pear to  be  thinking  of  themselves  and  the 
effect  they  are  producing.” 


Mrs.  Cortlandt  laughed.  “Ah;  I see. 
And  a little  ‘sadness’  in  them,  wasn’t 
there  ? Those  are  the  most  dangerous 
eyes.  The  sort  that  follow  you,  that  you 
see  in  the  dark  at  night  after  the  gas  is 
turned  off.” 

“ I haven’t  the  faculty  of  seeing  things 
in  the  dark,  Mrs.  Cortlandt.  Oh,  there’s 
the  mother!”  And  the  shrill  voice  of 
Mrs.  Benson  was  heard : “We  was  getting 
uneasy  about  you.  Pa  says  a storm’s  com- 
ing, and  that  you’d  be  sick  as  sick.” 

The  weather  was  changing.  But  that 
evening  the  spacious  hotel,  luxurious, 
perfectly  warmed  and  well  lighted,  crowd- 
ed with  an  agreeable  if  not  a brilliant  com- 
pany— for  Mr.  King  noted  the  fact  that 
none  of  the  gentlemen  dressed  for  dinner 
— seemed  all  the  more  pleasant  for  the  con- 
trast with  the  weather  outside.  Thus 
housed,  it  was  pleasant  to  hear  the  waves 
dashing  against  the  breakwater.  Just  by 
chance,  in  the  ball-room,  Mr.  King  found 
himself  seated  by  Mrs.  Benson  and  a 
group  of  elderly  ladies,  who  had  the  per- 
functory air  of  liking  the  mild  gayety  of 
the  place.  To  one  of  them  Mr.  King  was 
presented,  Mrs.  Stimpson — a stout  woman 
with  a broad  red  face  and  fishy  eyes,  wear- 
ing an  elaborate  head-dress  with  purple 
flowers,  and  attired  as  if  she  were  ex- 
pecting to  take  a prize.  Mrs.  Stimpson 
was  loftily  condescending,  and  asked  Mr. 
King  if  this  was  his  first  visit.  She’d  been 
coming  here  years  and  years ; never  could 
get  through  the  spring  without  a few  weeks 
at  the  Hygeia.  Mr.  King  saw  a good 
many  people  at  this  hotel  who  seemed  to 
regal'd  it  as  a home. 

“I  hope  your  daughter,  Mrs.  Benson, 
was  not  tired  out  with  the  rather  long 
voyage  to-day.” 

“Not  a mite.  I guess  she  enjoyed  it. 
She  don’t  seem  to  enjoy  most  things.  She’s 
got  everything  heart  can  wish  at  home. 

I don’t  know  how  it  is.  I was  tellin’  pa, 
Mr.  Benson,  to-day  that  girls  ain’t  what 
they  used  to  be  in  my  time.  Takes  more 
to  satisfy  ’em.  Now  my  daughter,  if  I 
say  it  as  shouldn’t,  Mr.  King,  there  ain’t 
a better-appearin’,  nor  smarter,  nor  more 
dutiful  girl  any  where— well,  I just  couldn’t 
live  without  her;  and  she’s  had  the  best 
schools  in  the  East  and  Europe;  done  all 
Europe  and  Rome  and  Italy;  and,  after 
all,  somehow,  she  don’t  seem  contented  in 
Cyrusville — that’s  where  we  live  in  Ohio 
— one  of  the  smartest  places  in  the  State; 
grown  right  up  to  be  a city  since  we  was 
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married.  She  never  says  anything1,  hut  I ^Fve  no  doubt/1  he  said;  ’’you  have  a 
ean  see.  And  we  haven’t  spared  anything  lovely  borne  in  Cyrusville.” 
on  our  house.  And  society  — there’s  a '"Well,  I guess  .its  got.  alt  the  improve- 
great  deal  more  society  than  I ever  had.”  merits.  Pa,  Mr.  Benson,  said  that  he  didn’t 
Mr.  King  might  have  been  astonished  know  of  anything  that  had  been  left  out, 
at  this  outpouring  if  he  bad  not  observed  and  we  had  a man  up  from  Cincinnati, 
that  it  is  precisely  in  hotels  and  to  en*  who  did  all  the  furnishing  before  Irene 
tire  strangers  that  some  people  are  apt  to  came  home." 

talk  with  less  reserve  than  to  intimate  Perhaps  your  daughter  would  have 
friends.  preferred  to  furnish  it  herself  ?" 
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“Mebbe  so.  She  said  it  was  splendid, 
but  it  looked  like  somebody’s  else  house. 
She  says  the  queerest  things  sometimes. 
I told  Mr.  Benson  that  I thought  it  would 
be  a good  thing  to  go  away  from  home  a 
little  while  and  travel  round.  I’ve  never 
been  away  much  except  in  New  York, 
where  Mr.  Benson  has  business  a good 
deal.  We’ve  been  in  Washington  this 
winter.” 

“ Are  you  going  further  south  ?” 

“Yes;  we  calculate  to  go  down  to  the 
New  Orleans  Centennial.  Pa  wants  to 
see  the  Exposition,  and  Irene  wants  to  see 
what  the  South  looks  like,  and  so  do  I. 
I suppose  it’s  perfectly  safe  now,  so  long 
after  the  war  ?” 

“ Oh,  I should  say  so.” 

“That’s  what  Mr.  Benson  says.  He 
says  it’s  all  nonsense  the  talk  about  what 
the  South  ’ll  do  now  the  Democrats  are 
in.  He  says  the  South  wants  to  make 
money,  and  wants  the  country  prosperous 
as  much  as  anybody.  Yes,  we  are  going 
to  take  a regular  tour  all  summer  round  to 
the  different  places  where  people  go.  Irene 
calls  it  a pilgrimage  to  the  holy  places 
of  America.  Pa  thinks  we'll  get  enough 
of  it,  and  he’s  determined  we  shall  have 
enough  of  it  for  once.  I suppose  we  shall. 
I like  to  travel,  but  I haven’t  seen  any 
place  better  than  Cyrusville  yet.” 

As  Irene  did  not  make  her  appearance, 
Mr.  King  tore  himself  away  from  this  in- 
teresting conversation  and  strolled  about 
the  parlors,  made  engagements  to  take 
early  coffee  at  the  fort,  to  go  to  church 
with  Mrs.  Cortlandt  and  her  friends,  and 
afterward  to  drive  over  to  Hampton  and 
see  the  copper  and  other  colored  schools, 
talked  a little  politics  over  a late  cigar, 
and  then  went  to  bed,  rather  curious  to 
see  if  the  eyes  that  Mrs.  Cortlandt  regarded 
as  so  dangerous  would  appear  to  him  in 
the  darkness. 

When  he  awoke,  his  first  faint  impres- 
sions were  that  the  Hygeia  had  drifted 
out  to  sea,  and  then  that  a dense  fog  had 
drifted  in  and  enveloped  it.  But  this  il- 
lusion was  speedily  dispelled.  The  win- 
dow-ledge was  piled  high  with  snow. 
Snow  filled  the  air,  whirled  about  by  a 
gale  that  was  banging  the  window-shut- 
ters and  raging  exactly  like  a Northern 
tempest.  It  swirled  the  snow  about  in 
waves  and  dark  masses  interspersed  with 
rifts  of  light,  dark  here  and  luminous 
there.  The  Rip-Raps  were  lost  to  view. 
Out  at  sea  black  clouds  hung  in  the  ho- 
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rizon,  heavy  re-enforcements  for  the  at- 
tacking storm.  The  ground  was  heaped 
with  the  still  fast-falling  snow — ten  inch- 
es deep  he  heard  it  said  when  he  descend- 
ed. The  Baltimore  boat  had  not  arrived, 
and  could  not  get  in.  The  waves  at  the 
wharf  rolled  in,  black  and  heavy,  with  a 
sullen  beat,  and  the  sky  shut  down  close 
to  the  water,  except  when  a sudden 
stronger  gust  of  wind  cleared  a luminous 
space  for  an  instant.  Storm-bound:  that 
is  what  the  Hygeia  was — a winter  resort 
without  any  doubt. 

The  hotel  was  put  to  a test  of  its  qual- 
ities. There  was  no  getting  abroad  in  such 
a storm.  But  the  Hygeia  appeared  at  its 
best  in  this  emergency.  The  long  glass 
corridors,  where  no  one  could  venture  in 
the  arctic  temperature,  gave,  nevertheless, 
an  air  of  brightness  and  cheerfulness  to 
the  interior,  where  big  fires  blazed,  and 
the  company  were  exalted  into  good-fel- 
lowship and  gayety— a decorous  Sunday 
gayety — by  the  elemental  war  from  which 
they  were  securely  housed. 

If  the  defenders  of  their  country  in  the 
fortress  mounted  guard  that  morning,  the 
guests  at  the  Hygeia  did  not  see  them,  but 
a good  many  of  them  mounted  guard  later 
at  the  hotel,  and  offered  to  the  young  la- 
dies there  that  protection  which  the  brave 
like  to  give  the  fair.  Notwithstanding 
this,  Mr.  Stanhope  King  could  not  say  the 
day  was  dull.  After  a morning  presuma- 
bly spent  over  works  of  a religious  char- 
acter, some  of  the  young  ladies,  who  had 
been  the  life  of  the  excursion  the  day  be- 
fore, showed  their  versatility  by  devising 
serious  amusements  befitting  the  day,  such 
as  twenty  questions  on  Scriptural  subjects, 
palmistry,  which  on  another  day  is  an  aid 
to  mild  flirtation,  and  an  exhibition  of 
mind-reading,  not  public — oh  dear  no! — 
but  with  a favored  group  in  a private 
parlor.  In  none  of  these  groups,  how- 
ever, did  Mr.  King  find  Miss  Benson,  and 
when  he  encountered  her  after  dinner  in 
the  reading-room,  she  confessed  that  she 
had  declined  an  invitation  to  assist  at  the 
mind-reading,  partly  from  a lack  of  inter- 
est, and  partly  from  a reluctance  to  dab- 
ble in  such  things. 

“Surely  you  are  not  uninterested  in 
what  is  now  called  psychical  research  ?” 
he  asked. 

‘ k That  depends,”  said  Irene.  “ If  I were 
a physician,  I should  like  to  watch  the 
operation  of  the  minds  of  ‘sensitives’  as  a 
pathological  study.  But  the  experiments 
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I have  seen  are  merely  exciting  and  un 


the  best  part  of  a conversation  is  the 
tiling  wot  said.  What  they  call  mind  - 
reading  is  a vulgar  business  compared  to 
this.  J)orf  t you  think  so,  Mr.  King  f1 
What  Mr,  King  was  actually  thinking 
was  that  Irene's  eyes  were  the  most  un- 
fathomable  blue  he  ever  looked  into,  as 
they  met  his  with  perfect  frankness,  ami 
he  was  wondering  if  she  was  reading  his 
present  state  of  mind;  but  what  he  said 
was,  tvI  think  your  sort  of  mind-reading 
, Qri's-irnl  frcm 
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a haunting  notion  that  you  are  being 
tricked  or  deluded,  ft  is  as  much  as  I 
can  do  to  try  rind  know  my  own  mind, 
without  reading  the  minds  of  others." 

‘'  But  you  can  not  help  the  endeavor 
to  read  the  mind  of  a person  with  whom 
you  are  talking.'1 

“Oh,  that  is  different.  That  0 really 
an  encounter  of  wits,  for  you  know  that 
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is  a good  deal  more  interesting  than  the 
other,”  and  he  might  have  added,  danger- 
ous. For  a man  can  not  attempt  to  find 
out  what  is  in  a woman’s  heart  without 
a certain  disturbance  of  his  own.  He 
added,  “So  you  think  our  society  is  get- 
ting too  sensitive  and  nervous,  and  in- 
clined to  make  dangerous  mental  excur- 
sions ?” 

“ I’m  afraid  I do  not  think  much  about 
such  things,”  Irene  replied,  looking  out  of 
the  window  into  the  storm.  “ I’m  content 
with  a very  simple  faith, even  if  it  is  called 
ignorance.” 

Mr.  King  was  thinking,  as  he  watched 
the  clear,  spirited  profile  of  the  girl  shown 
against  the  white  tumult  in  the  air,  that 
he  should  like  to  belong  to  the  party  of 
ignorance  himself,  and  he  thought  so  long 
about  it  that  the  subject  dropped,  and  the 
conversation  fell  into  ordinary  channels, 
and  Mrs.  Benson  appeared.  She  thought 
they  would  move  on  as  soon  as  the  storm 
was  over.  Mr.  King  himself  was  going 
south  in  the  morning,  if  travel  were  pos- 
sible. When  he  said  good-by,  Mrs.  Ben- 
son expressed  the  pleasure  his  acquaint- 
ance had  given  them,  and  hoped  they 
should  see  him  in  Cyrusville.  Mr.  King 
looked  to  see  if  this  invitation  was  sec- 
onded in  Irene’s  eyes;  but  they  made  no 
sign,  although  she  gave  him  her  hand 
frankly,  and  wished  him  a good  journey. 

The  next  morning  he  crossed  to  Nor- 
folk, was  transported  through  the  snow- 
covered  streets  on  a sledge,  and  took  his 
seat  in  the  cars  for  the  most  monotonous 
ride  in  the  country,  that  down  the  coast- 
line. 

When  next  Stanhope  King  saw  Fortress 
Monroe  it  was  in  the  first  days  of  June. 
The  summer  wdiich  he  had  left  in  the  in- 
terior of  the  Hygeia  was  now  out-of-doors. 
The  winter  birds  had  gone  north ; the  sum- 
mer birds  had  not  yet  come.  It  was  the 
interregnum,  for  the  Hygeia,  like  Venice, 
has  two  seasons,  one  for  the  inhabitants 
of  colder  climes,  and  the  other  for  na- 
tives of  the  country.  No  spot,  thought 
our  traveller,  could  be  more  lovely.  Per- 
haps certain  memories  gave  it  a charm, 
not  well  defined,  but  still  gracious.  If 
the  house  had  been  empty,  which  it  was 
far  from  being,  it  would  still  have  been 
peopled  for  him.  Were  they  all  such 
agreeable  people  whom  he  had  seen  there 
in  March,  or  has  one  girl  the  power  to 
throw  a charm  over  a whole  watering- 
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place  ? At  any  rate,  the  place  was  full  of 
delightful  repose.  There  was  movement 
enough  upon  the  water  to  satisfy  one’s 
lazy  longing  for  life,  the  waves  lapped 
soothingly  along  the  shore,  and  the  broad 
bay,  sparkling  in  the  sun,  was  animated 
with  boats,  which  all  had  a holiday  air. 
Was  it  not  enough  to  come  down  to  break- 
fast and  sit  at  the  low  broad  windows  and 
watch  the  shifting  panorama  ? All  about 
the  harbor  slanted  the  white  sails ; at  in- 
tervals a steamer  was  landing  at  the  wharf 
or  backing  away  from  it;  on  the  wharf 
itself  there  was  always  a little  bustle,  but 
no  noise,  some  pretense  of  business,  and 
much  actual  transaction  in  the  way  of 
idle  attitudinizing,  the  colored  man  in 
cast-off  clothes,  and  the  colored  sister  in 
sun-bonnet  or  turban,  lending  themselves 
readily  to  the  picturesque ; the  scene 
changed  every  minute,  the  sail  of  a tiny 
boat  was  hoisted  or  lowered  under  the 
window,  a dashing  cutter  with  its  uni- 
formed crew  was  pulling  off  to  the  Ger- 
man man-of-war,  a puffing  little  tug 
dragged  along  a line  of  barges  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  on  the  horizon  a fleet  of  coast- 
ers was  working  out  between  the  capes  to 
sea.  In  the  open  window  came  the  fresh 
morning  breeze,  and  only  the  softened 
sounds  of  the  life  outside.  The  ladies 
came  down  in  cool  muslin  dresses,  and 
added  the  needed  grace  to  the  picture  as 
they  sat  breakfasting  by  the  windows, 
their  figures  in  silhouette  against  the  blue 
water. 

No  wonder  our  traveller  lingered  there 
a little ! Humanity  called  him,  for  one 
thing,  to  drive  often  with  humanely  dis- 
posed young  ladies  round  the  beautiful 
shore  curve  to  visit  the  schools  for  various 
colors  at  Hampton.  Then  there  was  the 
evening  promenading  on  the  broad  veran- 
das and  out  upon  the  miniature  pier,  or 
at  sunset  by  the  water-batteries  of  the  old 
fort — such  a peaceful  old  fortress  as  it  is. 
All  the  morning  there  were  “inspections” 
to  be  attended,  and  nowhere  could  there 
be  seen  a more  agreeable  mingling  of  war 
and  love  than  the  spacious,  tree-planted 
interior  of  the  fort  presented  on  such  oc- 
casions. The  shifting  figures  of  the  troops 
on  parade ; the  martial  and  daring  manoeu- 
vres of  the  regimental  band;  the  groups  of 
ladies  seated  on  benches  under  the  trees, 
attended  by  gallants  in  uniform,  moment- 
arily off  duty  and  full  of  information,  and 
by  gallants  not  in  uniform  and  never  off 
duty  and  desirous  to  learn;  the  ancient 
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lively  safe  in  case  the  fortress  is  bom-  by  the  confession  of  Airs,  Benson  that 
battled.  luff.'  Ifkmily/  an.  .e$teti$lY$ 

The  hotel  - and  tlie  fortress  at-  this  sn-  summer  io;r  It  ;idves  a s^est  to  pieasUre 
chanting  reason,  to  say  nolb  ingyM ‘other  to  hare  *m>t  .mr  indefinite  object,  and 
afctmclibnR,  .'with  laughing  byes  .and  fclen-  though  prosjM'et  of  meeting  Irene 
drr  figures,  tnight  well  have  detained  agaib ' >ras'  hot  cUtixide,  It  vrm  tieverihe- 
Mr,  Stanhope  King,  but  he  lmd  determined  less  albmng.  There  was something  about 
upon  V sort,  of  roving  suujui£r  among  tlie  hV*>  he  ^Oiutliiot  ,t<tll  What,  different  frpnv 
resorts  .<of  fasti  jcui'm  id  pleasure-  After  u the  women  he  had  met  in  France.  \ u *. 
long  sojourn  abroad,  it  seamed  becoming  deed,  lie  stent  so  far  as  to  make,  u general 
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jloptiijfg  Ute  uf ins  own  country..  Ifi*  tie*  lean  worsen  rnaJc*  ^ hmi  at  $surtn%s 
{ennm.aiion  may  have  been  sirengtlieticd  Moiiroe-  they  ail  appeared  tu  be  lmiucewt 
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CHAPTER  II. 

“Of  course  you  will  not  go  to  Cape 
May  till  tho  season  opens.  You  might 
as  well  go  to  a race  track  the  clay  there  is 
ho  race/’ 

It  was  Mrs.  Cortlandt  who  was  speak* 
iug,  and  the  remonstrance  was  addressed 
to  Mr.  Stanhope  King  and  a young  gen- 
tleman, Mr.  Graham  Forbes,  who  had  just 
been  presented  to  her  as  an  artist,  in  the 
railway  station  at  Philadelphia,  that  com* 
fortable  home  of  the  tired  and  bewildered 
traveller.  Mr.  Forbes,  with  It  is  fresh  com- 
plexion, closely  cropped  hair,  and  Loudon 
clothes,  did  not.  look  at  all  like  the  tradi- 
tional artist,  although  the  sharp  eyes  of 
Mrs.  Cortlandt  detected  a small  sketch- 
book peeping  out  of  his  side  pocket. 

“ On  the  contrary,  that  is  why  we  go,” 
said  Mr.  King.  “ Pve  a fancy  that  I 
should  like  to  open  a season  once  uny- 
self/’ 

“ Besides,”  added  Mr.  Forbes/1  we  want 
to  see  nature  unadorned.  You  know, Mrs. 
Cortlandt,  how  people  sometimes  spoil  a 
place/’ 

“I'm  not  sure/7  answered  the  lady, 
laughing,  “that  people  have  not  spoiled 


you  two,  and  you  need  a rest.  Where  else 
do  you  go  V' 

“Well,  I thought/5  replied  Mr.  King, 
“from  what  I heard,  that  Atlantic  City 
might  appear  best  with  nobody  there/* 

“Oli,  there's  always  some  one  there. 
You  know,  it  is  a winter  resort  now. 
And,  by -the -way — But  there’s  my  train, 
and  the  young  ladies  are  beckoning  to 
me/  (Mrs.  Cortlandt  was  never  seen  any- 
where without  a party  of  young  ladies.) 

“ Yes,  the  Bensons  passed  through  Wash- 
ington the  other  day  from  the  South,  and 
spoke  of  going  to  Atlantic  City  to  tone  up 
a little  lx? fore  the  season,  and  perhaps  you 
know  that  Mrs.  Benson  took  a great  fancy 
to  you,  Mr.  King.  Good  h}\  an  revoir 
and  the  lady  was  gone  with  her  bevy  of 
girls,  struggling  in  the  stream  that  poured 
toward  one  of  the  wicket-gates. 

“Atlantic  City ? Why,  Stanhope,  you 
don’t  think  of  going  there  also  V\ 

“I  didn’t  think  of  it,  but,  hang  it  all. 
my  dear  fellow,  duty  is  duty.  There  are 
some  places  you  must  see  in  order  to  lx? 
well  informed.  Atlantic  City  is  an  im- 
portant place;  a great  many  of  its  inliab 
Hants  spend  their  winters  in  Philadel- 
phia/1 
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44  And  this  Mrs.  Benson  ?” 

“No,  I’m  not  going  down  there  to  see 
Mrs.  Benson.” 

Expectancy  was  the  word  when  our 
travellers  stepped  out  of  the  car  at  Cape 
May  station.  Except  for  some  people 
who  seemed  to  have  business  there,  they 
were  the  only  passengers.  It  was  the 
ninth  of  June.  Everything  was  ready — 
the  sea,  the  sky,  the  delicious  air,  the  long 
line  of  gray-colored  coast,  the  omnibuses, 
the  array  of  hotel  tooters.  As  they  stood 
waiting  in  irresolution  a grave  man  of 
middle  age  and  a disinterested  manner 
sauntered  up  to  the  travellers,  and  slipped 
into  friendly  relations  with  them.  It  was 
impossible  not  to  incline  to  a person  so 
obliging  and  well  stocked  with  local  in- 
formation. Yes,  there  were  several  good 
hotels  open.  It  didn’t  make  much  differ- 
ence; there  was  one  near  at  hand,  not 
pretentious,  but  probably  as  comfortable 
as  any.  People  liked  the  table ; last  sum- 
mer used  to  come  there  from  other  hotels 
to  get  a meal.  He  was  going  that  way, 
and  would  walk  along  with  them.  He 
did,  and  conversed  most  interestingly  on 
the  way.  Our  travellers  felicitated  them- 
selves upon  falling  into  such  good  hands, 
but  when  they  reached  the  hotel  desig- 
nated, it  had  such  a gloomy  and  in  fact 
boarding-house  air  that  they  hesitated, 
and  thought  they  would  like  to  walk  on 
a little  further  and  see  the  town  before 
settling.  And  their  friend  appeared  to 
feel  rather  grieved  about  it,  not  for  him- 
self, but  for  them.  He  had,  moreover,  the 
expression  of  a fisherman  who  has  lost  a 
fish  after  he  supposed  it  was  securely 
hooked.  But  our  young  friends  had  been 
angled  for  in  a good  many  waters,  and 
they  told  the  landlord,  for  it  was  the  land- 
lord, that  while  they  had  no  doubt  his 
was  the  best  hotel  in  the  place,  they  would 
like  to  look  at  some  not  so  good.  The  one 
that  attracted  them,  though  they  could 
not  see  in  what  the  attraction  lay,  was  a 
tall  building  gay  wTith  fresh  paint  in 
many  colors,  some  pretty  window  balco- 
nies, and  a portico  supported  by  high 
striped  columns  that  rose  to  the  fourth 
story.  They  were  fond  of  color,  and  were 
taken  by  six  little  geraniums  planted  in  a 
circle  amid  the  sand  in  front  of  the  house, 
which  were  waiting  for  the  season  to  open 
before  they  began  to  grow.  With  hesita- 
tion they  stepped  upon  the  newly  var- 
nished piazza  and  the  newly  varnished  of- 
fice floor,  for  every  step  left  a foot  print. 
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The  chairs,  disposed  in  a long  line  on  the 
piazza,  waiting  for  guests,  were  also  var- 
nished, as  the  artist  discovered  when  he 
sat  in  one  of  them  and  was  held  fast.  It 
was  all  fresh  and  delightful.  The  land- 
lord and  the  clerks  had  smiles  as  wide  as 
the  open  doors;  the  waiters  exhibited  in 
their  eagerness  a good  imitation  of  un- 
selfish service. 

It  was  very  pleasant  to  be  alone  in  the 
house,  and  to  be  the  first-fruits  of  such 
great  expectations^  The  first  man  of  the 
season  is  in  such  a different  position  from 
the  last.  He  is  like  the  King  of  Bavaria 
alone  in  his  royal  theatre.  The  ushers 
give  him  the  best  seat  in  the  house,  he 
hears  the  tuning  of  the  instruments,  the 
curtain  is  about  to  rise,  and  all  for  him. 

It  is  a very  cheerful  desolation,  for  it  has 
a future,  and  everything  quivers  with  the 
expectation  of  life  and  gayety.  Whereas 
the  last  man  is  like  one  who  stumbles  out 
among  the  empty  benches  when  the  cur- 
tain has  fallen  and  the  play  is  done.  No- 
thing is  so  melancholy  as  the  shabbiness 
of  a watering-place  at  the  end  of  the  sea- 
son, where  is  left  only  the  echo  of  past 
gayety,  the  last  guests  are  scurrying 
away  like  leaves  before  the  cold,  rising 
wind,  the  varnish  has  worn  off,  shutters 
are  put  up,  booths  are  dismantled,  the 
shows  are  packing  up  their  tawdry  orna- 
ments, and  the  autumn  leaves  collect  in 
the  corners  of  the  gaunt  buildings. 

Could  this  be  the  Cape  May  about 
which  hung  so  many  traditions  of  sum- 
mer romance  ? Where  were  those  crowds 
of  Southerners,  with  slaves  and  chariots, 
and  the  haughtiness  of  a caste  civilization, 
and  the  belles  from  Baltimore  and  Phila- 
delphia and  Charleston  and  Richmond, 
whose  smiles  turned  the  heads  of  the  last 
generation  ? Had  that  gay  society  danced 
itself  off  into  the  sea,  and  left  not  even 
a phantom  of  itself  behind?  As  he  sat 
upon  the  veranda,  King  could  not  rid  him- 
self of  the  impression  that  this  must  be  a 
mocking  dream,  this  appearance  of  empti- 
ness and  solitude.  Why,  yes,  he  was  cer- 
tainly in  a delusion,  at  least  in  a reverie. 
The  place  was  alive.  An  omnibus  drove 
to  the  door  (though  no  sound  of  wheels 
was  heard) ; the  waiters  rushed  out,  a fat 
man  descended,  a little  girl  was  lifted 
down,  a pretty  woman  jumped  from  the 
steps  with  that  little  extra  bound  on  the 
ground  which  all  women  confessedly  un- 
der forty  always  give  when  they  alight 
from  a vehicle,  a large  woman  lowered 
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herself  cautiously  out,  with  an  anxious 
look,  and  a file  of  men  stooped  and 
emerged,  poking  their  umbrellas  and  canes 
in  each  others  backs.  Mr.  King  plainly 
saw  the  whole  party  hurry  into  the  office 
and  register  their  names,  and  saw  the 
clerk  repeatedly  touch  a bell  and  throw 
back  his  head  and  extend  his  hand  to  a 
servant.  Curious  to  see  who  the  arrivals 
were,  he  went  to  the  register.  No  names 
were  written  there.  But  there  were  oth- 
er carriages  at  the  door,  there  was  a pile 
of  trunks  on  the  veranda,  which  he  near- 
ly stumbled  over,  although  his  foot  struck 
nothing,  and  the  chairs  were  full,  and  peo- 
ple were  strolling  up  and  down  the  piazza. 
He  noticed  particularly  one  couple  prome- 
nading— a slender  brunette,  with  a brill- 
iant complexion ; large  dark  eyes  that  made 
constant  play — could  it  be  the  belle  of  Ma- 
con ? — and  a gentleman  of  thirty-five,  in 
black  frock-coat,  unbuttoned,  with  a wide- 
brimmed  soft  hat — clothes  not  quite  the 
latest  style — who  had  a good  deal  of  man- 
ner, and  walked  apart  from  the  young 
lady,  bending  toward  her  with  an  air  of 
devotion.  Mr.  King  stood  one  side  and 
watched  the  endless  procession  up  and 
down,  up  and  down,  the  strollers,  the 
mincers,  the  languid,  the  nervous  step- 
pers; noted  the  eye-shots,  the  flashing  or 
the  languishing  look  that  kills,  and  never 
can  be  called  to  account  for  the  mischief 
it  does  ; but  not  a sound  did  he  hear  of  the 
repartee  and  the  laughter.  The  place  cer- 
tainly wras  thronged.  The  avenue  in  front 
was  crowded  with  vehicles  of  all  sorts; 
there  were  groups  strolling  on  the  broad 
beach — children  with  their  tiny  pails  and 
shovels  digging  pits  close  to  the  advan- 
cing tide,  nursery-maids  in  fast  colors, 
boys  in  knickerbockers  racing  on  the 
beach,  people  lying  on  the  sand,  resolute 
walkers,  whose  figures  loomed  tall  in  the 
evening  light,  doing  their  constitutional. 
People  were  passing  to  and  fro  on  the 
long  iron  pier  that  spider  - legged  itself 
out  into  the  sea;  the  two  rooms  midway 
were  filled  with  sitters  taking  the  evening 
breeze ; and  the  large  ball  and  music  room 
at  the  end,  with  its  spacious  outside  prome- 
nade— yes,  there  were  dancers  there,  and 
the  baud  was  playing.  Mr.  King  could 
see  the  fiddlers  draw  their  bows,  and  the 
corneters  lift  up  their  horns  and  get  red 
in  the  face,  and  the  lean  man  slide  his 
trombone,  and  the  drummer  flourish  his 
sticks,  but  not  a note  of  music  reached 
him.  It  might  have  been  a performance 
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of  ghosts,  for  all  the  effect  at  this  distance. 
Mr.  King  remarked  upon  this  dumb-show 
to  a gentleman  in  a blue  coat  and  white 
vest  and  gray  hat,  leaning  against  a col- 
umn near  him.  The  gentleman  made  no 
response.  It  was  most  singular.  Mr. 
King  stepped  back  to  be  out  of  the  way  of 
some  children  racing  down  the  piazza, 
and,  half  stumbling,  sat  down  in  the  lap 
of  a dowager — no,  not  quite;  the  chair 
was  empty,  and  he  sat  down  in  the  fresh 
varnish,  to  which  his  clothes  stuck  fast. 
W as  this  a del  usion  ? No.  The  tables  were 
filled  in  the  dining-room,  the  waiters  were 
scurrying  about,  there  were  ladies  on  the 
balconies  looking  dreamily  down  upon 
the  animated  scene  below;  all  the  move- 
ments of  gayety  and  hilarity  in  the  height 
of  a season.  Mr.  King  approached  a group 
who  were  standing  waiting  for  a carriage, 
but  they  did  not  see  him,  and  did  not  re- 
spond to  his  trumped-up  question  about  the 
next  train.  Were  these,  then,  shadows,  or 
was  he  a spirit  himself?  Were  these  emp- 
ty omnibusesand  carriages  that  discharged 
ghostly  passengers  ? And  all  this  prome- 
nading and  flirting  and  languishing  and 
love-making,  would  it  come  to  nothing — 
to  nothing  more  than  usual  ? There  was 
a charm  about  it  all — the  movement,  the 
color,  the  gray  sand,  and  the  rosy  blush 
on  the  sea — a lovely  place,  an  enchanted 
place.  Were  these  throngs  the  guests  that 
were  to  come,  or  those  that  had  been  here 
in  other  seasons  ? Why  could  not  the 
former  “materialize” as  well  as  the  latter  ? 

Is  it  not  as  easy  to  make  nothing  out  of 
what  never  yet  existed  as  out  of  what  has 
ceased  to  exist  ? The  landlord,  by  faith, 
sees  all  this  array  which  is  prefigured  so 
strangely  to  Mr.  King;  and  his  comely 
young  wife  sees  it  and  is  ready  for  it; 
and  the  fat  son  at  the  supper  table— a liv- 
ing example  of  the  good  eating  to  be  had 
here — is  serene,  and  has  the  air  of  being 
polite  and  knowing  to  a houseful.  This 
scrap  of  a child,  with  the  aplomb  of  a man 
of  fifty,  wise  beyond  his  fatness,  imparts 
information  to  the  travellers  about  the 
wrine,  speaks  to  the  wTaiter  with  quiet  au- 
thority, and  makes  these  mature  men  feel 
like  boys  before  the  gravity  of  our  perfect 
flower  of  American  youth  who  has  known 
no  childhood.  This  boy  at  least  is  no 
phantom;  the  landlord  is  real,  and  the 
waiters,  and  the  food  they  bring. 

“ I suppose,” said  Mr.  King  to  his  friend, 
“that  vre  are  opening  the  season.  Did 
you  see  anything  out  doors  ?” 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THEIR  PILGRIMAGE. 


'piurai<»l,  ac<:<M<|VnnietI  by  a.  lug  Ma^k-  and 
rapidly  *dtm  uj  ili». 
^ip  feuiiwi.  ii  & 
of  ouaM  lur 

tliije*  iiffl'f  ” ' 

It  -StitlliH  a,  JviuiVHl  iiOI’t  (if  Jilai'R  111  "Vfcjp 

fiifUait**..  :uni  rj 1 1 i i -t f v r^spir  table.  'J'ht-v 

“>>•*:  a 0-1 1 itfjz  }lKM  ; i*>M  thyv  ,ii.i.'(  ■:,■<<•<  j he  ax 

bakvtv  here  m|i  fir,-  Mtiv-'.lh  sA*-id.>.-iO<  'a  •rw.y.Mi  cv-w  tb  ;.n  ri-'ui  AiJ-n-n. 

l'M,;r  .IkH.'.I  Ij<  ].:('•]  I 'iiii,  a * ‘i>vi f Af - Of  -i.'i \y  hn.  -in  AihjiitH/  Tnv  jean.  | 

girl*  u>  -j  j.v<tiy  M/u't  a h...  iiKith  >..,•«  ,t«  j$bS  i !»»«.•  Cum*  M/>  v U 

iWi  ?ik(l  u ImII  yoiirtjjr  Uvl.V  '' tth  * ml  to  by  Viifr  bos*,  thu  that  Atlbiiifr; L’ny  had 

'-it  Afab  Pi  If*7  -•  ' ijrigiralfrcn 


vscif.  KFn ■.■.»'wvs?*sw  rm-  rai.t- 
’ . >*««-  ti»*>  ] 


m 

n ■ •>  • rj*. 

Mi*  1 V • * v 

■ i fj  * V*  •*  ‘ .• 


676 


HARPERS  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


got  the  bulge  on  it  now — had  thousands 
to  the  hundreds  here.  To  get  the  bulge 
seems  a desirable  thing  in  America,  and 
I think  we’d  better  see  what  a place  is  like 
that  is  popular,  whether  fashion  recog- 
nizes it  or  not.” 

The  place  lost  nothing  in  the  morning 
light,  and  it  was  a sparkling  morning 
with  afresh  breeze.  Nature,  with  its  love 
of  simple,  sweeping  lines,  and  its  feeling 
for  atmospheric  effect,  has  done  every- 
thing for  the  place,  and  bad  taste  has  not 
quite  spoiled  it.  There  is  a sloping  shal- 
low beach,  very  broad,  of  fine,  hard  sand, 
excellent  for  driving  or  for  walking,  ex- 
tending unbroken  three  miles  down'  to 
Cape  May  Point,  which  has  hotels  and 
cottages  of  its  own,  and  life-saving  and 
signal  stations.  Off  to  the  west  from  this 
point  is  the  long  sand  line  of  Cape  Hen- 
lopen,  fourteen  miles  away,  and  the  Dela- 
ware shore.  At  Cape  May  Point  there 
is  a littlq  village  of  painted  wood  houses, 
mostly  cottages  to  Jet,  and  a permanent 
population  of  a few  hundred  inhabitants. 
From  the  pier  one  sees  a mile  and  a half 
of  hotels  and  cottages,  fronting  south,  all 
flaming,  tasteless,  carpenter’s  architecture, 
gay  with  paint.  The  sea  expanse  is  mag- 
nificent, and  the  sweep  of  beach  is  fortu- 
nately unencumbered,  and  vulgarized  by 
no  bath-houses  or  show  shanties.  The 
bath-houses  are  in  front  of  the  hotels  and 
in  their  inclosures;  then  come  the  broad 
drive,  and  the  sand  beach,  and  the  sea. 
The  line  is  broken  below  by  the  light- 
house and  a point  of  land,  whereon  stands 
the  elephant.  This  elephant  is  not  in- 
digenous, and  he  stands  aloue  in  the  sand, 
a wooden  sham  without  an  explanation. 
Why  the  hotel-keeper's  mind  along  the 
coast  regards  this  grotesque  structure  as 
a summer  attraction  it  is  difficult  to  see. 
But  when  one  resort  had  him,  he  became 
a necessity  everywhere.  The  travellers 
walked  down  to  this  monster,  climbed 
the  stairs  in  one  of  his  legs,  explored  the 
rooms,  looked  out  from  the  saddle,  and 
pondered  on  the  problem.  This  beast 
was  unfinished  within  and  unpainted 
without,  and  already  falling  into  decay. 
An  elephant  on  the  desert,  fronting  the 
Atlantic  Ocean,  had,  after  all,  a pictur- 
esque aspect,  and  all  the  more  so  because 
he  was  a deserted  ruin. 

The  elephant  was,  however,  no  emptier 
than  the  cottages  about  which  our  friends 
strolled.  But  the  cottages  were  all  ready, 
the  rows  of  new  chairs  stood  on  the  fresh 
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piazzas,  the  windows  were  invitingly  open, 
the  pathetic  little  patches  of  flowers  in 
front  tried  hard  to  look  festive  in  the  dry 
sands,  and  the  stout  landladies  in  their 
rocking-chairs  calmly  knitted  and  en- 
deavored to  appear  as  if  they  expected  no- 
body, but  had  almost  a houseful. 

Yes,  the  place  was  undeniably  attract- 
ive. The  sea  had  the  blue  of  Nice:  why 
must  we  always  go  to  the  Mediterranean 
for  an  aqua  marina,  for  poetic  lines,  for 
delicate  shades  ? What  charming  grada- 
tions had  this  picture— gray  sand,  blue 
waves,  a line  of  white  sails  against  the 
pale  blue  sky ! By  the  pier  railing  is  a 
bevy  of  little  girls  grouped  about  an  an- 
cient colored  man,  the  very  ideal  old  Un- 
cle Ned,  in  ragged,  baggy,  and  disreputa- 
ble clothes,  lazy  good-nature  oozing  out  of 
every  pore  of  him,  kneeling  by  a telescope 
pointed  to  a bunch  of  white  sails  on  the 
horizon ; a dainty  little  maiden,  in  a stiff 
white  skirt  and  golden  hair,  leans  against 
him  and  tiptoes  up  to  the  object-glass, 
shutting  first  one  eye  and  then  the  other, 
and  making  nothing  out  of  it  all.  “Why, 
ov  co'se  you  can't  see  nuffin,  honey,”  said 
Uncle  Ned,  taking  a peep,  “ wid  the  ’scope 
p'inted  up  in  the  sky.” 

In  order  to  pass  from  Cape  May  to  At- 
lantic City  one  takes  a long  circuit  by  rail 
through  the  Jersey  sands.  Jersey  is  a 
very  prolific  State,  but  the  railway  travel- 
ler by  this  route  is  excellently  prepared 
for  Atlantic  City,  for  he  sees  little  but 
sand,  stunted  pines,  scrub  oaks,  small 
frame  houses,  sometimes  trying  to  hide  in 
the  clumps  of  scrub  oaks,  and  the  villages 
are  just  collections  of  the  same  small  frame 
houses  hopelessly  decorated  with  scroll- 
work and  obtrusively  painted,  standing  in 
lines  on  sandy  streets  adorned  with  lean 
shade  trees.  The  handsome  Jersey  people 
were  not  travelling  that  day — the  two 
friends  had  a theory  about  the  relation  of 
a sandy  soil  to  female  beauty — and  when 
the  artist  got  out  his  pencil  to  catch  the 
types  of  the  country,  he  was  well  reward- 
ed. There  were  the  fat  old  women  in 
holiday  market  costumes,  strong-featured, 
positive,  who  shook  their  heads  at  each 
other  and  nodded  violently  and  incessant- 
ly, and  all  talked  at  once,  the  old  men  in 
rusty  suits,  thin,  with  a deprecatory  man- 
ner, as  if  they  had  heard  that  clatter  for 
fifty  years,  and  perky,  sharp-faced  girls  in 
vegetable  hats,  all  long-nosed  and  thin- 
lipped. And  though  the  day  was  cool, 
mosquitoes  had  the  bad  taste  to  invade  the 
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the  appreciation  of  the  gaudy  chromo  and 
the  illuminated  and  consoling  household 
motto.  Most  of  the  hotels  are  in  the  town 
at  considerable  distance  from  the  ocean, 
and  the  majestic  old  sea,  which  can  be 
monotonous  but  never  vulgar,  is  barri- 
caded from  the  town  by  five  or  six  miles 
of  stark-naked  plank  walk,  rows  on  rows 
of  bath  closets,  leagues  of  flimsy  carpen- 
try-work, in  the  way  of  cheap -John 
shops,  tin-type  booths,  peep-shows,  go- 
rounds,  shooting  galleries,  pop -beer  and 
cigar  shops,  restaurants,  barber  shops, pho- 
tograph galleries, summer  theatres.  Some- 
times the  plank  walk  runs  for  a mile  or 
two,  on  its  piles,  between  rows  of  these 
shops  and  booths,  and  again  it  drops  off 
down  by  the  waves.  Here  and  there  is 
a gayly  painted  wooden  canopy  by  the 
shore,  with  chairs  where  idlers  can  sit  and 
wratch  the  frolicking  in  the  water,  or  a 
space  railed  off,  where  the  select  of  the 
hotels  lie  or  lounge  in  the  sand  under  red 
umbrellas.  The  calculating  mind  won- 
ders how  many  million  feet  of  lumber 
there  are  in  this  unpicturesque  barricade, 
and  what  gigantic  forests  have  fallen  to 
make  this  timber  front  to  the  sea.  But 
there  is  one  thing  man  can  not  do.  He 
has  made  this  show  to  suit  himself,  he  has 
pushed  out  several  iron  piers  into  the  sea, 
aud  erected,  of  course,  a skating  rink  on 
the  end  of  one  of  them.  But  the  sea  it- 
self, untamed,  restless,  shining,  dancing, 
raging,  rolls  in  from  the  southward,  toss- 
ing the  white  sails  on  its  vast  expanse, 
green,  blue,  leaden,  white-capped,  many- 
colored,  never  two  minutes  the  same,  sound- 
ing with  its  eternal  voice  I know  not  what 
rebuke  to  man. 

When  Mr.  King  wrote  his  and  his 
friend’s  name  in  the  book  at  the  Mansion 
House,  he  had  the  curiosity  to  turn  over 
the  leaves,  and  it  was  not  with  much  sur- 
prise that  he  read  there  the  names  of  A.  J. 
Benson,  wife,  and  daughter,  Cyrusville, 
Ohio. 

“ Oh,  I see!”  said  the  artist;  “you  came 
down  here  to  see  Mr.  Benson !” 

That  gentleman  was  presently  discovered 
tilted  back  in  a chair  on  the  piazza,  gazing 
vacantly  into  the  vacant  street  with  that 
air  of  endurance  that  fathers  of  families 
put  on  at  such  resorts.  But  he  brightened 
up  when  Mr.  King  made  himself  known. 

“I’m  right  glad  to  see  you,  sir.  And 
my  wife  and  daughter  will  be.  I was 
saying  to  my  wife  yesterday  that  I couldn't 
stand  this  sort  of  tiling  much  longer.” 
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“You  don’t  find  it  lively?” 

“ Well,  the  livelier  it  is  the  less  I shall 
like  it,  I reckon.  The  town  is  well  enough. 
It’s  one  of  the  smartest  places  on  the  coast. 

I should  like  to  have  owned  the  ground 
and  sold  out  and  retired.  This  sand  is 
all  gold.  They  say  they  sell  the  lots  by 
the  bushel  and  count  every  sand.  You 
can  see  what  it  is,  boards  and  paint  and 
sand.  Fine  houses  too;  miles  of  them.” 

“And  what  do  you  do  ?” 

“Oh,  they  say  there’s  plenty  to  do. 
You  can  ride  around  in  the  sand ; you  can 
wade  in  it  if  you  want  to,  and  go  down 
to  the  beach  and  walk  up  and  down  the 
plank  walk — walk  up  and  down — walk 
up  and  down.  They  like  it.  You  can’t 
bathe  yet  without  getting  pneumonia. 
They  have  gone  there  now.  Irene  goes 
because  she  says  she  can’t  stand  the  gay- 
ety  of  the  parlor.” 

From  the  parlor  came  the  sound  of 
music.  A young  girl  who  had  the  air  of 
not  being  afraid  of  a public  parlor  was 
drumming  out  waltzes  on  the  piano,  more 
for  the  entertainment  of  herself  than  of 
the  half-dozen  ladies  who  yawned  over 
their  worsted-work.  As  she  brought  her 
piece  to  an  end  with  a bang,  a pretty,  sen- 
timental miss,  with  a novel  in  her  hand, 
who  may  not  have  seen  Mr.  King  looking 
in  at  the  door,  ran  over  to  the  player  and 
gave  her  a hug.  4 4 That’s  beauti  ful ! that's 
perfectly  lovely,  Mamie!”  “This,”  said 
the  player,  taking  up  another  sheet,  “ has 
not  been  played  much  in  New  York.” 
Probably  not,  in  that  style,  thought  Mr. 
King,  as  the  girl  clattered  through  it. 

There  was  no  lack  of  people  on  the 
promenade,  tramping  the  boards,  or  hang- 
ing about  the  booths  where  the  carpenters 
and  painters  were  at  work,  and  the  shop 
men  and  women  were  unpacking  the  corals 
and  the  sea-shells,  and  the  cheap  jewelry, 
and  the  Swiss  wood-carving,  the  toys,  the 
tinsel  brooches  and  agate  ornaments,  and 
arranging  the  soda  fountains,  and  putting 
up  the  shelves  for  the  permanent  pie.  The 
sort  of  preparation  going  on  indicated  the 
kind  of  crowd  expected.  If  everything 
had  a cheap  and  vulgar  look,  our  wander- 
ing critics  remembered  that  it  is  never 
fair  to  look  behind  the  scenes  of  a show, 
and  that  things  would  wear  a braver  ap- 
pearance by-and-by.  And  if  the  women 
on  the  promenade  were  homely  and  ill- 
dressed,  even  the  bonnes  in  unpicturesque 
costumes,  and  all  the  men  were  slouchy 
and  stolid,  how  could  any  one  tell  what  an 
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effect  of  gayety  and  enjoyment  there  might 
be  when  there  were  thousands  of  such  peo- 
ple, and  the  sea  was  full  of  bathers,  and 
the  flags  were  flying,  and  the  bands  were 
tooting,  and  all  the  theatres  were  opened, 
and  acrobats  and  spangled  women  and 
painted  red  men  offered  those  attractions 
which,  like  government,  are  for  the  good 
of  the  greatest  number?  What  will  you 
have?  Shall  vulgarity  be  left  just  vul- 
gar, and  have  no  apotheosis  and  glorifica- 
tion ? This  is  very  fine  of  its  kind,  and  a 
resort  for  the  million.  The  million  come 
here  to  enjoy  themselves.  Would  you 
have  an  art  gallery  here,  and  high-priced 
New  York  and  Paris  shops  lining  the 
way? 

“Look  at  the  town,”  exclaimed  the 
artist,  “and  see  what  money  can  do,  and 
satisfy  the  average  taste  without  the  least 
aid  from  art.  It's  just  wonderful.  I’ve 
tramped  round  the  place,  and,  taking  out 
a cottage  or  two,  there  isn’t  a picturesque 
or  pleasing  view  anywhere.  I tell  you 
people  know  what  they  want,  and  enjoy 
it  when  they  get  it.” 

“You  needn't  get  excited  about  it,” 
said  Mr.  King.  “Nobody  said  it  wasn’t 
commonplace,  and  glaringly  vulgar  if 
you  like,  and  if  you  like  to  consider  it 
representative  of  a certain  stage  in  nation- 
al culture,  I hope  it  is  not  necessary  to 
remind  you  that  the  United  States  can 
beat  any  other  people  in  any  direction 
they  choose  to  expand  themselves.  You'll 
own  it  when  you’ve  seen  watering-places 
enough.” 

After  this  defense  of  the  place,  Mr. King 
owned  it  might  be  difficult  for  Mr.  Forbes 
to  find  anything  picturesque  to  sketch. 
What  figures,  to  be  sure!  As  if  people 
were  obliged  to  be  shapely  or  picturesque 
for  the  sake  of  a wandering  artist!  “I 
could  do  a tree,”  growled  Mr.  Forbes,  “or 
a pile  of  boards;  but  these  shanties!” 

When  they  were  well  away  from  the 
booths  and  bath-houses,  Mr.  King  saw  in 
the  distance  two  ladies.  There  was  no 
mistaking  one  of  them — the  easy  carriage, 
the  grace  of  movement.  No  such  figure 
had  been  afield  all  day.  The  artist  was 
quick  to  see  that.  Presently  they  came 
up  with  them,  and  found  them  seated  on 
a bench,  looking  off  upon  Brigantine  Isl- 
and, a low  sand  dune  with  some  houses 
and  a few  trees  against  the  sky,  the  most 
pleasing  object  in  view. 

Mrs.  Benson  did  not  conceal  the  plea- 
sure she  felt  in  seeing  Mr.  King  again. 
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and  was  delighted  to  know  his  friend; 
and  to  say  the  truth,  Miss  Irene  gave  him 
a very  cordial  greeting. 

“I’m  ’most  tired  to  death,”  said  Mrs. 
Benson,  when  they  were  all  seated.  “But 
this  air  does  me  good.  Don’t  you  like  At- 
lantic City?” 

“I  like  it  better  than  I did  at  first.” 

If  the  remark  was  intended  for  Irene,  she 
paid  no  attention  to  it,  being  absorbed  in 
explaining  to  Mr.  Forbes  why  she  pre- 
ferred the  deserted  end  of  the  prome- 
nade. 

“It's  a place  that  grows  on  you.  I 
guess  it’s  grown  the  wrong  way  on  Irene 
and  father;  but  I like  the  air — after  the 
South.  They  say  we  ought  to  see  it  in 
August,  when  all  Philadelphia  is  here.” 

“I  should  think  it  might  be  very 
lively.” 

“Yes;  but  the  promiscuous  bathing. 

I don’t  think  I should  like  that.  We  are 
not  brought  up  to  that  sort  of  thing  in 
Ohio.” 

“ No  ? Ohio  is  more  like  France, I sup- 
pose ?” 

“Like  France!”  exclaimed  the  old 
lady,  looking  at  him  in  amazement — 
“like  France ! Why,  France  is  the  wick- 
edest place  in  the  world.” 

“ No  doubt  it  is,  Mrs.  Benson.  But  at 
the  sea  resorts  the  sexes  bathe  sepa- 
rately.” 

“Well,  now!  I suppose  they  have  to 
there.” 

‘ 4 Yes ; the  older  nations  grow,  the  more 
self-conscious  they  become.” 

“I  don’t  believe,  for  all  you  say,  Mr. 
King,  the  French  have  any  more  con- 
science than  we  have.” 

“Nor  do  I,  Mrs.  Benson.  I was  only 
trying  to  say  that  they  pay  more  atten- 
tion to  appearances.” 

“Well,  I was  brought  up  to  think  it’s 
one  thing  to  appear,  and  another  thing  to 
be,”  said  Mrs.  Benson,  as  dismissing  the 
subject.  “So  your  friend's  an  artist? 
Does  lie  paint  ? Does  he  take  portraits  ? 
There  was  an  artist  at  Cyrusville  last 
winter  who  painted  portraits,  but  Irene 
wouldn’t  let  him  do  hers.  I'm  glad  we’ve 
met  Mr.  Forbes.  I’ve  always  wanted  to 
have — ” 

41  Oh,  mother,”  exclaimed  Irene,  who 
al  ways  appeared  to  keep  one  ear  for  her 
mother's  conversation,  44 1 was  just  saying 
to  Mr.  Forbes  that  he  ought  to  see  the  art 
exhibitions  down  at  the  other  end  of  the 
promenade,  and  the  pictures  of  the  peo- 
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pie  who  come  here  in  August.  Are  you 
rested  ?” 


The  party  moved  along,  and  Mr.  King, 
by  a movement  that  seemed  to  him  more 
natural  than  it  did  to  Mr.  Forbes,  walked 
with  Irene,  and  the  two  fell  to  talking 
about  the  last  spring’s  trip  in  the  South. 

“Yes,  we  enjoyed  the  exhibition,  but  I 
am  not  sure  but  I should  have  enjoyed 
New  Orleans  more  without  the  exhibi- 
tion. That  took  so  much  time.  There 
is  nothing  so  wearisome  as  an  exhibition. 
But  New  Orleans  was  charming.  I don’t 
know  why,  for  it’s  the  flattest,  dirtiest, 
dampest  city  in  the  world ; but  it  is 
charming.  Perhaps  it’s  the  people,  or 
the  Frenchiness  of  it,  or  the  tumble-down, 
picturesque  old  creole  quarter,  or  the 
roses;  I didn't  suppose  there  were  in  the 
world  so  many  roses;  the  town  was  just 
wreathed  and  smothered  with  them.  And 
you  did  not  see  it  ?” 

“No;  I have  been  to  exhibitions,  and 
I thought  I should  prefer  to  take  New 
Orleans  by  itself  some  other  time.  You 
found  the  people  hospitable  ?” 

“Well,  they  were  not  simply  hospita- 
ble; they  were  that,  to  be  sure,  for  father 
had  letters  to  some  of  the  leading  men ; 
but  it  was  the  general  air  of  friendliness 
and  good-nature  everywhere,  of  agreea- 
bleness— it  went  along  with  the  roses  and 
the  easy-going  life.  You  didn't  feel  all 
the  time  on  a strain.  I don’t  suppose 
they  are  any  better  than  our  people,  and 
I’ve  no  doubt  I should  miss  a good  deal 
there  after  a while — a certain  tonic  and 
purpose  in  life.  But,  do  you  know,  it  is 
pleasant  sometimes  to  be  with  people  who 
haven’t  so  many  corners  as  our  people 
have.  But  you  went  south  from  Fortress 
Monroe  ?” 

“ Yes;  I went  to  Florida.” 

“Oh,  that  must  be  a delightful  coun- 
try!” 

“Yes.  it’s  a very  delightful  land,  or 
will  be  when  it  is  finished.  It  needs  ad- 
vertising now.  It  needs  somebody  to  call 
attention  to  it.  The  modest  Northerners 
who  have  got  hold  of  it,  and  staked  it  all 
out  into  city  lots,  seem  to  want  to  keep  it 
all  to  themselves.” 

“ How  do  you  mean  4 finished’  ?” 

“Why,  the  State  is  big  enough,  and  a 
considerable  portion  of  it  has  a good 
foundation.  What  it  wants  is  building 
up.  There’s  plenty  of  water  and  sand, 
and  palmetto  roots  and  palmetto  trees, 
and  swamps,  and  a perfectly  wonderful 
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vegetation  of  vines  and  plants  and  flow- 
ers. What  it  needs  is  land — at  least  what 
the  Yankees  call  land.  But  it  is  coming 
on.  A good  deal  of  the  State  below  Jack- 
sonville is  already  ten  to  fifteen  feet  above 
the  ocean.” 

“ But  it’s  such  a place  for  invalids!” 

“ Yes,  it  is  a place  for  invalids.  There 
are  two  kinds  of  people  there — invalids 
and  speculators.  Thousands  of  people  in 
the  bleak  North,  and  especially  in  the 
Northwest,  can  not  live  in  the  winter  any- 
where else  than  in  Florida.  It’s  a great 
blessing  to  this  country  to  have  such  a 
sanitarium.  As  I said,  all  it  needs  is 
building  up,  and  then  it  wouldn’t  be  so 
monotonous  and  malarious.” 

“ But  I had  such  a different  idea  of  it !” 

‘‘Well,  your  idea  is  probably  right. 
You  can  not  do  justice  to  a place  by  de- 
scribing it  literally.  Most  people  are  fas- 
cinated by  Florida:  the  fact  is  that  any- 
thing is  preferable  to  our  Northern  cli- 
mate from  February  to  May.” 

“ And  you  didn't  buy  an  orange  plan- 
tation, or  a town  ?” 

“ No ; I was  discouraged.  Almost  any 
one  can  have  a town  who  will  take  a boat 
and  go  off  somewhere  with  a surveyor, 
and  make  a map.” 

The  truth  is — the  preseut  writer  had  it 
from  Major  Blifill,  who  runs  a little 
steamboat  upon  one  of  the  inland  creeks 
where  the  alligator  is  still  numerous 
enough  to  be  an  entertainment — that  Mr. 
King  was  no  doubt  malarious  himself 
when  he  sailed  over  Florida.  Blifill  says 
he  offended  a whole  boatful  one  day 
when  they  were  sailing  up  the  St.  John’s. 
Probably  he  was  tired  of  water,  and  swamp 
and  water,  and  scraggy  trees  and  water. 
The  captain  was  on  the  bow,  expatiating 
to  a crowd  of  listeners  on  the  fertility  of 
the  soil  and  the  salubrity  of  the  climate. 
He  had  himself  bought  a piece  of  ground 
away  up  there  somewhere  for  two  hun- 
dred dollars,  cleared  it  up,  and  put  in 
orange-trees,  and  thousands  wouldn’t  buy 
it  now.  And  Mr.  King,  who  listened  at- 
tentively, finally  joined  in  with  the  ques- 
tioners, and  said,  “Captain,  what  is  the 
average  price  of  land  down  in  this  part 
of  Florida  by  the — gallon  ?” 

They  had  come  down  to  the  booths,  and 
Mi*s.  Benson  was  showing  the  artist  the 
shells,  piles  of  conchs,  and  other  outland- 
ish sea-fabrications  in  which  it  is  said  the 
roar  of  the  ocean  can  be  heard  when  they 
are  hundreds  of  miles  away  from  the  sea. 
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It  was  a pretty  thought,  Mr.  Forbes  said, 
and  he  admired  the  open  shells  that  were 
painted  on  the  inside — painted  in  bright 
blues  and  greens,  with  dabs  of  white  sails 
and  a light-house,  or  a boat  with  a bare- 
armed, resolute  young  woman  in  it,  send- 
ing her  bark  spinning  over  waves  mount- 
ain-high. 

“Yes,”  said  the  artist,  “what  cheerful- 
ness those  works  of  art  will  give  to  the 
little  parlors  up  in  the  country,  when  they 
are  set  up  with  other  shells  on  the  what- 
not in  the  corner!  These  shells  always 
used  to  remind  me  of  missionaries  and 
the  cause  of  the  heathen ; but  when  I see 
them  now  I shall  think  of  Atlantic  City.” 

“But  the  representative  things  here,” 
interrupted  Ireue,  “are  the  photographs, 
the  tin-types.  To  see  them  is  just  as  good 
as  staying  here  to  see  the  people  when 
they  come.” 

“Yes,”  responded  Mr.  King,  “I  think 
art  can  not  go  much  further  in  this  direc- 
tion.” 

If  there  were  not  miles  of  these  show- 
cases of  tin-types,  there  were  at  least  acres 
of  them.  Occasionally  an  instantaneous 
photograph  gave  a lively  picture  of  the 
beach  when  the  water  was  full  of  bathers 
— men,  women,  children,  in  the  most  ex- 
traordinary costumes  for  revealing  or  de- 
forming the  human  figure — all  tossing 
about  in  the  surf.  But  most  of  the  pic- 
tures were  taken  on  dry  land,  of  single 
persons, couples,  and  groups  in  their  bath- 
ing suits.  Perhaps  such  an  extraordina- 
ry collection  of  humanity  can  not  be  seen 
elsewhere  in  the  world,  such  a uniformity 
of  one  depressing  type  reduced  to  its  last 
analysis  by  the  sea-toilet.  Sometimes  it 
was  a young  man  and  a maiden,  handed 
down  to  posterity  in  dresses  that  would 
have  caused  their  arrest  in  the  street,  sen- 
timentally reclining  on  a canvas  rock. 
Again  it  was  a maiden  with  flowing  hair, 
raised  hands  clasped,  eyes  upturned,  on 
top  of  a crag,  at  the  base  of  which  the 
waves  were  breaking  in  foam.  Or  it  was 
the  same  stalwart  maiden,  or  another  as 
good,  in  a boat  which  stood  on  end,  pull- 
ing through  the  surf  with  one  oar,  and 
dragging  a drowning  man  (in  a bathing 
suit  also)  into  the  boat  with  her  free  hand. 
The  legend  was,  “Saved.”  There  never 
was  such  heroism  exhibited  by  young  wo- 
men before,  with  such  raiment,  as  was 
shown  in  these  rare  works  of  art. 

As  they  walked  back  to  the  hotel 


through  a sandy  avenue  lined  with  jig- 
saw architecture,  Miss  Benson  pointed  out 
to  them  some  things  that  she  said  had 
touched  her  a good  deal.  In  the  patches 
of  sand  before  each  house  there  was  gen- 
erally an  oblong  little  mound  set  about 
with  a rim  of  stones,  or,  when  something 
more  artistic  could  be  afforded,  with 
shells.  On  each  of  these  little  graves 
was  a flower,  a sickly  geranium,  or  a 
humble  marigold,  or  some  other  floral 
token  of  affection. 

Mr.  Forbes  said  he  never  was  at  a wa- 
tering-place before  where  they  buried  the 
summer  boarders  in  the  front  yard.  Mrs. 
Benson  didn’t  like  joking  on  such  sub- 
jects, and  Mr.  King  turned  the  direction 
of  the  conversation  by  remarking  that 
these  seeming  trifles  were  really  of  much 
account  in  these  days,  and  he  took  from 
his  pocket  a copy  of  the  city  newspaper, 
The  Summer  Sea  - Song , and  read  some 
of  the  leading  items:  “S.,  our  eye  is  on 
you.”  “The  Slopers  have  come  to  their 
cottage  on  Q Street,  and  come  to  stay.” 
“Mr.  E.  P.  Borum  has  painted  his  front 
steps.”  “Mr.  Diffendorfer’s  marigold  is 
on  the  blow.”  And  so  on,  and  so  on. 
This  was  probably  the  marigold  mention- 
ed that  they  were  looking  at. 

The  most  vivid  impression,  however, 
made  upon  the  visitor  in  this  walk  was 
that  of  paint.  It  seemed  unreal  that 
there  could  be  so  much  paint  in  the  world 
and  so  many  swearing  colors.  But  it 
ceased  to  be  a dream,  and  they  were  taken 
back  into  the  hard  practical  world,  when, 
as  they  turned  the  corner,  Irene  pointed 
out  her  favorite  sign : 

SilcLS  Lapham , mineral  paint . 

Branch  Office . 

The  artist  said,  a couple  of  days  after 
this  morning,  that  he  had  enough  of  it. 

“ Of  course,”  he  added,  “it  is  a great  plea- 
sure to  me  to  sit  and  talk  with  Mrs.  Ben- 
son, while  you  and  that  pretty  girl  walk 
up  and  down  the  piazza  all  the  evening; 
but  I’m  easily  satisfied,  and  two  evenings 
did  for  me.” 

So  that  much  as  Mr.  King  was  charmed 
with  Atlantic  City,  and  much  as  he  re- 
gretted not  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
originals  of  the  tin -types,  he  gave  in  to 
the  restlessness  of  the  artist  for  other 
scenes;  but  not  before  he  had  impressed 
Mrs.  Benson  with  a notion  of  the  delights 
of  Newport  in  July. 

[to  be  continued  ] 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


NE  of  the  delight-  like-  p sack  of  potatoes,  or  else  lie  arftlliifc 
n ' % fhl  tl>:perkmci.\s  boat  solemnly  sank  together..  His  next 
^ ^vhielil begrudge,  :.e^fieriifiieiit  "would  he  made  wit li  more 

antiuniLv  ( which.  caulkm,  and  eventually  we  can  imagine 
by* the- wavy  ap-  him,  us  proud  as  a grub  in.  a miLsheih  sit- 
;\w8|;  '/A:>  pm/s  roe  io  tin's  ,xtmplatxmUy  at  the  bonnm  of  Vise 

IJ^ve  loid  a Very  b«k*.tr  ii  vy ivp  douht^  m rather  a 
' im'/itir  >baw*  <>f  staHJiqgvm^ 

: the  fun  and  ex-  the  a 'bofch  and  it  wax  no 

eifeement  of  hfb)  use hying  to  tleny  d /'  But  what;  good 
is  that  of  having  does  that  <k»  yon  tlte  fftill  contemptuous 
seen  the  first  man  .gi/hybeords  asked.'  ■ You  can  hardly  sue 
tryitig'  to  navigate  the  boat.  Ekw  .Y^Hieh?, ^vtid  you 

lie  pot  -astraddle ' a lop,  and  tf  jslippetji  cun  not  more;  and  you  can  not*  even  get 
round  t> nd  pot  aw  ay  tVoru  undue  him,  and  out  without  falling  out  ‘ Bbf  oUr  genius 
hpw  he;  the?)  ilpbfle^eil  the  fop  Of  the*  log  was  not  to  he.  • yVndl  gracing 

and  on  it'*  uVrtjt  hpw  lip  umeU  uSty 

hoUoived  out  the  J Op  tttid  pot  *wn plaint--  ought  to  he  aide  to  move,  lie  asked  a 
ly  inside  if,  must  hav^.  been,  siitilyie&£ly  Truihd  to  isliOiVe Hum . The  result  vvuh  Sat- 
'diverting.  But  when  he  came  to  expzri  ishwtory  enough  ttil  the  other  vm'ni  got 
rotnl*  in  progression,  Jus- procedure  -mmi  Bred  of  etioving  and  conte  m]H>rary  his- 
hi*vo  been  /infinitely  urnusing-.  lory  fails  to  lei!  us  how  the  next  step 

He  no  doubt  jeered  at  by  the  ofd  was  taken.  But  probably  Umling  Kim- 
folk  ap o gr  with  hi*  xmwr';  self  within  awi^-re.aclj  of  ttie 
fartgled  kdtywa  nnd  sc*after-hmfn  prep  tried  to  poah  hitfikelf  tdohg;  and  g^ttipey 
jbeks.  Wadmp.  they  said,  had  always  into  deeper *tyater;  used  a stick  aa  a*ku4h^ 
b*^u  ;g^H>d  enough  for  them;  ami  ftfr/ihrir  ^n>Wer.  1 If  mm  the  stick  was  dtWelbped 
/m  her*-*  who wum  no  fools— be uue  them,  the. punt  pole,  ami  from  the  punt  {toly  flie 
afirf  thirphlutlmi  paddle.  The  hladenf /ife  S|sifck 

wanted  with  boohs.  Beftidesybaw  was  he  die  was  gradually  widened  and  i?s  handle 
going  to  keep  a boat  right,  side  up  ? This  lengthened  Oil  the  oar  was  evolved;  and 
roost  have  been  & cloudier  holding,  up  his  shirt  vo  dry  one  tiny  after 

But  oin-  genius  hud  meanwhile  hollow  the  ussuu l accident,  the  sail  w\<s  ehanved 
ed  out  his  log.  and  so  long  as  it;  was  on  upon.  • A.ud.  .then  they  begun  gradually 
dry  ground  be.foubti  ho  dill!  y ' * 7 y !\ 

euUy  io  ir>,lUng  in  and  out, 
and  in  fl»is  aimlified  trough 

imagined,  poor  sold ! tliak  he  * ; ::v‘ 

hadysatksdtil  all  rtie  r^nTre- 

xmHits  of  >iavtil  urehh^etmx.  ^ 

And  tie  n to  hayfe  .v->-u  hiiix 
dear  ids  b«»nt  mlo  the  Water. 

and  its  hasp ^h^rd  ld^ytkMh4«y  f^BHr 

tion  \yiuvn  it  Moated 


I told  yon  so  y '. 

tie  oji  v.uVb  h5i|4'  ku.t' 

w hat  of  ibaj.  fi  Afnl  Xi&K  M1 

see  Kin*  try  to 

:>K*ah  (iiid  b>  hea  r tip  h d^  ;*fe 

-light  of  hW- 

jb>rar/es  5b>  he  u-mv^hab  l;. 

. z$(X  \ $x*r  he  <&i  i?Wns 
and  •at  oner- • he-^un*  ;d  M-uo 
Onb  tif  ivrh  ihm^'. 

Either  he  wa^.slml  out  directly 
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tke  T>f  Sodsmi 


vick^vies;  ami  wit- 

sai  h umt  nays  eoultl  jmi  move  them,  and  nhssed"~-tho  vm*y  jiorup  and  poet vy  of  war 
then  inevr^rd  tlu* wiae  of  the  sails  ami  f W -lhat  nmjwsvk  pnxr<»hm  of  Engla/nfs 
oars  tiU  dm  bouts  you  Id  not  tarry  UkAii.  navy  t ft  rough  i lie  Sue* Cairn!. 

Amf  how  they.  <*.u|»$i/ed  hiv4  fonmleml.  Ami  now  -that  I Imyn  feivSuro  .tam  Urn 
-^>^k .tffl U:  got-  j/ohpfcd,  mt)..  om  hmtthi^  Atniieb 
forks  jh%j  weii.i  to  p»o-!«*.  a tt«1  how  nyeni-  1 mpht  or-  paper  i Iwrrowvl 


v wii h >&?  jy lah^f  iH mwpite: SaiJjjj 

• *h&  he  tar^  and  ^ugintH^rkig  •: 

rtd&ied . GeuituHt^  passed  With  A/'  Aship£. ^t^atiilug.  through  the  8ue*  £&sn Hi--- 

'•vC/A,  *o.ima.i  loss  o?  lift*.  Old  them  then  with  * he  h;uu:  ;u;v>  vxj. mil's  .>/  other  g*u> 
ogmIc  a.  slaw  of  strain,  arid  United  <WhU  uivd  udnmvds  upon  those  >a*mv  :-.«as 
oc*^v‘  v so-  that  nations  imuiil  iiti»l  shares, 

IlMH'  nhniU'*h’-;!H<l  ! hr  j ir  fv.  »p)«;.s  . !!•*•’»'  behind  MS  WHo  the  same  Medina' 

It  ipt*  my  hri^iloj^*  When  in  :':RgV jii- V* '.p&iHii  tjuu  pf?rptexed  .'the 
dudnc  * lio'^eiyh  -V^e  tA*  he  ou./hhiifdoii^-  $tJ£AhaUts.  yonder  btlfdrc*  ,-W  Stood 
of  th*-ddps that  uiok;pvrr  m.-f^/ru  Vt-til#?*!,  • pmt£*0  the  only  gome 

iev  -<  hvAViti  dmitonslva  *•*»,.  m fti  iv;v.A  ma  :um  oimm.d  Ararat/ Mpon  H*hi<;h  the 
AivMi.tr.  I saw  then  the  smo  iuM  v>r  mv^aiimr  pafruovh  ami  hi$  rmnnip-mt 
Sir*  t tl.tr t v^iihw  'ii*-  moMory  •)]  t.n  yi  a ijhady  *d  r':unk»U  My  subject,  tlirrefore, 
erahon  *atJdd  fhC  • .yirttiul ly: l^aek ' t|>'  t htf hegmy 

•of  *‘\  iHi  t ! I r squadron  i parsed  rut^^  of  fchips  ami  of  :M?auieh,  uiul  spans 
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the  whole  interval  between  Jason  and  the 
Cunarcl  Company,  between  the  Deluge 
and  the  Egyptian  war. 

It  is  a long  way  back  to  the  days  of 
that  primeval  passenger  ship  Noah's  ark, 
and  the  modern  voyager  finds  it  very  dif- 
ficult to  imagine  aboard  ship  life  under 
the  conditions  of  Jason’s  undecked  Argo . 


everything  collects  in  a vile  conspiracy 
against  you  upon  the  floor,  and  even 
your  hanging  clothes  stand  out  on  end 
and  point  derisively  at  you.  But  how 
much  woi'se  it  must  have  been  in  the  old 
days  when,  seated  at  the  bottom  of  an 
open  boat,  you  found  yourself  at  every 
lurch  rolling  about  in  several  inches  of 
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markets.  Indeed,  it  was  always  6n  the 
that  if  fttar^cl  m &•  long  voyage 
your  proyisioris  would  ruo  short,  ami  t hat 
yota  would  all  '&oWWy.\£<H>out  of  ibe 
and  p‘w^^  ground  ami 

iftjOy  it;  with  graiW^i\4^^rt; tvti  tiiC‘  baryesi 
thyU  reap  it  ivnd  start  af resh. 
tJui  if  tnvM  :tove  been  fedioua  work  at 
be^t*  X'biy  raU}rpoUtion  of  ogrioujturiii 
purydlfe*  and  for  tgtato  'pii  a S}t#t 

furlough  eCKa^ijeratiiig  id  tlm  exti^htoi 
But  Uiy  T 0^ age^  i f 1 la fce  i h r*iii«t  he  hy 
piwfo^cr  In  ot}^  of  the  worn  y ,; 
thft  times  tiff ; Greek  id pmnaey ; Not  id 
ony  of  the.  j Wh$r-  v*d#ji#  of  Bayou 

coanto^  nor  fhe  kmmiry l^kyt;x;r>rtKd-e' af 
tiiix.  -^AinM  Briton* -noe L-y:^-; tjhijiv’ •> 

Wit  pirate,  ey»ft  of  the  ii&rdy 
th<*m  X>r«Ums  *uid 

Viking 

harried  the  iChgliK)i  edicts  i for  they 
were  a terrible  cirew,  thosu  hard  drink iug 
Danes  wh^sailed  the  Haven 

of  Vbc  ;Norih^:  . ; •’.  , j • 

V Tl&i  Ihr&l  m by;  uimMl  pffcjy 

bung  ey»  dilv  hnv3_” 

who  dat;ed  to  vert  t u rn  into  tire  icedmtod 
smi  ^I.Kdit;‘'the;pdle,  amt  game  b»idk  A?ydi% 
of  the 

•— .-. . ••- -•-:. . . «*•,-.„  -s,  .... , 4V,Vf..^JPP»v,,,, 

there  brewed  no  ale,  No.  my  y&yjjgii-  our  captain  call*  together  the  augur  >*td 
should  he  mi  sum* y seas,  in  one  id ll«rie;  the  ptiot,  the  boatswain  ami  ail  rim  rinps 


elder  craft,  with  bows  and  stern  aB  gjrim 
with  mumterhemls.  and  4 gmU  iiirw dik- 
ing eye  paUiied  on  riiher  jade.  From  *lvm 
to  poop  *fus if*  paihfed  ut 
vermilion  and  green  ami  bbw,  and  rim  sad 
rh;U,  lies  furled  upon  the  single  yard  is 
purple,  with  u yjeitdW  fringe,  liar  p&N# 
j&  hardly  worth  caning  ohy,  foy  it 

r.mc;y  forward  as  if  it  dionglo  itaelf  a buw- 
spriiyand  hanging  ( min  it  it  utter  th  e yew 
dive  rags  of  the  pu&>mu:rcrs  and  the  ere  a 
•Ori.  the  tpp  of  tfe  mam  mast  is  n tulip- 
shaped  “ creW  H ii^i/  in  which,  wHU  hi* 
long  trumpet  in  his  hand,  tim  signal  noil* 
$rU  at  his  »$&©  aloft,  .hi  the  bows,  under 
$ gotgeou^  canopy,  ,iiml  supported  hy  the 
favorite  god  of  thecomtwjy,  sits  U**  pilot* 
>yhih?  oh  the, r poop  glands  the  gupuriih 
oqmitihg  the  ^r-'-giitU^r  (in  angary*  and 
ghviiig;  the  lK»af*WaIu  of  the  period  hi$  6r- 
d^  acta)rdin^lyV  : 

^ iiimh  he  wx>; , arid 

WiOi  won/  a tetr«f»i^.  h^kk<  boea 

sH.nke"’  * ' 

He  >va ! k$  hi^  shia] l pdopajti 
en  Hal  only  in  thy 


{ihout  hiun.ahd  the  voice  uf  the  : 

1 2?  r .varmnmg  d^ad  chickens  in  thy  ^Iooiy.k 
'Btft  w.toyih^^'oirm  oyer^lf^ 

.; after  the  jatK>fMg4hipl 
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company,  and  takes  them  into  his  confi- 
dence. Shall  they  run  the  ship  ashore  ? 
or  were  it  more  advisable,  as  an  experi- 
ment, to  throw  a priest  overboard  ? 

And  then  those  stately  ceremonies  of 
ancient  commerce ! The  starting  from  Cor- 
inth of  an  argosy  of  galleys,  with  every 
vessel  of  a different  color,  and  all  the  sails 
enriched  with  an  extravagance  of  bright 
design,  the  long  banks  of  rowers  bending 
to  their  oars  in  time  with  the  music  of  their 
bands,  and  the  perpetual  antiphones  of 
trumpets,  as  admiral  to  admiral  signaled, 
and  pilots  gave  the  orders  of  the  crooked 
course!  The  departure  of  a Roman  fleet 
from  the  Golden  Horn,  when  the  hie- 
rarchy of  the  Western  Church,  in  all  the 
pomp  of  their  canonicals,  passed  down  the 
line  in  their  barge  of  state  to  bless  the  keels 
that  were  to  plough  the  seas,  the  oars  that 
were  to  drive  the  brave  craft  through  the 
waves,  the  sails  that  were  to  take  the  favor- 
ing breeze ; when  the  court,  with  the  Em- 
peror, in  all  the  insignia  of  his  high  place, 
stood  grouped  upon  the  royal  galley  to 
watch  the  solemn  pageant;  and  when,  the 
ceremony  over,  the  clarions  shouted  all 
together,  and  in  a tumult  of  music  the 
squadron  moved  away! 

Or  later,  with  our  own  more  familiar 
history,  the  magnificence  of  the  Cru- 
saders’ progress,  or  the  Doge’s  farewell  to 
the  merchant  fleets  of  proud,  imperious 
Venice!  The  whole  city  made  holiday, 
and  along  all  its  hundred  canals  the  gon- 
dolas, sumptuously  bedecked  for  the  day, 
ranged  themselves  in  line  to  watch  the 
Doge  and  liis Council  go  by,  and  then,  clos- 
ing up  into  ranks,  followed  behind  the 
pompous  Bucentaur,  the  great  state  barge 
of  the  Doges,  to  the  outer  harbor,  where 
the  argosy  lay  waiting  for  the  final  or- 
ders for  sailing.  All  the  wealth  of  Ven- 
ice seemed  displayed  upon  the  surface  of 
the  water,  while  the  constant  strains  of 
martial  music  filled  the  scene  with  all 
the  gayety  of  sound.  And  presently  the 
confusion  of  sumptuous  galleys  began  to 
resolve  itself  into  order,  and  then  on  a 
sudden,  amid  a wild  chorus  of  trumpets,  the 
leading  vessels  were  seen  gliding  out  from 
the  throng,  and  one  by  one,  in  a stately 
succession  of  purple  sails  and  golden 
prows,  the  pride  of  Venice,  her  merchant 
fleet,  streamed  out  on  the  bright  waters  of 
the  sun -lit  Adriatic. 

Once  upon  a time  men  made  a regular 
profession  of  discovering  new  countries. 
They  were  bound  apprentice  to  it  as  if  to 
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a trade,  articled  to  some  passed  master, 
and  formally  salaried  by  courts  and 
princes,  for  the  specific  service  of  adding 
Terranuovas  to  their  employers’  posses- 
sions. The  discovery  of  unclaimed  coun- 
tries for  a king  was  then  looked  upon  very 
much  as  establishing  new  agencies  for  a _ 
mercantile  firm  is  now:  each  Newfound- 
land was  a fresh  branch  office.  And  they 
were  fine  men,  those  pirate -pioneers  of 
the  world’s  commerce — the  Cabots  and 
Drakes,  Tasmans,  De  Gamas,  and  Colum- 
buses. The  class  is  not  by  any  means 
extinct.  But  they  have  exhausted  the 
world.  If  the  occasion  should  come,  and 
a new  Atlantis  rise  in  some  arctic  or  ant- 
arctic sea,  the  mariner  and  his  ship,  depend 
upon  it,  will  be  ready  with  the  hour.  The 
brave  sails  will  be  shaken  out  in  challenge 
to  strange  winds,  and  the  engines  will 
throb  in  conflict  with  strange  waters,  and 
our  seamen  will  dare  and  die  to  plant 41  the 
banner  of  possession”  upon  the  4 4 lands 
and  the  isles.” 

Brave  men  indeed  were  the  old  sea-cap- 
tains, who  in  their  “tall  ships”  dared  to 
steer  for  continents  that  they  could  only 
guess  of,  and  to  hazard  their  lives  on  seas 
where  fable  was  their  only  chart,  and  the 
whale  was  still  Lord  High  Admiral.  And 
what  an  “address”  to  sail  for! — “the  do- 
minions of  Prester  John,  or  other  poten- 
tates they  might  meet  with.”  And  then 
the  delightful  idea  of  the  first  ships  that 
sailed  to  America  carrying  with  them  let- 
ters of  introduction  44  in  the  Latin,  He- 
brew, and  Chaldee  tongues”!  How  the 
red  Indian  must  have  powwowed  over 
such  a letter— written,  too,  on  44 a leaf  of 
gold” — and  what  wisdom  would  have  been 
exchanged  between  sagamore  and  sachem 
over  the  compliments  (in  Chaldee)  of 4 4 Don 
John  of  Portugal,  brother  to  the  Christian 
King”! 

But  to  those  daring  seamen  of  the  older 
days  there  was  nothing  humorous  in  such 
adventure.  It  was  the  work  of  a life  to 
have  voyaged  once  on  the  high  seas  “for 
the  honour  of  his  Majesty  the  King 
and  the  glory  of  God,”  and  they  were 
content  on  their  return  to  schedule  such 
strange  goods  as  “popynjays  aud  wylde 
catts  of  the  mountaigne,  with  other  stuff, 
to  the  Kings  grace.”  And  how  stately 
the  reception  they  received  on  their  return  ! 
how  solemn  the  Te  Deums  of  the  nations! 
There  is  a wonderful  pathos  in  the  sig- 
nificance of  these  great  rejoicings  of  the 

young  world  of  Europe  on  bringing  un- 
original from 
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dor  its  sceptres  the  old  worlds  of  the  earth  horribly,  of  * fijifall  hyrd.es’' t had  followed 
and  culling  ihcm  “NinOy  Hidden  &Wuy‘- . tlm  slop  with  ommniis  **n^,  of  mermen 
behind  the  veil  of  /distance  thb  hhgtlt^  ***k!  apt)  of 

antiquities  of  continents  had  lain  for  that  rose  up  from  the  naves  all  cow  Cd  m 
ages.  Avid  then,  suddenly  ratting  her  rc?raive  the' dead  who  Were  thrown  v»ver- 
Way  thrvdrglt  the  vottyoe&jiijjr  tKiefttfs* £?d3K* ; J$K>Ur$i  Ih  tltofli*  thy  fjfnmde  of  the 
ong  day,  with  the  ^uhitgUt  gliUcring  mi  A^i^serj^nt  wte'oftnh  Youeluwyfed  to  mi*r 
lira  sail*  ns  they  ruse  up  f rohi  tlm  innh  r iuers.  and  Hie  Clays  r» -turning  from  “the 
^.whj, mlici* ,thg $ea  fawning with  JSJew  Xy)ajnrv  with  "a  wy  UWchtLHarid 

upon  her iKovs,  a l<lll*fiip,  with  her  popyoyayC' )md  a w>»u‘tiV»M$  yarn  to  i>d\ 
rrevy  of  yArangelv  speaking  men,  w bib*  • of  tin:  kr^kra  chat  hiy-htf  )hv  Ban  lev- 
slnfmed  and  beaisied,  vvho.so  fyyt  *truibv  "BmI  whii  aU  iluir  pomp  and  *pU*udnr. 
Miv  si  <ore  as  if  they,  veere  - the  hemlivarv  arid  - all  them  .novel  ties  in  d iseovety  nmi 
lords qf  it;  and  wjiosg  hand^  nvn^  loosed  1 mby  wikh  ftir  ohe  hn#h> 

their  hold  of  augla  they  gntsped,  in  tile  Past  And  that  merely  n.s  an  ex 

And  iii  tvuie  the  .sli  ip  satVd  a wa  y again,  : peHracC  Jfy  life  liiiv  been  fov  inanyyeai^ 
leavnrg  behind  it  rjs  >n#fVneMWw''x<f  its  visit  .gfVeh  0 p tin • j$rW u"v. pewth t chi i’u  Htv'iitVgh 
tapestries  of  FUi^deiss 'm*  AlafjUMk*.  I have  had  iny . ,u.if  ?£*r» lure* 

tiulirni  lit  aflihbr:  -and  taking  with  it  in  bv  water  pj  v.vli  in  by  ‘and.  To  gam 
ret  urn  the  wild  prod  arc  M the  plain  and  “ the  evprmnra/'  1 once  voy  aged  IvouV 
woodland"  and  stream,  fen th tuts  or  for-.  Sonthu ropbu*.  ioOufraHa  in  *.C&»Uiti£*W«)>. 
Koto's  mve wyvods  anil  ^egated-'^iiui^.  and  nt^rl.y  went  th^.d^fciAiiX.  .oil'  the 
Stratige?*al^>  ww?  the  ui  [its-  they  bWftighh  t^ji^yrt'-Gocai  oa- Bui  the 

with  them  bt  ■■$&*&  ,#».  grehti  &»*  iU^wfcYcd idl  fur 

anhwig  which  were  sea-kino  f^a|ip,g.  Vond  did  wo  not.  inert  a hc*rraanv  oif  tin*  Cupp, 
of  tie  s.u’p;at  a:  oanoH».»U  which  whaty  and  .*a  dead  calm  of  fourteen  days  jvc^  iltc 
th&p  h$tfj£b^eti  $ff  earnest] y whm  equator  off  the  Madras  cunst  ? and  did  we 
ed  lou^  .apd  hht  #<>  a Water'Sphut  utuf  u -.gifltwl  • of 

with  iii  ns  for 'hands;  a till.  oy»s  timv  rolled  wii.hcs:  r.ltoli  alhaUo^ses  liV  tiiV  . 
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sharks  by  the  score,  and,  most  prized  of  enco  of  my  life  in  a cyclone  in  the  Bay  of 
all,  one  solitary  dolphin?  Did  vve  not  Biscay. 

sail  for  a month  of  nights  through  a phos-  1 had  therefore  been  on  many  seas  be- 
phorescent  sea,  and  behold  in  the  lirrna-  fore  I made  acquaintance  with  the  Allan* 
ment  the  constellations  of  both  hemi-  tic,  and  I must  confess  that,  with  all  my 
spheres  at  once?  voyagings  before  met  I never  recognized 


DISCOT Kfll NO  SKW  COCJ«TKIIvS. 


I have  been  a passenger  in  a Somali 
dims,  ami  tossed  up  with  the  surf  like  a 
sea-weed  on  the  bench  of  Ceylon,  have 
raced  the  porpoises  over  the  bur  at  Durban, 
felt  the  boat  grind  beneath  me  among  the 
breakers  otf  East  London,  and  seen  men 
running  along  Ibe  pier  overhead  with  life* 
saving  apparatus  as  they  saw  our  boat 
dashed  with  the  inroHiug  surf  upon  the 
ix.»ck  face  at  Bourbon.  In  a bark  of  six 
hundred  tons  I ran  the  gauntlet  of  a hur- 
ricane in  the  Mozambique  Channel  when 
crossing  from  Mauritius  to  the  Zulu  war, 
and  on  board  one  of  the  largest  steamers 
of  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  fleet,  hound 
for  India,  I nearly  made  the  last  ex  peri 


the  full  extent  of  the  gulf  that  stretches 
between  the  past  and  the  present  till  I 
crossed  by  the  bridge  to  America.  On 
her  trial  trip  I was  a passenger  on  board 
the  the  most,  beautiful  ship 

atio.it  on  Eastern  seas,  and  in  Isniuilia  Bay 
there  was  the  stately  Orient , at  once  a 
palace  and  a fortress.  And  yet  the  over* 
whelming  •contrast  lietween  the  timid  be* 
ginnVngs  -of 'maritime  advcuture  and  its 
present  superb  development  never  ade- 
quately struck  me  till  T had  felt  the  Ahtskxi 
thrilling  with  her  speed  as  she  scorned  the 
angry  Atlantic,  and  on  I be.  deck  of  the 
Srrria  shared  that  stately  vessel's  lofty 
indifference  to  the  storm. 
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LITTLE  BEL’S  SUPPLEMENT. 

BY  HELEN  HUNT  JACKSON. 


44  TNDEED,  then,  ray  mother,  I’ll  not 

JL  take  the  school  at  Wissan  Bridge 
without  they  promise  me  a supplement. 
It’s  the  worst  school  i’  a’  Prince  Edward 
Island.” 

“I  doubt  but  ye’re  young  to  tackle  wi’ 
them  boys,  Bel,”  replied  the  mother,  gaz- 
ing into  her  daughter’s  face  with  an  intent 
expression,  in  which  it  would  have  been 
hard  to  say  which  predominated,  anxiety 
or  fond  pride.  “I’d  sooner  see  ye  take 
any  other  school  between  this  an’  Char- 
lottetown, an’  no  supplement.” 

“I’m  not  afraid,  my  mother,  but  I’ll 
manage  ’em  well  enough ; but  I’ll  not 
undertake  it  for  the  same  money  as  a de- 
cent school  is  taught:  they’ll  promise  me 
five  pounds  supplement  at  the  end  o’  the 
year,  or  I’ll  not  set  foot  i’  the  place.” 

, “ Maybe  they’ll  not  be  for  givin’  ye  the 
school  at  all  when  they  see  what’s  yer 
youth,”  replied  the  mother,  in  a half-an- 
tagonistic tone.  There  was  a continual 
under  current  between  this  mother  and 
daughter  of  possible  antagonism,  overlain 
and  usually  smothered  out  of  sight  by 
passionate  attachment  on  both  sides. 

Little  Bel  tossed  her  head.  “ Age  is  not 
everything  that  goes  to  the  makkin  o’  a 
teacher,”  she  retorted.  “There’s  Grizzy 
McLeod ; she's  teachin’  at  the  Cove  these 
eight  years,  an’  I’d  shame  her  myself  any 
day  she  likes  wi’  spellin’  an’  the  lines;  an’ 
if  there’s  ever  a boy  in  a school  o’  mine 
that  ’ll  gie  me  a floutin’  answer  such ’s 
I’ve  heard  her  take  by  the  dozen,  I’ll  war- 
rant ye  he’ll  get  a birchin’;  an’  the  trust- 
ees think  there’s  no  teacher  like  Grizzy. 
I’m  not  afraid.” 

“Grizzy  never  had  any  great  school- 
in’ herself,”  replied  her  mother,  proudly. 
“There’s  no  girl  in  all  the  farms  that’s 
had  what  ye’ve  had,  Bel.” 

“It  isn’t  the  schoolin’,  mother,”  retort- 
ed Little  Bel.  “ The  schoolin’ ’s  got  no- 
thin’ to  do  with  it.  I’d  teach  a school 
better  than  Grizzy  McLeod  if  I’d  never 
had  a day’s  schoolin’.” 

“An’  now  if  that's  not  the  talk  of  a 
silly!”  retorted  the  quickly  angered  par- 
ent. “Will  ye  be  tell  in’  me  perhaps, 
then,  that  them  that  can’t  read  theirselves 
is  to  be  set  to  teach  letters  ?” 

Little  Bel  was  too  loyal  at  heart  to  her 
illiterate  mother  to  wound  her  farther  by 

L<3wgh?‘ 


reiterating  her  point.  Throwing  her  arms 
around  her  neck,  and  kissing  her  warmly, 
she  exclaimed:  “Eh,  my  mother,  it’s  not 
a silly  that  ye  could  ever  have  for  a child, 
wi’  that  clear  head,  and  the  wise  tilings 
always  said  to  us  from  the  time  we’re  in 
our  cradles.  Ye’ve  never  a child  that’s  so 
clever  as  ye  are  yerself.  I didn’t  mean 
just  what  I said:  ye  must  know  surely: 
only  that  the  schoolin’  part  is  the  smallest 
part  o’  the  keepin’  a school.” 

“An’  I’ll  never  give  in  to  such  non- 
sense as  that  either,”  said  the  mother,  only 
half  mollified.  “Ye  can  ask  yer  father, 
if  ye  like,  if  it  stands  not  to  reason  that 
the  more  a teacher  knows,  the  more  he 
can  teach.  He’ll  take  the  conceit  out  o’ 
ye  better  than  I can.”  And  good  Isabel- 
la McDonald  turned  angrily  away,  and 
drummed  on  the  window-pane  with  her 
knitting-needles  to  relieve  her  nervous 
discomfort  at  this  slight  passage  at  arms 
with  her  best-beloved  daughter. 

Little  Bel’s  face  flushed,  and  with  com- 
pressed lips  she  turned  silently  to  the  lit- 
tle oaken-framed  looking-glass  that  hung 
so  high  on  the  wall  she  could  but  just 
see  her  chin  in  it.  As  she  slowly  tied 
her  pink  bonnet  strings  she  grew  happier. 

In  truth,  she  would  have  been  a maiden 
hard  to  console  if  the  face  that  looked  back 
at  her  from  the  quaint  oak  leaf  and  acorn 
wreath  had  not  comforted  her  inmost 
soul,  and  made  her  again  at  peace  with 
herself.  And  as  the  mother  looked  on  she 
too  was  comforted,  and  in  five  minutes 
more,  when  Little  Bel  was  ready  to  say 
good-by,  they  flung  their  arms  around 
each  other,  and  embraced  and  kissed,  and 
the  daughter  said:  “Good-by  t’ye  now, 
my  mother.  Wish  me  well,  an’  ye’ll  see 
that  I get  it — supplement  an’  all, ’’she  add- 
ed, slyly.  And  the  mother  said,  “Good 
luck  t’ye,  child;  an’  it’s  luck  to  them  that 
gets  ye.”  And  that  was  the  way  quarrels 
always  ended  between  Isabella  McDonald 
and  her  oldest  daughter. 

The  oldest  daughter,  and  yet  only  just 
turned  of  twenty,  and  there  were  eight 
children  younger  than  she  and  one  older. 
This  is  the  way  among  the  Scotch  farming 
folk  in  Prince  Edward  Island.  Children 
come  tumbling  into  the  world  like  rabbits 
in  a pen,  and  have  to  scramble  for  a liv- 
ing almost  as  soon  and  as  hard  as  the  rab- 
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bits.  It  is  a narrow  life  they  lead,  and 
full  of  hardships  and  deprivations,  but  it 
has  its  compensations.  Sturdy  virtues  in 
sturdy  bodies  come  of  it — the  sort  of  virtue 
made  by  the  straitest  Calvinism,  and  the 
sort  of  body  made  out  of  oatmeal  and  milk. 

It  seemed  but  a few  years  ago  that  John 
McDonald  had  wooed  and  won  Isabella  Mc- 
Intosh— wooed  her  with  difficulty  in  the 
bosom  of  her  family  of  six  brothers  and  five 
sisters,  and  won  her  triumphantly  in  spite 
of  the  open  and  contemptuous  opposition 
of  each  one  of  the  five  sisters.  For  John 
himself  was  one  of  seven  in  his  father’s 
home,  and  whoever  married  John  must  go 
there  to  live,  to  be  only  a daughter  in  a mo- 
ther-in-law’s house,  and  take  a daughter’s 
share  of  the  brunt  of  everything.  “And 
nothing  to  be  got  except  a living,  and  it 
was  a poor  living  the  McDonald  farm  gave 
beside  the  McIntosh,”  the  McIntosh  sisters 
said.  And,  moreover:  “The  saint  did  not 
live  that  could  get  on  with  John  McDon- 
ald’s mother.  That  was  what  had  made 
him  the  silent  fellow  he  was,  always  being 
told  by  his  mother  to  hold  his  tongue  and 
have  done  speaking;  and  a fine  pepper- 
pot there’d  be  when  Isabella’s  hasty  tongue 
and  temper  were  flung  into  that  batch !” 

There  was  no  gainsaying  all  this.  Nev- 
ertheless Isabella  married  John,  went  home 
with  him  into  his  father’s  house,  put  her 
shoulder  against  her  spoke  in  the  family 
wheel,  and  did  her  best.  And  when,  ten 
years  later,  as  reward  of  her  affectionate 
trust  and  patience,  she  found  herself  sole 
mistress  of  the  McDonald  farm,  she  did 
not  feel  herself  ill  paid.  The  old  father 
and  mother  were  dead, two  sisters  had  died 
and  two  had  married,  and  the  two  sons  had 
gone  to  the  States  to  seek  better  fortunes 
than  were  to  be  made  on  Prince  Edward 
Island.  John,  as  eldest  son,  had,  according 
to  the  custom  of  the  island,  inherited  the 
farm,  and  Mrs.  Isabella,  confronting  her 
three  still  unmarried  sisters,  was  able  at 
last  triumphantly  to  refute  their  still  re- 
sentfully remembered  objections  to  her 
choice  of  a husband. 

“An’  did  ye  suppose  I did  not  all  the 
time  know  that  it  was  to  this  it  was  sure 
to  come,  soon  or  late  ?”  she  said,  with  jus- 
tifiable complacency.  “ It’s  a good  thing 
to  have  a house  o’  one’s  own  an’  an  estate. 
An’  the  linen  that’s  in  the  house ! I’ve  no 
need  to  turn  a hand  to  the  flax-wheel  for 
ten  years  if  I’ve  no  mind.  An’  ye  can 
all  bide  your  times,  an’  see  what  John  ’ll 
make  o’  the  farm,  now  he’s  got  where  he 


can  have  things  his  own  way.  His  father 
was  always  set  against  anything  that  was 
new,  an’  the  place  is  run  down  shameful ; 
but  John  ’ll  bring  it  up;  an’  I’m  not  an 
old  woman  yet.” 

This  last  was  the  unkindest  phrase  Mrs. 
John  McDonald  permitted  herself  to  use. 
There  was  a rebound  in  it  which  told  on 
the  McIntosh  sisters,  for  they,  many  years 
older  than  she,  were  already  living  on  tol- 
erance in  their  father’s  house,  where  their 
oldest  brother  and  his  wife  ruled  things 
with  an  iron  hand.  All  hopes  of  a hus- 
band and  a home  of  their  own  had  quite 
died  out  of  their  spinster  bosoms,  and  they 
would  not  have  been  human  had  they  not 
secretly  and  grievously  envied  the  come- 
ly, blooming  Isabella  her  husband,  chil- 
dren, and  home. 

But,  with  all  this,  it  was  no  play-day  life 
that  Mrs.  Isabella  had  led.  At  the  very 
best,  and  with  the  best  of  farms,  Prince 
Edward  Island  farming  is  no  high-road 
to  fortune;  only  a living,  and  that  of  the 
plainest,  is  to  be  made;  and  when  children 
comeat  the  rate  of  ten  in  twenty- two  years, 
it  is  but  a small  showing  that  the  farmer’s 
bank  account  makes  at  the  end  of  that 
time.  There  is  no  margin  for  fineries, 
luxuries,  small  ambitions  of  any  kind. 
Isabella  had  her  temptations  in  these  direc- 
tions, but  John  was  firm  as  a rock  in  with- 
standing them.  If  he  had  not  been,  there 
would  never  have  been  this  story  to  tell  of 
his  Little  Bel’s  school-teaching,  for  there 
would  never  have  been  money  enough  in 
the  bank  to  have  given  her  two  years* 
schooling  in  Charlottetown,  the  best  the 
little  city  afforded,  “and  she  boardin’  all 
the  time  like  a lady,”  said  the  severe  McIn- 
tosh aunts,  who  disapproved  of  all  such 
wide-flying  ambitions,  which  made  women 
discontented  with  and  unfitted  for  farm- 
ing life. 

Little  Bel  had,  indeed,  even  before  the 
Charlottetown  schooling,  had  a far  bet- 
ter chance  than  her  mother;  for  in  her 
mother’s  day  there  was  no  free  school  in 
the  island;  and  in  families  of  ten  and 
twelve  it  was  only  a turn  and  turn  about 
that  the  children  had  at  school.  Since 
the  free  schools  had  been  established 
many  a grown  man  and  woman  had  sigh- 
ed enviously  at  the  better  luck  of  the 
youngsters  under  the  new  regime.  No 
excuse  now  for  the  poorest  mau’s  children 
not  knowing  how  to  read  and  write,  and 
more;  and  if  they  chose  to  keep  on,  no- 
thing to  hinder  their  dipping  into  studies 
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of  which  their  parents  never  heard  so 
much  as  the  names. 

And  this  was  not  the  only  better  chance 
which  Little  Bel  had  had.  John  McDon- 
ald’s farm  joined  the  lands  of  the  manse ; 
his  house  was  a short  mile  from  the  manse 
itself;  and  by  a bit  of  good  fortune  for 
Little  Bel  it  happened  that  just  as  she 
was  growing  into  girlhood  there  came  a 
new  minister  to  the  manse:  a young  man 
from  Halifax  with  a young  bride,  the 
daughter  of  an  officer  in  the  Halifax 
garrison,  gentle-folks  both  of  them,  but 
single-hearted  and  full  of  fervor  in  their 
work  for  the  souls  of  the  plain  farming 
people  given  into  their  charge.  And 
both  Mr.  Allan  and  Mrs.  Allan  had  caught 
sight  of  Little  Bel’s  face  on  their  first 
Sunday  in  church,  and  Mrs.  Allan  had 
traced  to  her  a flute-like  voice  she  had 
detected  in  the  Sunday-school  singing; 
and  before  long,  to  Isabella’s  great  but 
unspoken  pride,  the  child  had  been  “bid- 
den to  the  manse  for  the  minister’s  wife 
to  hear  her  sing,”  and  from  that  day  there 
was  a new  vista  in  Little  Bel’s  life. 

Her  voice  was  sweet  as  a lark’s  and  as 
pure,  and  her  passionate  love  for  music  a 
gift  in  itself.  “It  would  be  a sin  not  to 
cultivate  it, ’’said  Mrs.  Allan  to  her  hus- 
band, “even  if  she  never  sees  another 
piano  than  mine,  nor  had  any  other  time 
in  her  life  except  these  few  years  to  enjoy 
it:  she  will  always  have  had  these:  and 
nothing  can  separate  her  from  her  voice.” 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  when,  at 
sixteen,  Little  Bel  went  to  Charlottetown 
for  her  final  two  years  of  study  at  the 
High  School,  she  played  almost  as  well 
as  Mrs.  Allan  herself,  and  sang  far  bet- 
ter. And  in  all  Isabella  McDonald’s  day- 
dreams of  the  child’s  future,  vague  or 
minute,  there  was  one  feature  never  left 
out.  The  “good  husband”  coming  al- 
ways was  to  be  a man  who  could  “give 
her  a piano.” 

In  Charlottetown  Bel  found  no  such 
friend  as  Mrs.  Allan,  but  she  had  a young 
school-mate  who  had  a piano,  and — poor 
short-sighted  creature  that  she  was,  Bel 
thought — hated  the  sight  of  it,  detested  to 
practice,  and  shed  many  a tear  over  her 
lessons.  This  girl’s  parents  were  thank- 
ful to  see  their  daughter  impressed  by 
Bel’s  enthusiasm  for  music;  and  so  well 
did  the  clever  girl  play  her  cards  that,  be- 
fore she  had  been  six  months  in  the  place, 
she  was  installed  as  music  teacher  to  her 
own  school-fellow,  earning  thereby  not 
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only  money  enough  to  buy  the  few  clothes 
she  needed,  but  what  to  her  was  better 
than  money,  the  privilege  of  the  use  of 
the  piano  an  hour  a day. 

So  when  she  went  home,  at  the  end  of 
the  two  years,  she  had  lost  nothing ; in  fact, 
had  made  substantial  progress;  and  her 
old  friend  and  teacher,  Mrs.  Allan,  was  as 
proud  as  she  was  astonished  when  she 
first  heard  her  play  and  sing.  Still  more 
astonished  was  she  at  the  forceful  char- 
acter the  girl  had  developed.  She  went 
away  a gentle,  loving,  clinging  child,  her 
nature,  like  her  voice,  belonging  to  the  or- 
der of  birds — bright,  flitting,  merry,  con- 
fiding. She  returned  a woman,  still  lov- 
ing, still  gentle  in  her  manner,  but  with 
a new  poise  in  her  bearing,  a resoluteness, 
a fire,  of  which  her  first  girlhood  had  given 
no  suggestion.  It  was  strange  to  see  how 
similar  yet  unlike  were  the  comments 
made  on  her  in  the  manse  and  in  the 
farm-house  by  the  two  couples  most  inter- 
ested in  her  welfare. 

“It  is  wonderful,  Robert,”  said  Mrs. 
Allan  to  her  husband,  “ how  that  girl  has 
changed,  and  yet  not  changed.  It  is  the 
music  that  has  lifted  her  up  so;  what  a 
glorious  thing  is  a real  passion  for  any 
art  in  a human  soul ! But  she  can  never 
live  here  among  these  people.  I must 
take  her  to  Halifax.” 

“No,”  said  Mr.  Allan.  “Her  work 
will  be  here.  She  belongs  to  her  people 
in  heart  all  the  same.  She  will  not  be 
discontented.” 

“Husband,  I’m  doubtin’  if  we’ve  done 
the  right  thing  by  the  child  after  a’,”  said 
the  mother,  tearfully,  to  the  father,  at  the 
end  of  the  first  evening  after  Bel’s  return. 
“She’s  got  the  ways  o’  the  city  on  her, 
an’  she  carries  herself  as  if  she’d  be  teach- 
in’  the  minister  his  own  self.  I doubt  but 
she'll  feel  herself  strange  i’  the  house.” 

“Never  you  fash  yourself,”  replied 
Donald.  “The  girl’s  got  her  head,  that’s 
a’.  But  her  heart’s  i’  the  right  place. 
Ye’ll  see  she’ll  put  her  strength  to  what- 
ever there’s  to  be  done.  She’ll  be  a mas- 
ter-hand at  teacliin’,  I’ll  wager!” 

“You  always  did  think  she  was  perfec- 
tion,” replied  the  mother,  in  a crisp  but 
not  ill-natured  tone,  “an’  I’m  not  gain- 
sayin’  that  she’s  not  as  near  it  as  is  often 
seen ; but  I’m  main  uneasy  to  see  her  car- 
ryin’  herself  so  positive.” 

If  John  thought  in  his  heart  that  Bel 
had  come  through  direct  heredity  on  the 
maternal  side  by  this  “carry in’  herself  so 
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positive,”  he  knew  better  than  to  say  so, 
and  his  only  reply  was  a good-natured 
laugh,  with : 4 4 You’ll  see ! I’m  not  afraid. 
She’s  a good  child,  an’  always  was.” 

Bel  passed  her  examination  triumph- 
antly, and  got  the  Wissan  Bridge  school; 
but  she  got  only  a contingent  promise  of 
the  five-pound  supplement.  It  went  sore- 
ly against  her  will  to  waive  this  point. 
Very  keenly  Mr.  Allan,  who  was  on  the 
Examining  Board,  watched  her  face  as  she 
modestly  yet  firmly  pressed  it. 

The  trustees  did  not  deny  that  the 
Wissan  Bridge  school  was  a difficult  and 
unruly  one ; that  to  manage  it  well 
was  worth  more  money  than  the  ordi- 
nary school  salaries.  The  question  was 
whether  this  very  young  lady  could  man- 
age it  at  all;  and  if  she  failed,  as  the  last 
incumbent  had  — failed  egregiously,  too: 
the  school  had  broken  up  in  riotous  con- 
fusion before  the  end  of  the  year — the 
canny  Scotchmen  of  the  School  Board  did 
not  wish  to  be  pledged  to  pay  that  extra 
five  pounds.  The  utmost  Bel  could  ex- 
tract from  them  was  a promise  that  if  at 
the  end  of  the  year  her  teaching  had 
proved  satisfactory,  the  five  pounds  should 
be  paid.  More  they  would  not  say ; and 
after  a short,  sharp  struggle  with  herself, 
Bel  accepted  the  terms;  but  she  could  not 
restrain  a farewell  shot  at  the  trustees  as 
she  turned  to  go.  44  I’m  as  sure  o’  my 
five  pounds  as  if  ye’d  promised  it  down- 
right, sirs.  I shall  keep  ye  a good  school 
at  Wissan  Bridge.” 

44  We’ll  make  it  guineas,  then,  Miss 
Bel,”  cried  Mr.  Allan,  enthusiastically, 
looking  at  his  colleagues,  who  nodded 
their  heads,  and  said,  laughing,  “Yes, 
guineas  it  is.” 

44  And  guineas  it  will  be,”  retorted  Lit- 
tle Bel,  as  with  cheeks  like  peonies  she 
left  the  room. 

44  Egad  but  she’s  a fine  spirit  o’  her  ain, 
an’  as  bonnie  a face  as  I’ve  seen  since  I 
remember,”  cried  old  Mr.  Dalgetty,  the 
senior  member  of  the  board,  and  the  one 
hardest  to  please.  44  I’d  not  mind  bein’  a 
pupil  at  Wissan  Bridge  school  the  cornin’ 
term  myself,”  and  he  gave  an  old  man’s 
privileged  chuckle  as  he  looked  at  his  col- 
leagues. “But  she’s  over-young  for  the 
work — over-young.  ” 

“She’ll  do  it,”  said  Mr.  Allan,  confi- 
dently. 44  Ye  need  have  no  fear.  My  wife’s 
had  the  training  of  the  girl  since  she  was 
little.  She’s  got  the  best  o’  stuff  in  her. 
She’ll  do  it” 
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Mr.  Allan’s  prediction  was  fulfilled. 
Bel  did  it.  But  she  did  it  at  the  cost  of 
harder  work  than  even  she  had  antici- 
pated. If  it  had  not  been  for  her  music 
she  would  never  have  pulled  through 
with  the  boys  of  Wissan  Bridge.  By  her 
music  she  tamed  them.  The  young  Mar- 
syas  himself  never  piped  to  a wilder  set 
of  creatures  than  the  uncouth  lads  and 
young  men  that  sat  in  wide-eyed,  wide- 
mouthed astonishment  listening  to  the 
first  song  their  pretty  young  school-mis- 
tress sang  for  them.  To  have  singing  ex- 
ercises part  of  the  regular  school  routine 
was  a new  thing  at  Wissan  Bridge.  It 
took  like  wild-fire:  and  when  Little  Bel, 
shrewd  and  diplomatic  as  a statesman,  in- 
vited the  two  oldest  and  worst  boys  in  the 
school  to  come  Wednesday  and  Saturday 
afternoons  to  her  boarding-place  to  prac- 
tice singing  with  her  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  the  piano,  so  as  to  be  able  to  help 
her  lead  the  rest,  her  sovereignty  was  es- 
tablished. They  were  not  conquered,  they 
were  con  verted— -a  far  surer  and  more  last- 
ing process.  Neither  of  them  would,  from 
that  day  out,  have  been  guilty  of  an  act, 
word,  or  look  to  annoy  her,  any  more 
than  if  they  had  been  rival  lovers  suing1 
for  her  hand.  As  Bel’s  good  luck  would 
have  it — and  Bel  was  bom  to  good  luck ; 
there  is  no  denying  it — one  of  these  boys 
had  a good  tenor  voice,  the  other  a fine 
barytone;  had  both,  in  their  rough  way, 
been  singers  all  their  lives,  and  were 
lovers  of  music. 

44  That  was  more  than  half  the  battle, 
my  mother,”  confessed  Bel,  when,  at  the 
end  of  the  first  term,  she  was  at  home  for  a 
few  days,  and  was  recounting  her  experi- 
ences. 44  Except  for  the  singin’,  I’d  never 
have  got  Archie  McLeod  under,  nor  Sandy 
Stairs  either.  I doubt  they’d  have  been 
too  many  for  me.  But  now  they’re  like 
two  more  teachers  to  the  fore.  I’d  leave 
the  school-room  to  them  for  a day,  an’  not 
a lad ’d  dare  stir  in  his  seat  without  their 
leave.  I call  them  my  constables;  an’  I’m 
teaching  them  a small  bit  of  chemistry  out 
o’  school  hours,  too,  an’  that’s  a hold  on 
them.  They’ll  see  me  out  safe;  an’  I’m 
thinkin’  I’ll  owe  them  a bit  part  o’  the  five 
guineas  when  I get  it,”  she  added,  reflect- 
ively. 

“ The  minister  says  ye’re  sure  of  it,”  re- 
plied her  mother.  “He  says  ye’ve  the 
best  school  a’ready  in  all  his  circuit.  I 
don’t  know  how  ever  ye  come  to’t  so 
quick,  child.”  And  Isabella  McDonald 
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smiled  wistfully,  spite  of  all  her  pride  in 
her  clever  bairn. 

44  Ye  see,  then,  what  he’ll  say  after  the 
examination  at  New-Year’s,”  gleefully  re- 
plied Bel,  4 ‘if  he  thinks  the  school  is  so 
good  now.  It  ’ll  be  twice  as  good  then ; an’ 
such  singin’  as  was  never  heard  before  in 
any  school-house  on  the  island,  I’ll  war- 
rant me.  I’m  to  have  the  piano  over  for 
the  day  to  the  school-house.  Archie  and 
Sandy  ’ll  move  it  in  a big  wagon,  to  save 
me  payin’  for  the  cartin’ ; an’  I’m  to  pay  a 
half-pound  for  the  use  of  it  if  it’s  not  hurt 
— a dear  bargain,  but  she’d  not  let  it  go  a 
shilling  less.  And,  to  be  sure,  there  is  the 
risk  to  be  counted.  An’  she  knew  I’d  have 
it  if  it  had  been  twice  that;  but  I got  it 
out  of  her  for  that  price.  She  was  to  let 
me  have  all  the  school  over  twice  a week 
for  two  months  before,  to  practice.  So  it’s 
not  too  dear.  Ye’ll  see  what  ye’ll  hear 
then.” 

It  had  been  part  of  Little  Bel’s  good  luck 
that  she  had  succeeded  in  obtaining  board 
in  the  only  family  in  the  village  which 
had  the  distinction  of  owning  a piano ; and, 
by  paying  a small  sum  extra,  she  had  ob- 
tained the  use  of  this  piano  for  an  hour 
each  day — the  best  investment  of  Little 
Bel’s  life,  as  the  sequel  showed. 

It  was  a bitter  winter  on  Prince  Ed- 
ward Island.  By  New-Year’s  time  the 
roads  were  many  of  them  well-nigh  im- 
passable with  snow.  Fierce  winds  swept 
to  and  fro,  obliterating  by  noon  tracks 
which  had  been  clear  in  the  morning;  and 
nobody  went  abroad  if  he  could  help  it. 
New-Year’s  Day  opened  fiercest  of  all,  with 
scurries  of  snow,  lowering  sky,  and  a wind 
that  threatened  to  be  a gale  before  night. 
But,  for  all  that,  the  tying  posts  behind  the 
Wissan  Bridge  school-house  were  crowded 
full  of  steaming  horses  under  buff  alo- robes, 
which  must  stamp  and  paw  and  shiver,  and 
endure  the  day  as  best  they  might,  while 
the  New-Year's  examination  went  on.  Ev- 
erybody had  come.  The  fame  of  the  sing- 
ingof  the  Wissan  Bridge  school  had  spread 
far  and  near,  and  it  had  been  whispered 
about  that  there  was  to  be  a 44  piece”  sung 
which  was  finer  than  anything  ever  sung 
in  the  Charlottetown  churches. 

The  school-house  was  decorated  with 
evergreens — pine  and  spruce.  The  New- 
Year's  Day  having  fallen  on  a Monday, 
Little  Bel  had  had  a clear  working-day 
on  the  Saturday  previous,  and  her  faith- 
ful henchmen,  Archie  and  Sandy,  had 
been  busy  every  evening  for  a week  draw- 

Digitized  by  Google 


ing  the  boughs  on  their  sleds,  and  piling 
them  up  in  the  yard.  The  teacher’s  desk 
had  been  removed,  and  in  its  place  stood 
the  shining  red  mahogany  piano — a new 
and  wonderful  sight  to  many  eyes  there. 

All  was  ready,  the  room  crowded  full, 
and  the  Board  of  Trustees  not  yet  arrived. 
There  sat  their  three  big  arm-chairs  on 
the  raised  platform,  empty — a depressing 
and  perplexing  sight  to  Little  Bel,  who, 
in  her  brief  blue  merino  gown,  with  a 
knot  of  pink  ribbon  at  her  throat,  and  a 
roll  of  white  paper  (her  schedule  of  exer- 
cises) in  her  hand,  stood  on  the  left  hand 
of  the  piano,  her  eyes  fixed  expectantly  on 
the  doors.  The  minutes  lengthened  out 
into  a quarter  of  an  hour,  half  an  hour. 
Anxiously  Bel  consulted  with  her  father 
what  should  be  done. 

“The  roads  are  something  fearfu’, 
child,”  he  replied;  “we  must  make  big 
allowance  for  that.  They’re  sure  to  be 
cornin’,  at  least  some  one  o’  them.  It 
was  never  known  that  they  failed  on  the 
New-Year’s  examination,  an’  it  would 
seem  a sore  disrespect  to  begin  without 
them  here.” 

Before  he  had  finished  speaking  there 
was  heard  a merry  jingling  of  bells  out- 
side, dozens  and  dozens  it  seemed,  and 
hilarious  voices  and  laughter,  and  the 
snorting  of  overdriven  horses,  and  the 
stamping  of  feet,  and  more  voices  and 
more  laughter.  Everybody  looked  in  his 
neighbor’s  face.  What  sounds  were  these? 
Who  ever  heard  a sober  School  Board  ar- 
rive in  such  fashion  as  this  ? But  it  was 
the  School  Board— -nothing  less:  a good 
deal  more,  however.  Little  Bel’s  heart 
sank  within  her  as  she  saw  the  foremost 
figure  entering  the  room.  What  evil  des- 
tiny had  brought  Sandy  Bruce  in  the 
character  of  school  visitor  that  day  ? — San- 
dy Bruce,  retired  school-teacher  himself, 
superintendent  of  the  hospital  in  Char- 
lottetown, road -master,  ship-owner,  ex- 
ciseman—Sandy  Bruce,  whose  sharp  and 
unexpected  questions  had  been  known  to 
floor  the  best  of  scholars  and  upset  the 
plans  of  the  best  of  teachers.  Yes,  here 
he  was,  Sandy  Bruce  himself ; and  it  was 
his  fierce  little  Norwegian  ponies,  with 
their  silver  bells  and  fur  collars,  the  ad- 
miration of  all  Charlottetown,  that  had 
made  such  a clatter  and  stamping  out- 
side, and  were  still  keeping  it  up,  for  ev- 
ery time  they  stirred  the  bells  tinkled  like 
a peal  of  chimes.  And,  woe  upon  woe, 
behind  him  came,  not  Bel’s  friend  and 
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pastor,  Mr.  Allan,  but  the  crusty  old  Dal- 
getty,  whose  doing  it  had  been  a year  be- 
fore, as  Bel  very  well  knew,  that  the  five- 
pound  supplement  had  been  only  condi- 
tionally promised. 

Conflicting  emotions  turned  Bel’s  face 
scarlet  as  she  advanced  to  meet  them ; the 
most  casual  observer  could  not  have  fail- 
ed to  see  that  dismay  predominated,  and 
Sandy  Bruce  was  no  casual  observer;  no- 
thing escaped  his  keen  glance  and  keener 
intuition ; and  it  was  almost  with  a wick- 
ed twinkle  in  his  little  hazel  eyes  that  he 
said,  still  shaking  off  the  snow,  stamping 
and  puffing : “Eh,  but  ye  were  not  lookin’ 
for  me,  teacher!  The  minister  was  sent 
for  to  go  to  old  Elspie  Breadalbane,  who’s 
dyin’  the  morn ; and  I happened  by  as  he 
was  startin’,  an’  he  made  me  promise  to 
come  i’  his  place;  an’  I picked  up  my 
friend  Dalgetty  here  a few  miles  back, 
wi’  his  horse  flounderin’  i’  the  drifts. 
Except  for  me,  ye’d  ha’  had  no  board  at 
all  here  to-day,  so  I hope  ye’ll  give  me 
no  bad  welcome.” 

As  he  spoke  he  was  studying  her  face, 
where  the  color  came  and  went  like  waves ; 
not  a thought  in  the  girl’s  heart  he  did 
not  read.  “Poor  little  lassie!”  he  was 
thinking  to  himself.  “She’s  shaking  in 
her  shoes  with  fear  o’  me.  I’ll  not  put 
her  out.  She’s  a dainty  blossom  of  a girl. 
What’s  kept  her  from  being  trodden  down 
by  these  Wissan  Bridge  racketers,  I’d  like 
to  know  ?” 

But  when  he  seated  himself  on  the  plat- 
form, and  took  his  first  look  at  the  rows  of 
pupils  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  he  was 
near  starting  with  amazement.  The  Wis- 
san Bridge  “racketers,”  as  he  had  men- 
tally called  them,  were  not  to  be  seen. 
Very  well  he  knew  many  of  them  by 
sight,  for  his  shipping  business  called  him 
often  to  Wissan  Bridge,  and  this  was  not 
the  first  time  he  had  been  inside  the  school- 
house,  which  had  been  so  long  the  dread 
and  terror  of  school  boards  and  teachers 
alike.  A puzzled  frown  gathered  between 
Sandy  Bruce’s  eyebrows  as  he  gazed. 

“What  has  happened  to  the  young- 
sters, then  ? — have  they  all  been  convarted 
i’  this  twelvemonth  ?”  he  was  thinking. 
And  the  flitting  perplexed  thought  did 
not  escape  the  observation  of  John  McDon- 
ald, who  was  as  quick  a reader  of  faces  as 
Sandy  himself,  and  had  been  by  no  means 
free  from  anxiety  for  his  Little  Bel  when 


he  saw  the  redoubtable  visage  of  the  ex- 
ciseman appear  in  the  doorway. 
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“He’s  takin’  it  in  quick  the  way  the 
bairn’s  got  them  a’  in  hand,”  thought 
John.  “ If  only  she  can  hold  hersel’  cool 
now !” 

No  danger.  Bel  was  not  the  one  to  lose 
a battle  by  appearing  to  quail  in  the  out- 
set, however  clearly  she  might  see  herself 
outnumbered.  And  sympathetic  and  ea- 
ger glances  from  her  constables,  Archie 
and  Sandy,  told  her  that  they  were  all 
ready  for  the  fray.  These  glances  Sandy 
Bruce  chanced  to  intercept,  and  they 
heightened  his  bewilderment.  To  Archie 
McLeod  he  was  by  no  means  a stranger, 
having  had  occasion  more  than  once  to 
deal  with  him,  boy  as  he  was,  for  compli- 
cations with  riotous  misdoings.  He  had 
happened  to  know,  also,  that  it  was  Archie 
McLeod  who  had  been  head  and  front  of 
the  last  year’s  revolt  in  the  school,  the 
one  boy  that  no  teacher  hitherto  had 
been  able  to  control.  And  here  stood 
Archie  McLeod,  rising  in  his  place,  leader 
of  the  form,  glancing  down  on  the  boys 
around  him  with  the  eye  of  a general, 
watching  the  teacher’s  eye,  meanwhile,  as 
a dog  watches  for  his  master’s  signal. 

And  the  orderly  yet  alert  and  joyously 
eager  expression  of  the  whole  school — it 
had  so  much  the  look  of  a miracle  to  Saudy 
Bruce’s  eye  that,  not  having  been  for  years 
accustomed  to  the  restraint  of  the  tech- 
nical official  dignity  of  school  visitor,  he 
was  on  the  point  of  giving  a loud  whistle 
of  astonishment.  Luckily  recollecting 
himself  in  time,  he  smothered  the  whistle, 
and  the  “Whew ! what’s  all  this  ?”  which 
had  been  on  his  tongue’s  end,  in  a vigor- 
ous and  unnecessary  blowing  of  his  nose. 
And  before  that  was  over,  and  his  eyes 
well  wiped,  there  stood  the  whole  school 
on  their  feet  before  him,  and  the  room 
ringing  with  such  a chorus  as  was  never 
heard  in  a Prince  Edward  Island  school- 
room before.  This  completed  his  bewil- 
derment, and  swallowed  it  up  in  delight. 

If  Sandy  Bruce  had  an  overmastering 
passion  in  his  rugged  nature,  it  was  for 
music.  To  the  sound  of  the  bagpipes  he 
had  often  said  he  would  march  to  death, 
and  “not  know  it  for  dyin’.”  The  drum 
and  the  fife  could  draw  him  as  quickly  now 
as  when  he  was  a boy,  and  sweet  singing 
of  a woman’s  voice  was  all  the  token  he 
wanted  of  the  certainty  of  heaven  and  the 
existence  of  angels. 

When  Little  Bel’s  clear,  flute-like  so- 
prano notes  rang  out,  carrying  along  the 
fifty  young  voices  she  led,  Sandy  jumped 
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up  on  his  feet,  waving  his  hand,  in  a sud- 
den heat  of  excitement,  right  and  left,  and 
looking  swiftly  all  about  him  on  the  plat- 
form, he  said,  “It’s  not  sittin’  we’ll  take 
such  welcome  as  this,  my  neebors !”  Each 
man  and  woman  there,  catching  the  quick 
contagion,  rose,  and  it  was  a tumultuous 
crowd  of  glowing  faces  that  pressed  for- 
ward around  the  piano  as  the  singing 
went  on — fathers,  mothers,  rustics,  all ; 
and  the  children,  pleased  and  astonished, 
sang  better  than  ever ; and  when  the  cho- 
rus was  ended,  it  was  some  minutes  before 
all  was  quiet. 

Many  things  had  been  settled  in  that 
few  minutes.  John  McDonald’s  heart 
was  at  rest.  “The  music  *11  carry  a’  be- 
fore it,  no  matter  if  they  do  make  a fail- 
ure here  an’  there,”  he  thought.  “The 
bairn  is  a’  right.”  The  mother’s  heart 
was  at  rest  also. 

“She’s  done  wonders  wi’  ’em — won- 
ders. I doubt  not  but  it  ’ll  go  through  as 
it’s  begun.  Her  face  is  a picture  to  look 
on.  Bless  her  l”  Isabella  was  saying,  be- 
hind her  placid  smile. 

“Eh,  but  she’s  won  her  guineas  out  o’ 
us,”  thought  old  Dalgetty,  ungrudgingly, 
“and  won  ’em  well.” 

“ I don’t  see  why  everybody  is  so  afraid 
of  Sandy  Bruce,”  thought  Little  Bel.  “ He 
looks  as  kind  and  as  pleased  as  my  own 
father.  I don’t  believe  he’ll  ask  any  o’ 
his  botherin’  questions.  ” 

What  Sandy  Bruce  thought,  it  would 
be  hard  to  tell;  nearer  the  truth,  proba- 
bly, to  say  that  his  head  was  in  too  much 
of  a whirl  to  think  anything.  Certain  it 
is  that  he  did  not  ask  any  botherin’  ques- 
tions, but  sat  leaning  forward  on  his  stout 
oaken  staff,  held  firmly  between  his  knees, 
and  did  not  move  for  the  next  hour,  his 
eyes  resting  alternately  on  the  school  and 
on  the  young  teacher,  who,  now  that  her 
first  fright  was  over,  was  conducting  her 
entertainment  with  the  composure  and  dig- 
nity of  an  experienced  instructor. 

The  exercises  were  simple — declama- 
tions, reading  of  selected  compositions,  ex- 
aminations of  the  principal  classes.  At 
short  intervals  came  songs  to  break  the 
monotony.  The  first  one  after  the  open- 
ing chorus  was  “Banks  and  Braes  of 
Bonnie  Doon.”  At  the  first  bars  of  this, 
Sandy  Bruce  could  not  keep  silence,  but 
broke  into  a low  accompaniment  in  a deep 
bass  voice,  untrained  but  sweet. 

“ Ah,”  thought  Little  Bel ; “ what  ’ll  he 
say  to  the  last  one,  I wonder  ?” 
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When  the  time  came  she  found  out.  If 
she  had  chosen  the  arrangement  of  her  mu- 
sic with  full  knowledge  of  Sandy  Bruce's 
preferences,  and  with  the  express  determi- 
nation to  rouse  him  to  a climax  of  enthu- 
siasm, she  could  not  have  done  better. 

When  the  end  of  the  simple  programme 
of  recitations  and  exhibitions  had  been 
reached,  she  came  forward  to  the  edge  of 
the  platform — her  cheeks  were  deep  pink 
now,  and  her  eyes  shone  with  excitement 
—and  said,  turning  to  the  trustees  and 
spectators, 

“We  have  finished  now  all  we  have  to 
show  for  our  year’s  work, and  we  will  close 
our  entertainment  by  singing,  ‘ Scots  wha 
hae  wi’  Wallace  bled.’  ” 

“Ay,  ay!  that  wi’  we!”  shouted  Sandy 
Bruce,  again  leaping  to  his  feet,  and  as  the 
first  of  the  grand  chords  of  that  grand  old 
tune  rang  out  full  and  loud  under  Little 
Bel's  firm  touch,  he  strode  forward  to  the 
piano,  and,  with  a kindly  nod  to  her, 
struck  in  with  the  full  force  of  his  deep 
bass,  like  violoncello  notes,  gathering  up 
all  the  others  and  fusing  them  into  a 
pealing  strain.  It  was  electrifying.  Ev- 
erybody sang.  Old  voices  that  had  not 
sung  for  a quarter  of  a century  or  more 
joined  in.  It  was  a furor.  Dalgetty 
swung  his  tartan  cap;  Sandy  his  hat; 
handkerchiefs  were  waved ; staffs  rang 
on  the  floor.  The  children,  half  fright- 
ened in  spite  of  their  pleasure,  were  quiet- 
er than  their  elders. 

“ Eh,  but  it  was  good  fun  to  see  the  old 
folks  gone  crazy  for  once,”  said  Archie 
McLeod,  in  recounting  the  scene.  “ Now 
if  they’d  get  that  way  oftener,  they’d  not 
be  so  hard  down  on  us  youngsters.” 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  song,  the  first 
thing  Little  Bel  heard  was  Dalgetty’s  pip- 
ing voice  behind  her: 

“And  guineas  it  is,  Miss  McDonald. 
Ye’ve  won  it  fair  an’  square!  Guineas 
it  is !” 

“Eh? — what?  Guineas?  What  is’t 
ye’re  sayin’  ?”  asked  Sandy  Bruce,  his 
eyes  steady  glowing  like  coals,  gazing  at 
Little  Bel. 

“The  supplement,  sir,”  answered  Lit- 
tle Bel,  lifting  her  eyes  roguishly  to  his. 

“Mr.  Dalgetty  thought  I was  too  young 
for  the  school,  an’  he’d  promise  me  no  sup- 
plement till  lie  saw  if  I’d  be  equal  to ’t.” 

This  was  the  sly  Bel’s  little  revenge  on 
Dalgetty,  who  began  confusedly  to  explain 
that  it  was  not  he  any  more  than  the  other 
trustees,  and  he  only  wished  that  they  had 
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all  been  here  to  see,  as  he  had  seen,  how 
finely  the  school  had  been  managed;  but 
nobody  heard  what  he  said,  for  above  all 
the  humming  and  buzzing  and  laughing 
there  came  up  from  the  centre  of  the 
school-room  a reiterated  call  of  “Sirs! 
Trustees!  Mr.  Trustee!  Board!” 

It  was  Archie  McLeod,  standing  up  on 
the  backs  of  two  seats,  waving  a white  pa- 
per,and  trying  frantically  to  make  himself 
heard.  The  face  of  a man  galloping  for 
life  and  death,  coming  up  at  the  last  sec- 
ond with  a reprieve  for  one  about  to  be 
shot,  could  hardly  be  fuller  of  intense 
anxiety  than  was  Archie’s  as  he  waved 
his  paper  and  shouted. 

Little  Bel  gazed  bewilderingly  at  him. 
This  was  not  down  on  her  programme  of 
the  exercises.  What  could  it  be  ? 

As  soon  as  partial  silence  enabled  him 
to  speak,  Archie  proceeded  to  read  a pe- 
tition, setting  forth,  to  the  respected  Board 
of  Trustees,  that  the  undersigned  boys  and 
girls  of  the  Wissan  Bridge  school  did 
hereby  unanimously  request  that  they 
might  have  no  other  teacher  than  Miss 
McDonald,  “as  long  as  she  lived.” 

This  last  clause  had  been  the  cause  of 
bitter  disputingbetween  Arcliieand  Sandy, 
Sandy  insisting  upon  having  it  in,  Archie 
insisting  that  it  was  absurd,  because  they 
would  not  go  to  school  as  long  as  Miss 
McDonald  lived.  “ But  there’s  the  little 
ones, and  the  babies  that  ’ll  be  growin’  up,” 
retorted  Sandy;  “an’  there’ll  never  be 
another  like  her:  I say,  ‘as  long  as  she 
lives’;”  and  as  long  as  she  lives  it  was; 
and  when  Archie,  with  an  unnecessary 
emphasis,  delivered  this  closing  clause  of 
the  petition,  it  was  received  with  a roar  of 
laughter  from  the  platform,  which  made 
him  flush  angrily,  and  say,  with  a vicious 
punch  in  Sandy’s  ribs,  “There;  I told  ye; 
it  spoiled  it  a’.  They’re  fit  to  die  over  it; 
an’  sma’  blame  to  ’em,  ye  silly !” 

But  he  was  re  assured  when  he  heard 
Sandy  Bruce’s  voice  overtopping  the  tu- 
mult with,  “ A vary  sensible  request,  my 
lad,an’I,forone,am  o’yerway  o’  thinkin’.” 

In  which  speech  was  a deeper  signifi- 
cance than  anybody  at  the  time  dreamed. 
In  that  hurly-burly  and  hilarious  confu- 
sion no  one  had  time  to  weigh  words  or 
note  meanings;  but  there  were  some  who 
recalled  it  a few  months  later,  when  they 
were  bidden  to  a wedding  at  the  house 
of  John  McDonald — a wedding  at  which 
Sandy  Bruce  was  groom,  and  Little  Bel 
the  brightest,  most  winsome  of  brides. 


It  was  an  odd  way  that  Sandy  went  to 
work  to  win  her:  his  ways  had  been  odd 
all  his  life — so  odd  that  it  had  long  ago 
been  accepted  in  the  minds  of  the  Charlotte- 
town people  that  he  would  never  find  a 
woman  to  wed  him ; only  now  and  then 
an  unusually  perspicacious  person  divined 
that  the  reason  of  his  bachelorhood  was 
not  at  all  that  women  did  not  wish  to 
wed  him, spite  of  his  odd  ways,  but  that  he 
himself  found  no  woman  exactly  to  his 
taste. 

True  it  was  that  Sandy  Bruce,  aged  for- 
ty, had  never  yet  desired  any  woman  for 
his  wife  till  he  looked  into  the  face  of 
Little  Bel  in  the  Wissan  Bridge  school- 
house.  And  equally  true  was  it  that  be- 
fore the  last  strains  of  “Scots  wha  hae  wi’ 
Wallace  bled”  had  died  away  on  that 
memorable  afternoon  of  her  exhibition  of 
her  school,  he  had  determined  that  his 
wife  she  should  be. 

This  was  the  way  he  took  to  win  her. 
No  one  can  deny  that  it  was  odd. 

There  was  some  talk  between  him  and 
his  temporary  colleague  on  the  School 
Board,  old  Dalgetty,  as  they  drove  home 
together  behind  the  brisk  Norwegian  po- 
nies, and  the  result  of  this  conversation 
was  that  the  next  morning  early — in  fact, 
before  Little  Bel  was  dressed,  so  late  had 
she  been  indulged,  for  once,  in  sleeping, 
after  her  hard  labors  in  the  exhibition  the 
day  before — the  Norwegian  ponies  were 
jingling  their  bells  at  John  McDonald’s 
door;  and  John  himself  might  have  been 
seen,  with  a seriously  puzzled  face,  listen- 
ing to  words  earnestly  spoken  by  Sandy, 
as  he  shook  off  the  snow  and  blanketed 
the  ponies. 

As  the  talk  progressed,  John  glanced 
up  involuntarily  at  Little  Bel’s  window. 
Could  it  be  that  he  sighed  ? At  any  rate, 
there  was  no  regret  in  his  heart  as  he 
shook  Sandy’s  hand  warmly,  and  said, 

4 4 Ye’ve  my  free  consent  to  try ; but  I doubt 
she’s  not  easy  won.  She’s  her  head  now, 
an’  her  ain  way ; but  she’s  a good  lass,  an’ 
a sweet  one.” 

“An’  I need  no  man  to  tell  me  that,” 
said  the  dauntless  Sandy,  as  he  gave  back 
the  hearty  hand-grip  of  his  friend;  “an’ 
she’ll  never  repent  it,  the  longest  day  o’ 
her  life,  if  she’ll  hae  me  for  her  mon ;”  and 
he  strode  into  the  house,  bearing  in  his 
hand  the  five  golden  guineas  which  his 
friend  Dalgetty  had,  at  his  request,  com- 
missioned him  to  pay. 

“Into  her  own  hand,  mind  ye,  mon,” 
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chuckled  Dalgetty,  mischievously.  ‘ ‘ Ye’ll 
not  be  leavin’  it  wi’  the  mither.”  To 
which  sly  satire  Sandy’s  only  reply  was  a 
soft  laugh  and  nod  of  his  head. 

As  soon  as  Little  Bel  crossed  the  thresh- 
old of  the  room  where  Sandy  Bruce  stood 
waiting  for  her,  she  knew  the  errand  on 
which  he  had  come.  It  was  written  in 
his  face.  Neither  could  it  be  truthfully 
said  to  be  a surprise  to  Little  Bel,  for  she 
had  not  been  woman  had  she  failed  to 
recognize  on  the  previous  day  that  the 
rugged  Scotchman’s  whole  nature  had 
gone  out  toward  her  in  a sudden  and 
overmastering  attraction. 

Sandy  looked  at  her  keenly.  “ Eh,  ye 
know’t  a’ready,”  he  said — “the  thing  I 
came  to  say  t’  ye;”  and  he  paused,  still 
eying  her  more  like  a judge  than  a lover. 

Little  Bel  turned  scarlet.  This  was  not 
her  ideal  of  a wooer.  “Know  what,  Mr. 
Bruce?”  she  said,  resentfully.  “How 
should  I know  what  ye  came  to  say?” 

“Tush,  tush,  lass!  dinna  prevaricate,” 
Sandy  began,  his  eyes  gloating  on  her 
lovely  confusion;  “dinna  preteend — ” 
But  the  sweet  blue  eyes  were  too  much  for 
him.  Breaking  down  utterly,  he  tossed 
the  guineas  to  one  side  on  the  table,  and 
stretching  out  both  hands  toward  Bel,  he 
exclaimed, 

“Ye’re  the  sweetest  thing  the  eyes  o’  a 
mon  ever  rested  on,  lass,  an’  I’m  goin’  to 
win  ye  if  ye’ll  let  me;”  and  as  Bel  opened 
her  mouth  to  speak,  he  laid  one  hand, 
quietly  as  a mother  might, across  her  lips, 
and  continued:  “Na,  na!  I’ll  not  let  ye 
speak  yet.  I’m  not  a silly  to  look  for  ye 
to  be  ready  to  say  me  yes  at  this  quick 
askin’ ; but  I’ll  not  let  ye  say  me  nay  nei- 
ther. Ye’ll  not  refuse  me  the  only  thing 
I’m  askin’  the  day,  an’  that’s  that  ye’ll  let 
me  try  to  make  ye  love  me.  Ye’ll  not 
say  nay  to  that,  lass.  I’ll  gie  my  life  to 
it;”  and  now  he  waited  for  an  answer. 

None  came.  Tears  were  in  Bel’s  eyes 
as  she  looked  up  in  his  face.  Twice  she 
opened  her  lips  to  speak,  and  twice  her 
heart  and  the  words  failed  her.  The  tears 
became  drops  and  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 
Sandy  was  dismayed. 

“Ye’re  not  afraid  o’  me,  ye  sweet  thing, 
are  ye?”  h©  gasped  out.  “I’d  not  vex 
ye  for  the  world.  If  ye  bid  me  to  go,  I’d 
£°.” 

“No,  I’m  not  afraid  o’  ye,  Mr.  Bruce,” 
sobbed  Bel.  “I  don’t  know  what  it  is 
makes  me  so  silly.  I’m  not  afraid  o’ 
ye,  though.  But  I was  for  a few  min- 
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utes  yesterday,”  she  added,  archly,  with 
a little  glint  of  a roguish  smile,  which 
broke  through  the  tears  like  an  April  sun 
through  rain,  and  turned  Sandy’s  head  in 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

“Ay,  ay,”  he  said;  “I  minded  it  weel, 
an’  I said  to  myself  then  in  that  first  sight 
I had  o’  yer  face,  that  I’d  not  harm  a 
hair  o’  yer  head.  Oh,  my  little  lass, 
would  ye  na  gie  me  a kiss— just  one — to 
show  ye’re  not  afraid,  and  to  gie  me  leave 
to  try  to  win  ye  out  o’  likin’  into  lovin’  ?” 
he  continued,  drawing  closer  and  bending 
toward  her. 

And  then  a wonderful  thing  happened. 
Little  Bel,  who,  although  she  was  twenty 
years  old,  and  had  by  no  means  been  with- 
out her  admirers,  had  never  yet  kissed  any 
man  but  her  father  and  brothel’s,  put  up 
her  rosy  lips  as  confidingly  as  a little  child, 
to  be  kissed  by  this  strange  wooer,  who 
wooed  only  for  leave  to  woo. 

“ And  if  he’d  only  known  it,  he  might 
ha’  asked  a’  he  wanted  then  as  well  as 
later,”  said  Little  Bel,  honestly  avowing 
the  whole  to  her  mother.  “As  soon  as 
he  put  his  hands  on  me  the  very  heart 
in  me  said  he  was  my  man  for  a’  my  life. 
An’  there’s  no  shame  in  it  that  I can  see. 

If  a man  may  love  that  way  in  the  light- 
ing of  an  eye,  why  may  not  a girl  do  the 
same?  There’s  not  one  kind  o’  heart  i’ 
the  breast  of  a man  an’  another  kind  i’  the 
breast  of  a woman,  as  ever  I heard.”  In 
which  Little  Bel,  in  her  innocence,  was 
wiser  than  people  wiser  than  she. 

And  after  this  there  is  no  need  of  telling 
more — only  a picture  or  two  which  are 
perhaps  worth  sketching  in  few  words. 
One  is  the  expression  which  was  seen  on 
Sandy  Bruce’s  face  one  day,  not  many 
weeks  after  his  first  interview  with  Little 
Bel,  when,  in  reply  to  his  question,  “An’ 
now,  my  own  lass,  what  ’ll  ye  have  for 
your  weddin’  gift  from  me  ? Tell  me  the 
thing  ye  want  most  i’  a’  the  earth,  an’  if 
it’s  in  my  means  ye  shall  have  it  the  day 
ye  gie  me  the  thing  I want  maist  i’  the 
whole  earth.” 

“I’ve  got  it  a’ready,  Sandy,”  said  Lit- 
tle Bel,  taking  his  face  in  her  hands  and 
making  a feint  of  kissing  him,  then  with- 
drawing coquettishly.  Wise,  innocent 
Bel  I Sandy  understood. 

“Ay,  my  lass ; but  next  to  me.  What  s 
the  next  thing  ye’d  have  ?” 

Bel  hesitated.  Even  to  her  wooer’s 
generosity  it  might  seem  a daring  request,, 
the  thing  she  craved. 
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“Tell  me,  lass,”  said  Sandy,  sternly. 
i 1 I’ve  mair  money  than  ye  think.  There’s 
no  lady  in  a’  Charlottetown  can  go  finer 
than  ye  if  ye’ve  a mind.” 

“For  shame,  Sandy !”  cried  Bel.  “ An’ 
you  to  think  it  was  fine  apparel  I’d  be 
askin’!  It’s  a — a” — the  word  refused  to 
leave  her  tongue — “a — piano, Sandy, ’’and 
she  gazed  anxiously  at  him.  “I’ll  never 
ask  ye  for  another  thing  till  the  day  o’ 
my  death,  Sandy,  if  ye'll  gie  me  that.” 

Sandy  shouted  in  delight.  For  a brief 
space  a fear  had  seized  him — of  which  he 
now  felt  shame  indeed — that  his  sweet 
lassie  might  be  about  to  ask  for  jewels  or 
rich  attire,  and  it  would  have  sorely  hurt 
Sandy’s  pride  in  her  had  this  been  so. 

“A  piano!”  he  shouted.  “An’  did  ye 
not  think  I’d  that  a’ready  in  my  mind? 
O’  coorse,  a piano,  an’  every  other  instru- 
ment under  the  skies  that  ye’ll  wish,  my 
lass,  ye  shall  have.  The  more  music  ye 
make,  the  gladder  the  house  ’ll  be.  Is 
there  nothin’  else  ye  want,  lass — nothin’?” 

“Nothing  in  all  this  world,  Sandy,  but 
you  and  a piano,”  replied  Little  Bel. 

The  other  picture  was  on  a New-Year’s 
Day,  just  a twelvemonth  from  the  day 
of  Little  Bel’s  exhibition  in  the  Wissan 
Bridge  school-house.  It  is  a bright  day; 
the  sleighing  is  superb  all  over  the  island; 


and  the  Charlottetown  streets  are  full  of 
gay  sleighs  and  jingling  bells : none  so  gay, 
however,  as  Sandy  Bruce’s,  and  no  bells 
so  merry  as  the  silver  ones  on  his  fierce 
little  Norwegian  ponies,  that  curvet  and 
prance,  and  are  all  their  driver  can  hold. 
Rolled  up  in  furs  to  her  chin,  how  rosy 
and  handsome  looks  Little  Bel  by  her  hus- 
band’s side,  and  how  full  of  proud  con- 
tent is  his  face  as  he  sees  the  people  all 
turning  to  look,  and  to  look,  at  her  beau- 
ty! And  who  is  this  driving  the  Norwe- 
gian ponies?  Who  but  Archie — Archie 
McLeod,  who  has  followed  his  young 
teacher  to  her  new  home,  and  is  to  grow 
up,  under  Sandy  Bruce’s  teachings,  into  a 
sharp  and  successful  man  of  the  shipping 
business. 

And  as  they  turn  a corner  they  come 
near  running  into  another  fur-piled,  swift- 
gliding sleigh,  with  a grizzled  old  head 
looking  out  of  a tartan  hood,  and  eyes 
like  hawks’ — Dalgetty  himself;  and  as 
they  pass,  the  head  nods  and  the  eyes 
laugh,  and  a sharp  voice  cries,  “ Guineas 
it  is!” 

“ Better  than  guineas!”  answered  back 
Mrs.  Sandy  Bruce,  quick  as  a flash ; and 
in  the  same  second  cries  Archie,  from  the 
front  seat,  with  a saucy  laugh,  “And  as 
long  as  she  lives,  Mr.  Dalgetty !’’ 


THE  HOME  ACRE. 

BY  E.  P.  ROE. 

PART  II. 


IT  is  a happy  proof  of  our  civilization 
that  a dwelling-place,  a shelter  from 
sun  and  storm, does  not  constitute  a home. 
Even  the  modest  rooms  of  our  mechanics 
are  not  furnished  with  useful  articles  mere- 
ly ; ornaments  and  pictures  appear  quite  as 
indispensable.  Out-of-doors  the  impulse 
to  beautify  is  even  stronger,  and  usually 
the  purchaser’s  first  effort  is  to  make  his 
place  attractive  by  means  of  trees  and 
shrubs  that  are  more  than  useful— they 
are  essential  because  the  refined  tastes  of 
men  and  women  to-day  demand  them. 

In  my  former  paper  I endeavored  to 
satisfy  this  demand  in  some  degree,  and 
now  will  ask  the  reader’s  attention  to  a 
few  practical  suggestions  in  regard  to 
several  of  the  fruits  which  best  supply  the 
family  need.  We  shall  find,  however, 
that  while  Nature  is  prodigal  in  supply- 
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ing  what  appeals  to  the  palate  and  satis- 
fies hunger,  she  is  also  like  a graceful  host- 
ess who  decks  her  banquet  with  all  the 
beauty  that  she  can  possibly  bestow  upon 
it.  We  can  imagine  that  the  luscious 
fruits  of  the  year  might  have  been  pro- 
duced in  a much  more  prosaic  way.  In- 
deed, we  are  at  a loss  to  decide  which  we 
value  the  more,  the  apple  blossoms  or  the 
apples  which  follow.  Nature  is  not  con- 
tent with  bulk,  flavor,  and  nutriment,  but 
in  the  fruit  itself  so  deftly  pleases  the  eye 
with  every  trick  of  color  and  form  that 
the  hues  and  beauty  of  the  flower  are  oft- 
en surpassed.  We  look  at  a red -cheeked 
apple  or  purple  cluster  of  grapes  hesita- 
tingly, and  are  loath  to  mar  the  exquisite 
shadings  and  perfect  outlines  of  the  ves- 
sel in  which  the  rich  juices  are  served. 
Therefore,  in  stocking  the  acre  with  fruit, 
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the  proprietor  has  not  ceased  to  embellish 
it,  and  should  he  decide  that  fruit  trees 
must  predominate  over  those  grown  for 
shade  and  ornament  only,  he  can  com- 
bine almost  as  much  beauty  as  utility 
with  his  plan. 

All  the  fruits  may  be  set  out  both  in 
the  spring  and  the  fall  seasons,  but  in  our 
latitude  and  northward  I should  prefer 
early  spring  for  strawberries  and  peaches. 
We  have  already  begun  with  this  season, 
and  the  reader  may  still  consider  my  ad- 
vice applicable  to  it. 

By  this  time  we  may  suppose  that  the 
owner  of  the  acre  has  matured  his  plans, 
and  marked  out  the  spaces  designed  for  the 
lawn,  garden,  fruit  trees,  vines,  etc.  Fruit 
trees,  like  shade  trees,  are  not  the  growth 
of  a summer.  Therefore  there  is  natural 
eagerness  to  have  them  in  the  ground  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  they  can  usually  be 
ordered  from  the  same  nursery  and  at 
the  same  time  with  the  ornamental  stock. 
I shall  speak  first  of  apples,  pears,  and 
cherries,  and  I have  been  at  some  pains  to 
secure  the  opinions  of  eminent  horticul- 
turists as  to  the  best  selections  of  these 
fruits  for  the  home  table,  not  for  market. 
When  there  is  a surplus,  however,  there 
will  be  no  difficulty  in  disposing  of  the 
fine  varieties  named. 

The  Hon.  Marshall  P.  Wilder,  the  vet- 
eran president  of  the  American  Porno- 
logical  Society,  writes  as  follows:  “ Here- 
with is  the  selection  I have  made  for 
family  use,  but  I could  put  in  as  many 
more  in  some  of  the  classes  which  are 
just  as  desirable,  or  nearly  so.  These 
have  been  made  with  reference  to  cover- 
ing the  seasons.  Apples— Red  Astrakhan, 
Porter,  Gravenstein,  Rhode  Island  Green- 
ing, Baldwin,  Roxbury  Russet,  and  Sweet 
Bough  for  baking.  Pears — Clapp’s  Favor- 
ite (to  be  gathered  August  20),  Bartlett, 
Seckel,  Sheldon,  Beurre  Bose,  Beurr6  dr  An- 
jou, and  Vicar  of  Winkfield  for  baking, 
etc.  Cherries — Black  Eagle,  Black  Tarta- 
rian, Downer,  Windsor,  Cumberland,  and 
Red  Jacket.” 

Mr.  Wilder’s  honored  name,  like  that  of 
the  late  Charles  Downing,  is  inseparably 
linked  with  American  fruits,  and  the  coun- 
try owes  these  two  men  a debt  of  grati- 
tude which  never  can  be  paid  for  their  life- 
long and  intelligent  efforts  to  guide  the 
people  wisely  in  the  choice  and  culture 
of  the  very  best  varieties.  A moment’s 
thought  will  convince  the  reader  that  I 
am  notgiving  too  much  space  to  this  mat- 
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ter  of  selection.  We  are  now  dealing 
with  questions  which  wide  and  varied  ex- 
perience can  best  answer.  Men  who  give 
their  lives  to  the  cultivation  and  observa- 
tion of  fruits  in  all  their  myriad  varieties 
acquire  a knowledge  which  is  almost  in- 
valuable. We  can  not  afford  to  put  out 
trees,  to  give  them  good  culture,  and  wait 
for  years  only  to  learn  that  all  our  care 
has  been  bestowed  on  inferior  or  second- 
rate  varieties.  Life  is  too  brief.  We  all 
feel  that  the  best  is  good  enough  for  us,  and 
the  best  usually  costs  no  more  in  money 
or  time  than  do  less  desirable  varieties. 
Therefore  I seek  to  give  on  this  important 
question  of  choice  the  opinions  of  some 
of  the  highest  authorities  in  the  land. 

Mr.  A.  S.  Fuller  is  not  only  a well-known 
horticultural  author,  but  has  also  had  the 
widest  experience  in  the  culture  and  ob- 
servation of  fruit.  He  prefaces  his  opin- 
ion with  the  following  words:  “ How 
much  and  how  often  we  horticulturists 
have  been  puzzled  with  questions  like 
yours ! If  we  made  no  progress,  were  al- 
ways of  the  same  mind,  and  if  seasons 
never  changed,  then  perhaps  there  would 
be  little  difficulty  in  deciding  which  of  the 
varieties  of  the  different  kinds  of  fruit 
were  really  the  best.  But  seasons,  our 
tastes,  and  even  the  varieties  sometimes 
change,  and  our  preferences  and  opinions 
must  vary  accordingly.  Apples — Early 
Harvest,  Fall  Pippi  ns,  Spitzenburgh,  Rhode 
Island  Greening,  Autumn  Sweet  Bough, 
and  Tal man’s  Sweet.  Cherries — Early 
Purple  Guigne,  Bigarreau  of  Mezel,  Black 
Eagle,  Coe’s  Transparent,  Governor  Wood, 
and  Belle  Magnifique.” 

The  choice  of  Mr.  E.  S.  Carmen,  editor 
of  the  Rural  New - Yorker: 1 4 Apples— Early 
Harvest,  Gravenstein,  Jefferis,  Baldwin, 
Mother,  Spi tzen  bu  rgh . Pears  — Seckel, 
Tyson,  Clapp’s  Favorite,  Bartlett,  Beurre 
d’ Anjou,  and  Dana’s  Hovey.  Cherries — 
Black  Tartarian,  Coe’s  Transparent,  Gov- 
ernor Wood,  Mezel,  Napoleon  Bigarreau.” 

The  authorities  appear  to  differ.  And  so 
they  would  in  regard  to  any  locality,  but 
it  should  be  remembered  that  President 
Wilder  advises  for  the  latitude  of  Massa- 
chusetts, Messrs.  Fuller  and  Carmen  for 
that  of  New  Jersey.  I will  give  now  the 
selection  of  the  eminent  horticulturist  Mr. 
P.  C.  Berckmans  for  the  latitude  of  Geor- 
gia: “Cherries  (this  is  not  a good  cherry- 
producing  region,  but  I name  the  follow- 
ing as  the  best  in  order  of  merit) — Butt- 

ners,  Governor  Wood,  Belle  de  Choisy, 
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Early  Richmond,  and  May  Duke.  Pears 
(in  order  of  maturity) — Clapp’s  Favorite, 
Seckel,  Duchesse,  Beurre  Superfine,  Le- 
conte, Winter  Nellis,  or  Glout  Morceau. 
Apples — Early  Harvest,  Red  June,  Carter’s 
Blue,  Stevenson’s  Winter,  Shockley,  Bun- 
combe, Carolina  Greening.” 

He  who  makes  his  choice  from  these 
selections  will  not  meet  with  much  disap- 
pointment. I am  aware,  however,  that 
the  enjoyment  of  fruit  depends  much  upon 
the  taste  of  the  individual,  and  who  has 
a better  right  to  gratify  his  taste  than  the 
man  who  buys,  sets  out,  and  cares  for  the 
trees?  Some  familiar  kind  not  in  favor 
with  the  fruit  critics — an  old  variety  that 
has  become  a dear  memory  of  boyhood — 
may  be  the  best  one  of  all  for  him. 

It  is  also  a well-recognized  fact  that 
certain  varieties  of  fruit  appear  to  be  pe- 
culiarly adapted  to  certain  localities.  Be- 
cause a man  has  made  a good  selection 
on  general  principles,  he  need  not  be  re- 
stricted to  this  choice.  He  will  soon  find 
his  trees  growing  lustily  and  making  large 
branching  heads.  Each  branch  can  be 
made  to  produce  a different  kind  of  apple 
or  pear,  and  the  kindred  varieties  of  cher- 
ries will  succeed  on  the  same  tree.  For 
instance,  one  may  be  visiting  a neighbor 
who  gives  him  some  fruit  that  is  unusu- 
ally delicious  or  that  manifests  great  adap- 
tation to  the  locality.  As  a rule  the 
neighbor  will  gladly  give  scions  which, 
grafted  upon  the  trees  of  the  home  acre, 
will  soon  begin  to  yield  the  coveted  vari- 
ety. This  opportunity  to  grow  different 
kinds  of  fruit  on  one  tree  imparts  a new 
and  delightful  interest  to  the  orchard. 
The  proprietor  can  always  be  on  the  look- 
out for  something  new  and  fine,  and  the 
few  moments  required  in  grafting  or  bud- 
ding make  it  his.  The  operation  is  so 
simple  and  easy  that  he  can  learn  to  per- 
form it  himself,  and  there  are  always  plen- 
ty of  adepts  in  the  rural  vicinage  to  give 
him  his  initial  lesson.  While  he  will 
keep  the  standard  kinds  for  his  main  sup- 
ply, he  can  gratify  his  taste  and  eye  with 
some  pretty  innovations.  I know  of  an 
apple-tree  which  bears  over  a hundred 
varieties.  A branch,  for  instance,  is  pro- 
ducing Yellow  Bell  flowers.  At  a certain 
point  in  its  growth  where  it  has  the  diam- 
eter of  a man’s  thumb  it  may  be  grafted 
with  the  Red  Baldwin.  When  the  scion 
has  grown  for  two  or  three  years  its  lead- 
ing shoots  can  be  grafted  with  the  Rox- 
bury  Russet,  and  eventually  the  terminal 
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bough  of  this  growth  with  the  Early  Har- 
vest. Thus  may  be  presented  the  inter- 
esting spectacle  of  one  limb  of  a tree  yield- 
ing four  very  distinct  kinds  of  apples. 

In  the  limited  area  of  an  acre  there  is 
usually  not  very  much  range  in  soil  and 
locality.  The  owner  must  make  the  best 
of  what  he  has  bought,  and  remedy  unfa- 
vorable conditions,  if  they  exist,  by  skill. 

It  should  be  remembered  that  peaty,  cold, 
damp,  spongy  soils  are  unfit  for  fruit  trees 
of  any  kind.  We  can  scarcely  imagine, 
however,  that  one  would  buy  land  for  a 
home  containing  much  soil  of  this  nature. 

A sandy  loam,  with  a subsoil  that  dries 
out  so  quickly  that  it  can  be  worked  after 
a heavy  rain,  is  the  best  for  nearly  all 
the  fruit  trees,  especially  for  cherries  and 
peaches.  Therefore  in  selecting  the  ground 
be  sure  it  is  well  drained. 

If  the  acre  has  been  enriched  and 
ploughed  twice  deeply  as  I have  already 
suggested,  little  more  is  necessary  in 
planting  than  to  excavate  a hole  large 
enough  to  receive  the  roots  spread  out  in 
their  natural  positions.  Should  no  such 
thorough  and  general  preparation  have 
been  made,  or  if  the  ground  is  hard,  poor, 
and  stony,  the  owner  will  find  it  to  his 
advantage  to  dig  a good-sized  hole  three 
or  four  feet  across  and  two  deep,  fill- 
ing in  and  around  the  tree  with  fine  rich 
surface  soil.  If  he  can  obtain  some  thor- 
oughly decomposed  compost  or  manure,, 
for  instance,  as  the  scrapings  of  a barn- 
yard, or  rich  black  soil  from  an  old  pas- 
ture, to  mix  with  the  earth  beneath  and 
around  the  roots,  the  good  effects  will  be 
seen  speedily,  but  in  no  instance  should 
raw  manure  from  the  stable,  or  anything* 
that  must  decay  before  becoming  plant 
food,  be  brought  in  contact  with  the  roots. 
Again  I repeat  my  caution  against  plant- 
ing too  deeply — one  of  the  commonest  and 
most  fatal  errors.  Let  the  tree  be  set  about 
as  deeply  as  it  stood  before  removal.  If 
the  tree  be  planted  early  in  spring,  as  it 
should  be,  there  will  be  moisture  enough 
in  the  soil,  but  when  planting  is  delayed 
until  the  ground  has  become  rather  dry 
and  warm,  a pail  of  water  poured  about 
its  roots  when  the  hole  has  been  nearly 
filled  will  be  beneficial.  Now  that  the 
tree  is  planted,  any  kind  of  coarse  manure 
spread  to  the  depth  of  two  or  three  inches 
on  the  surface  as  a mulch  is  very  useful. 
Stake  at  once  to  protect  against  the  winds. 

Do  not  make  the  common  mistake  of 

planting  too  closely.  Observe  the  area 
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shaded  byTully  grown  trees,  and  you  will 
learn  the  folly  of  crowding.  Moreover, 
dense  shade  about  the  house  is  not  desira- 
ble. There  should  be  space  for  plenty  of 
air  and  sunshine.  The  fruit  from  one 
well-developed  tree  will  often  more  than 
supply  a family,  for  ten  or  fifteen  barrels 
of  apples  is  not  an  unusual  yield.  The 
standard  apples  should  be  thirty  feet 
apart.  Pears,  the  dwarf er  growing  cher- 
ries, plums,  etc.,  can  be  grown  in  the  inter- 
vening spaces.  In  ordering  from  the  nur- 
series insist  on  straight,  shapely,  and 
young  trees,  say  three  years  from  the  bud. 
Many  trees  that  are  sent  out  are  small 
enough,  but  they  are  old  and  stunted. 
Also  require  that  there  should  be  an 
abundance  of  fibrous  and  unmutilated 


roots. 

Because  the  young  trees  come  from  the 
nursery  unpruned,  do  not  leave  them  in 
that  condition.  Before  planting,  or  im- 
mediately after,  cut  back  all  the  branches 
at  least  one-half ; and  where  they  are  too 
thick,  cut  out  some  altogether.  In  re- 
moval the  tree  has  lost  much  of  its  root 
power,  and  it  is  absurd  to  expect  it  to  pro- 
vide for  just  as  much  top  as  before. 

In  many  books  on  fruit  culture  much 
space  has  been  given  to  dwarf  pears,  ap- 
ples, and  cherries,  and  trees  of  this  char- 
acter were  planted  much  more  largely 
some  years  ago  than  at  present.  The  pear 
is  dwarfed  by  grafting  it  on  the  quince; 
the  apple  can  be  limited  to  a mere  garden 
fruit  tree  in  size  by  being  grown  on  a 
Doucin  stock,  or  even  reduced  to  the  size 
of  a bush  if  compelled  to  draw  its  life 
through  the  roots  of  the  Paradise.  These 
two  named  stocks,  much  employed  by  Eu- 
ropean nursery -men,  are  distinct  species  of 
apples,  and  reproduce  themselves  without 
variation  from  the  seed.  The  cherry  is 
dwarfed  by  being  worked  on  the  Mahaleb, 
a small  handsome  tree  with  glossy,  deep 
green  foliage,  and  cultivated  abroad  as 
an  ornament  of  lawns.  Except  in  the 
hands  of  practiced  gardeners,  trees  thus 
dwarfed  are  seldom  satisfactory,  for  much 
skill  and  care  are  required  in  their  culti- 
vation. Their  chief  advantages  consist 
in  the  fact  that  they  bear  early  and  take 
but  little  space.  Therefore  they  may  be 
considered  worthy  of  attention  by  the 
purchasers  of  small  places.  Those  who 
are  disposed  to  make  pets  of  their  trees 
and  to  indulge  in  horticultural  experi- 
ments can  derive  much  pleasure  from 
these  dwarfs,  for  they  can  be  developed 
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into  symmetrical  pyramids  or  graceful, 
fruitful  shrubs  within  the  limits  of  a gar- 
den border. 

When  the  seeds  of  ordinary  apples  and 
pears  are  sown  they  produce  seedlings,  or 
free  stocks,  and  upon  these  are  budded  or 
grafted  the  fine  varieties  which  compose 
our  orchards.  They  are  known  as  stand- 
ard trees;  they  come  into  bearing  more 
slowly,  and  eventually  attain  the  normal 
size  familiar  to  us  all.  Standard  cher- 
ries are  worked  on  seedlings  of  the  Maz- 
zard,  which  Barry  describes  as  a “lofty, 
rapid -growing,  pyramidal -headed  tree.” 

I should  advise  the  reader  to  indulge  in 
the  dwarfs  very  charily,  and  chiefly  as  a 
source  of  fairly  profitable  amusement.  It 
is  to  the  standards  that  he  will  look  for 
shade,  beauty,  and  abundance  of  fruit. 

Since  we  have  been  dwelling  on  the 
apple,  pear,  and  cherry,  there  are  certain 
advantages  of  continuing  the  subject  in 
the  same  connection,  givingthe  principles 
of  cultivation  and  care  until  the  trees 
reach  maturity.  During  the  first  summer 
an  occasional  watering  may  be  required 
in  long  periods  of  drought.  In  many  in- 
stances buds  will  form  and  start  along  the 
stem  of  the  tree,  or  near  the  roots.  These 
should  be  rubbed  off  the  moment  they  are 
detected. 

One  of  our  chief  aims  is  to  form  an 
evenly  balanced,  open,  symmetrical  head, 
and  this  can  often  be  accomplished  better 
by  a little  watchfulness  during  the  season 
of  growth  than  at  any  other  time.  If,  for 
instance,  two  branches  start  so  closely  to- 
gether that  one  or  the  other  must  be  re- 
moved in  the  spring  pruning,  why  let  the 
superfluous  one  grow  at  all  ? It  is  just  so 
much  wasted  effort.  By  rubbing  off  the 
pushing  bud  or  tender  shoot  the  strength 
of  the  tree  is  thrown  into  the  branches 
that  we  wish  to  remain.  Thus  the  eye 
and  hand  of  the  master  become  to  the 
young  tree  what  instruction,  counsel,  and 
admonition  are  to  a growing  boy,  with  the 
difference  that  the  tree  is  easily  and  cer- 
tainly managed  when  taken  in  time. 

Trees  left  to  themselves  tend  to  form 
too  much  wood,  like  the  grape-vine.  Of 
course  fine  fruit  is  impossible  when  the 
head  of  a tree  is  like  a thicket.  The 
growth  of  unchecked  branches  follows  the 
terminal  bud,  thus  producing  long  naked 
reaches  of  wood  devoid  of  fruit  spurs. 
Therefore  the  need  of  shortening  in,  so 
that  side  branches  may  be  developed. 

When  the  reader  remembers  that  every 
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dormant  bud  in  early  spring  is  a possible 
branch,  and  that  even  the  immature  buds 
at  the  axil  of  the  leaves  in  early  summer 
can  be  forced  into  immediate  growth  by 
pinching  back  the  leading  shoot,  he  will 
see  how  entirely  the  young  tree  is  under 
his  control.  These  simple  facts  and  prin- 
ciples are  worth  far  more  to  the  intelli- 
gent man  than  any  number  of  arbitrary 
rules  as  to  pruning.  Reason  and  obser- 
vation soon  guide  his  hand  in  summer,  or 
his  knife  in  March,  the  season  when  trees 
are  usually  trimmed. 

Beyond  shortening  in  leading  branches 
and  cutting  out  crossing  and  interfering 
boughs,  so  as  to  keep  the  head  symmetrical 
and  open  to  light  and  air,  the  cherry  does 
not  need  very  much  pruning.  If  with 
the  lapse  of  years  it  becomes  necessary  to 
take  off  large  limbs  from  any  fruit  tree, 
the  authorities  recommend  early  June  as 
the  best  season  for  the  operation. 

It  will  soon  be  discovered — quite  likely 
during  the  first  summer — that  fruit  trees 
have  enemies,  that  they  need  not  only  cul- 
tivation and  feeding,  but  also  protection. 
The  pear,  apple,  and  quince  are  liable  to 
one  mysterious  disease  which  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  guard  against  or  cure— the 
fire-blight.  Of  course  there  have  been  in- 
numerable preventives  and  cures  recom- 
mended, just  as  we  see  a dozen  certain 
remedies  for  consumption  advertised  in 
any  popular  journal;  but  the  disease  still 
remains  a disheartening  mystery,  and  is 
more  fatal  to  the  pear  than  to  its  kindred 
fruits.  I have  had  thrifty  young  trees, 
just  coming  into  bearing,  suddenly  turn 
black  in  both  wood  and  foliage,  appearing 
in  the  distance  as  if  scorched  by  a blast 
from  a furnace.  In  another  instance  a 
large  mature  tree  was  attacked,  losing  in 
a summer  half  its  boughs.  These  were 
cut  out,  and  the  remainder  of  the  tree  ap- 
peared healthy  during  the  following  sum- 
mer, and  bore  a good  crop  of  fruit.  The  dis- 
ease often  attacks  but  a single  branch,  or 
a small  portion  of  the  tree.  The  authori- 
ties advise  that  everything  should  be  cut 
away  at  once  below  all  evidence  of  infec- 
tion and  burned.  Some  of  my  trees  have 
been  attacked  and  have  recovered ; others 
were  apparently  recovering,  but  died  a year 
or  two  later.  One  could  theorize  to  the 
end  of  a volume  about  the  trouble.  I 
frankly  confess  that  I know  neither  the 
cause  nor  the  remedy.  It  seems  to  me  that 
our  best  resource  is  to  comply  with  the 
general  conditions  of  good  and  healthy 


growth.  The  usual  experience  is  that 
trees  which  are  fertilized  with  wood  ashes 
and  a moderate  amount  of  lime  and  salt, 
rather  than  with  stimulating  manures, 
escape  the  disease.  If  the  ground  is  poor, 
however,  and  the  growth  feeble,  barn-yard 
manure  or  its  equivalent  is  needed  as  a 
mulch.  The  apple  blight  is  another  kin- 
dred and  equally  obscure  disease.  No 
better  remedy  is  known  than  to  cut  out 
the  infected  part  at  once. 

In  coping  with  insects  we  can  act  more 
intelligently  and  therefore  successfully. 
We  can  study  the  charactei*s  of  our  ene- 
mies, and  learn  their  vulnerable  points. 
The  black  and  the  green  aphides  or  plant- 
lice  are  often  very  troublesome.  They  ap- 
pear in  immense  numbers  on  the  young 
and  tender  shoots  of  trees,  and  by  sucking 
their  juices,  check  or  enfeeble  the  growth. 
They  are  the  milch  cows  of  ants,  which 
are  usually  found  very  busy  among  them. 
Nature  apparently  has  made  ample  pro- 
vision for  this  pest,  for  it  has  been  esti- 
mated that  “one  individual  in  five  gen- 
erations might  be  the  progenitor  of  six 
thousand  millions.”  They  are  easily  de- 
stroyed, however.  Mr.  Barry,  of  the  firm 
of  Ellwanger  and  Barry,  in  his  excellent 
work  The  Fruit  Garden , writes  as  fol- 
lows: “ Our  plan  is  to  prepare  a barrel  of 
tobacco  juice  by  steeping  stems  for  sever- 
al days,  until  the  juice  is  of  a dark  brown 
color;  we  then  mix  this  with  soap-suds. 
A pail  is  filled,  and  the  ends  of  the  shoots, 
where  the  insects  are  assembled,  are  bent 
down  and  dipped  in  the  liquid.  One  dip 
is  enough.  Such  parts  as  can  not  be 
dipped  are  sprinkled  liberally  with  a gar- 
den syringe,  and  the  application  repeated 
from  time  to  time,  as  long  as  any  of  the 
aphides  remain.  The  liquid  may  be  so 
strong  as  to  injure  the  foliage ; therefore  it 
is  well  to  test  it  on  one  or  two  subjects  be- 
fore using  it  extensively.  Apply  it  in  the 
evening.” 

The  scaly  aphis  or  bark-louse  attacks 
weak,  feeble-growing  trees,  and  can  usual- 
ly be  removed  by  scrubbing  the  bark  with 
the  preparation  given  above. 

In  our  region  and  in  many  localities 
the  apple-tree  borer  is  a very  formidable 
pest,  often  destroying  a young  tree  before 
its  presence  is  known.  I once  found  a 
young  tree  in  a distant  part  of  my  place 
that  I could  push  over  with  my  finger. 
In  June  a brown  and  white  striped  beetle 
deposits  its  eggs  in  the  bark  of  the  apple- 
tree  near  the  ground.  The  larvae  when 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


.Google 


THE  HOME  ACRE. 


705 


hatched  bore  their  way  into  the  wood,  and 
will  soon  destroy  a small  tree.  They  can 
not  do  their  mischief,  however,  without 
giving  evidence  of  their  presence.  Saw- 
dust exudes  from  the  holes  by  which  they 
entered,  and  there  should  be  sufficient 
watchfulness  to  discover  them  before  they 
have  done  much  harm.  I prefer  to  cut 
them  out  with  a sharp,  pointed  knife,  and 
make  sure  that  they  are  dead,  but  a wire 
thrust  into  the  hole  will  usually  pierce 
and  kill  them. 

The  codling-moth,  or  apple- worm,  is  an- 
other enemy  that  should  be  fought  reso- 
lutely, for  it  destroys  millions  of  bushels 
of  fruit.  In  the  latitude  of  New  York 
State  this  moth  begins  its  depredations 
about  the  middle  of  June.  Whatever 
may  be  thought  of  the  relation  of  the  ap- 
ple to  the  fall  of  man,  this  creature  cer- 
tainly leads  to  the  speedy  fall  of  the  ap- 
ple. Who  has  not  seen  the  ground  cov- 
ered with  premature  and  decaying  fruit  in 
July,  August,  and  September  ? Each  spe- 
cimen will  be  found  perforated  by  a worm- 
hole.  The  egg  has  been  laid  in  the  calyx  of 
the  young  apple,  where  it  soon  hatches  into 
a small  white  grub,  which  burrows  into  the 
core,  throwing  out  behind  it  a brownish 
powder.  After  about  three  weeks  of  ap- 
ple diet  it  eats  its  way  out, shelters  itself  un- 
der the  scaly  bark  of  the  tree — if  allowed  to 
be  scaly — or  in  some  other  hiding-place, 
spins  a cocoon,  and  in  about  three  weeks 
comes  out  a moth,  and  is  ready  to  help  de- 
stroy other  apples.  This  insect  probably 
constitutes  one  of  nature's  methods  of 
preventing  trees  from  overbearing,  but, 
like  some  people  we  know,  it  so  exagger- 
ates its  mission  as  to  become  an  insuffer- 
able nuisance.  The  remedies  recommend- 
ed are  that  trees  should  be  scraped  free  of 
all  scales  in  the  spring,  and  washed  with 
a solution  of  soft  soap.  About  the  1st  of 
July,  wrap  bandages  of  old  cloth,  carpet, 
or  rags  of  any  kind  around  the  trunk  and 
larger  limbs.  The  worms  will  appreciate 
such  excellent  cover,  and  will  swarm  into 
these  hiding-places  to  undergo  transforma- 
tion into  moths.  Therefore  the  wraps 
of  rags  should  often  be  taken  down, 
thrown  into  scalding  water,  dried,  and  re- 
placed. The  fruit,  as  it  falls,  should  be 
picked  up  at  once  and  carried  to  the  pigs, 
and,  when  practicable,  worm-infested  spe- 
cimens should  be  taken  from  the  trees  be- 
fore the  worm  escapes. 

The  canker-worm  in  those  localities 
where  it  is  destructive  can  be  guarded 
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against  by  bands  of  tar-covered  canvas 
around  the  trees.  The  moth  can  not  fly, 
but  crawls  up  the  tree  in  the  late  autumn 
and  during  mild  spells  in  winter,  but  es- 
pecially throughout  the  spring  until  May. 
When  the  evil-disposed  moth  meets  the 
tarry  band  he  finds  no  thoroughfare,  and 
is  either  caught  or  compelled  to  seek  some 
other  arena  of  mischief. 

We  have  all  seen  the  flaunting,  unsight- 
ly abodes  of  the  tent  caterpillar  and  the 
foliage  - denuded  branches  about  them. 
Fortunately  these  are  not  stealthy  ene- 
mies, and  the  owner  can  scarcely  see  his 
acre  at  all  without  being  aware  of  their 
presence.  He  has  only  to  look  very  early 
in  the  morning  or  late  in  the  evening  to 
find  them  all  bunched  up  in  their  nests. 
These  should  be  taken  down  and  destroyed. 

Cherry  and  pear  slugs,  “small,  slimy, 
dark  brown  worms,”  can  be  destroyed  by 
dusting  the  trees  with  dry  wood  ashes  or 
air-slaked  lime. 

Field-mice  often  girdle  young  trees,  es- 
pecially during  the  winter,  working  be- 
neath the  snow.  Unless  heaps  of  rub- 
bish are  left  here  and  there  as  shelter  for 
these  little  pests,  one  or  two  good  cats  will 
keep  the  acre  free  of  them. 

Do  not  let  the  reader  be  discouraged  by 
this  list  of  the  most  common  enemies,  or 
by  hearing  of  others.  In  spite  of  all  ene- 
mies and  drawbacks,  fruit  is  becoming 
more  plentiful  every  year.  If  one  man 
can  raise  it,  so  can  another. 

Be  hospitable  to  birds,  the  best  of  all 
insect  destroyers.  Put  up  plenty  of  houses 
for  bluebirds  and  wrens,  and  treat  the 
little  brown  song-sparrow  as  one  of  your 
stanchest  friends. 

A brief  word  in  regard  to  the  quince, 
and  our  present  list  of  fruits  is  complete. 

If  the  quince  is  cultivated  after  the 
common  neglectful  method,  it  would  bet- 
ter be  relegated  to  an  obscure  part  of  the 
garden,  for,  left  to  itself,  it  makes  a great 
sprawling  bush;  properly  trained,  it  be- 
comes a beautiful  ornament  to  the  lawn, 
like  the  other  fruits  that  I have  described. 
Only  a little  care,  with  the  judicious  use  of 
the  pruning-shears,  is  required  to  develop 
it  into  a miniature  and  fruitful  tree,  which 
can  be  grown  with  a natural  rounded 
head  or  in  the  form  of  a pyramid,  as  the 
cultivator  chooses.  It  will  thrive  well 
on  the  same  soil  and  under  similar  treat- 
ment accorded  to  the  pear  or  the  apple. 
Procure  from  a nursery  straight-stemmed 
plants  ; set  them  out  about  eight  feet 
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apart;  begin  to  form  the  head  three  feet 
from  the  ground,  and  keep  the  stem  and 
roots  free  from  all  sprouts  and  suckers. 
Develop  the  head  just  as  you  would  that 
of  an  apple-tree,  shortening  in  the  branch- 
es, and  cutting  out  those  that  interfere 
with  each  other.  Half  a dozen  trees  will 
soon  give  an  ample  supply.  The  orange 
and  the  pear  shaped  are  the  varieties  usu- 
ally recommended.  Rea’s  Mammoth  is 
also  highly  spoken  of.  Remember  that 
the  quince,  equally  with  the  apple,  is  sub- 
ject to  injury  from  the  borer,  and  the  evil 
should  be  met  as  I have  already  described. 

There  is  a natural  wish  to  have  as  much 
grass  about  the  dwelling  as  possible,  for 
nothing  is  more  beautiful.  If  there  are 
children,  they  will  assuredly  petition  for 
lawn  tennis  and  croquet  grounds.  I trust 
that  their  wishes  may  be  gratified,  for 
children  are  worth  infinitely  more  than 
anything  else  that  can  be  grown  upon  the 
acre.  With  a little  extra  care  all  the 
trees  of  which  I have  spoken  can  be  grown 
in  the  spaces  allotted  to  grass.  It  is 
only  necessary  to  keep  a circle  of  space 
six  feet  in  diameter— the  trunk  forming 
the  centre — around  the  tree  mellow  and 
free  from  any  vegetable  growth  whatever. 
This  gives  a chance  to  fertilize  and  work 
the  ground  immediately  over  the  roots. 
Of  course  vigorous  fruit  trees  can  not  be 
grown  in  a thick  sod,  while  peaches  and 
grapes  require  the  free  culture  of  the  gar- 
den, as  will  be  shown  hereafter.  1 In  view, 
however,  of  the  general  wish  for  grass,  I 
have  advised  on  the  supposition  that  all 
the  ornamental  trees,  most  of  the  shrubs, 
and  the  four  fruits  named  would  be  grown 
on  the  portions  of  the  acre  to  be  kept  in 
lawn.  It  may  be  added  here  that  plums 
also  will  do  well  under  the  same  condi- 
tions, if  given  good  care. 

Grass  is  a product  that  can  be  cultiva- 
ted as  truly  as  the  most  delicate  and  fas- 
tidious of  fruits,  and  I had  the  lawn  in 
mind  when  I urged  the  generous  initial 
deep  ploughing  and  enriching. 

We  will  suppose  that  the  spring  plant- 
ings of  trees  have  been  made  with  open 
spaces  x’eserved  for  the  favorite  games. 
Now  the  ground  can  be  prepared  for  grass 
seed,  for  it  need  not  be  trampled  over  any 
more.  If  certain  parts  have  become  pack- 
ed and  hard,  they  should  be  dug  or  plough- 
ed deeply  again,  then  harrowed  and  raked 
perfectly  smooth,  and  all  stones,  big  or 
little,  taken  from  the  surface.  The  seed 
may  now  be  sown,  and  it  should  be  of 
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thick,  fine-growing  varieties,  such  as  are 
employed  in  Central  Park  and  other  plea- 
sure-grounds. Mr.  Samuel  Parsons,  Jun., 
Superintendent  of  Central  Park,  writes 
me:  “The  best  grass  seeds  for  ordinary 
lawns  are  a mixture  of  red-top  and  Ken- 
tucky blue-grass  in  equal  parts,  with  per- 
haps a small  amount  of  white  clover.  On 
very  sandy  ground  I prefer  the  Kentucky 
blue-grass,  as  it  is  very  hardy  and  vigor- 
ous under  adverse  circumstances.”  Hav- 
ing sown  and  raked  in  the  seed  very 
lightly,  a great  advantage  will  be  gained 
in  passing  a lawn  roller  over  the  ground. 

I have  succeeded  well  in  getting  a good 
“catch”  of  grass  by  sowing  the  seed  with 
oats,  which  were  cut  and  cured  as  hay  as 
soon  as  the  grain  was  what  is  termed  “ in 
the  milk.”  The  strong  and  quickly  grow- 
ing oats  make  the  ground  green  in  a few 
days,  and  shelter  the  slower-maturing 
grass  roots.  Mr.  Parsons  says,  “I  prefer 
to  sow  the  grass  seed  alone.”  As  soon  as 
the  grass  begins  to  grow  with  some  vigor, 
cut  it  often,  for  this  tends  to  thicken  it 
and  produce  the  velvety  effect  that  is  so 
beautiful.  From  the  very  first  the  lawn 
will  need  weeding.  The  ground  contains 
seeds  of  strong-growing  plants,  such  as 
dock,  plantain,  etc.,  which  should  be 
taken  out  as  fast  as  they  appear.  To 
some  the  dandelion  is  a weed,  but  not  to 
me,  unless  it  takes  more  than  its  share  of 
space,  for  I always  miss  these  little  earth 
stars  when  they  are  absent.  They  inten- 
sify the  sunshine  shimmering  on  the  lawn, 
making  one  smile  involuntarily  when  see- 
ing them.  Moreover,  they  awaken  plea- 
sant memories,  for  a childhood  in  which 
dandelions  had  no  part  is  a defective  ex- 
perience. 

In  late  autumn  the  fallen  leaves  should 
be  raked  carefully  away,  as  they  tend  to 
smother  the  grass  if  permitted  to  lie  until 
spring.  Now  comes  the  chief  opportuni- 
ty of  the  year,  in  the  form  of  a liberal  top- 
dressing of  manure  from  the  stable.  If 
this  is  spread  evenly  and  not  too  thickly 
in  November,  and  the  coarser  remains  of 
it  raked  off  early  in  April,  the  results  will 
be  astonishing.  A deep  emerald  hue  will 
be  imparted  to  the  grass,  and  the  frequent 
cuttings  required  will  soon  produce  a turf 
that  yields  to  the  foot  like  a Persian  rug. 

If  the  stable  manure  can  be  composted 
and  left  till  thoroughly  decayed,  fine,  and 
friable,  all  the  better.  If  stable  manure 
can  not  be  obtained,  Mr.  Parsons  recom- 
mends Mapes's  fertilizer  for  lawns. 
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Dig.  Your  'vondsip  uiiin  :t?lc  that  <•'  the.  letter  itself. 
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against  me  ? But  I’ll  defeat  all  jour  plots  in  a moment.  As  for  you,  madam, 
since  you  have  got  a pair  of  fresh  horses  ready,  it  would  be  cruel  to  disappoint 
them.  So,  if  you  please,  instead  of  running  away  with  your  spark,  prepare, 
this  very  moment,  to  run  off  with  me.  Your  old  aunt  Pedigree  will  keep  you 
secure,  I’ll  warrant  me.  You  too,  sir,  may  mount  your  horse  and  guard  us 
upon  the  way.  Here,  Thomas,  Roger,  Diggory ! I’ll  show  yon  that  I wish 
you  better  than  you  do  yourselves.  [Exit. 

Miss  Nev.  So  now  I’m  completely  ruined. 

Tony.  Ay,  that’s  a sure  thing. 

Miss  Nev.  What  better  could  be  expected  from  being  connected  with  such 
a stupid  fool — and  after  all  the  nods  ana  signs  I made  him  ? 

Tony.  By  the  laws,  miss,  it  was  your  own  cleverness,  and  not  my  stupidity, 
that  did  your  business.  You  were  so  nice  and  so  busy  with  your  Shake-bags 
and  Goose-greens  that  I thought  you  could  never  be  making  believe. 


Enter  Hastings. 

Hast.  So,  sir,  I find,  by  my  servant,  that  you  have  shown  my  letter  and 
betrayed  us.  Was  this  well  done,  young  gentleman  ? 

Tony.  Here’s  another.  Ask  miss,  there,  who  betrayed  you  ? Ecod,  it  was 
' her  doing,  not  mine. 

Enter  Marlow. 

Marl.  So  I have  been  finely  used  here  among  you.  Rendered  contempti- 
ble, driven  into  ill  manners,  despised,  insulted,  laughed  at. 

Tony.  Here’s  another.  We  shall  have  old  Bedlam  broke  loose  presently. 

Miss  Nev.  And  there,  6ir,  is  the  gentleman  to  whom  we  all  owe  every  obli- 
gation. 

Marl.  What  can  I say  to  him  ? a mere  boy,  an  idiot,  whose  ignorance  and 
age  are  a protection. 

Hast.  A poor  contemptible  booby,  that  would  but  disgrace  correction. 

Miss  Nev.  Yet  with  cunning  and  malice  enough  to  make  himself  merry 
with  all  our  embarrassments. 

Hast.  An  insensible  cub. 

Marl.  Replete  with  trieks  and  mischief. 

Tony.  Baw!  dam’me,  but  I’ll  fight  you  both,  one  after  the  other — with 
baskets. 

Marl.  As  for  him,  lie’s  below  resentment.  But  your  conduct,  Mr.  Hast- 
ings, requires  an  explanation.  You  knew  of  my  mistakes,  yet  would  not  unde- 
ceive me. 

Hast.  Tortured  as  I am  with  ray  own  disappointments,  is  this  a time  for 
explanations  ? It  is  not  friendly,  Mr.  Marlow. 

Marl.  But,  sir — 

Miss  Nev.  Mr.  Marlow,  we  never  kept  on  your  mistake  till  it  was  too  late 
to  undeceive  you. 

Enter  Servant. 


Serv.  My  mistress  desires  you’ll  get  ready  immediately,  madam.  The 
horses  are  putting  to.  Your  hat  and  things  are  in  the  next  room.  We  are  to 
go  thirty  miles  before  morning.  [Exit  Servant. 

Miss  Nev.  Well,  well ; I’ll  come  presently. 

Marl.  {To  Hastings.)  Was  it  well  done,  sir,  to  assist  in  rendering  me  ridic- 
ulous 't  To  hang  me  out  for  the  scorn  of  all  my  acquaintance  ? Depend  upon 
it,  sir,  I shall  expect  an  explanation. 

Hast.  Was  it  well  done,  sir,  if  you’re  upon  that  subject,  to  deliver  what  I 
intrusted  to  yourself  to  the  care  of  another,  sir  ? 

Miss  Nev.  Mr.  Hastings!  Mr.  Marlow!  Why  will  you  increase  my  dis- 
tress by  this  groundless  dispute  i I implore,  I entreat  you — 
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Seet.  Yoar  i?lo{ik,  tmtiom.  Mv  triisfres*  is  iio patient.  [/fivV  Servant. 
Mi#*  Ni:v,  I .canit*. — Pray  be  pacified.  If  I leave  you  (lm.%  l ^ 1 1 a H die  with 
apprehension. 

Knhr-Smx  am, 

$iekv.;'  Tout  fan, 'in  tiff,  and  gJnve^  ttiattyui.  The  horn*  are'  wafting. 

[Krif  Servant. 

Mt.ss  X kv.  Oh,  Mr.  Mario v,  if  y<>u  knew  what  a scene  of  constraint  and. 
dhnatore  lie*  before  me,  I am  sure  if  would  eon  vert  your  reseidment  into 
I‘tf  v,  " 


Go  gle 


Digitize 


CH  ATTER  I 

WHEN  TiiE  SKIT  X'OjaEK  tfOMK 


^ rar  N tlje'.dayS.  when  Enakfxl  tensfeJ 

wHI  jivaiulvtnthfl  A'lgoi'uiit]  \ ailo*  vf 
K oije  itiaJii,  » \vwl4  t>f  *V*K 

ray  ; * hues,  i»o-  |M*rt  ‘if . \i$p.  .e^aat  ‘.istsia  • 
^ «9f  in  gmUeV-  {»<‘i’il  than  Hu-  fjiir 

a ^Jk  Pk||'  'Y^aio  of  K|jringhav^fu'  Btoliy-' 

I lRaf  Vrig  U>  tW west '■oi'  the  narrow 

•J  Bp  ^.‘its,  «tnV  liKf  abouta  Wli  or 

ft  , jgc  omoace  arifi  vij/UuiH*,  thrj  quint 

I I J (jt,i“  village  nijbe  Irantjuil  v.tl 

. | & i /|  ; ' ; 1>'w  Ihtf  nature' ,^ti»c  f to 

i-  •/!  HBit  tfiiua  tint**  fis«y 

S < |j|l  l | Im  vivvd  inoroorv,  conlinuully  bay 

:jk  / j lijl  «'<mi.  ami  must  be.  In  Jyc  ibc 

j : flj  / f '1  rnsnyv . Little  to 

J|j  , i I 1 1 7 t';l  f m.lk  of, . and  nothing  Uv  Jo,  is 

*1  i jf  % i lj  l jji jet  Jf 0 Ji M>»  of  man- 

I ii»  ■ I ' it  i!  1 w tiiij  -just  there.  To  all  who 

j.sijr  . I \ 'Zj&  i'tm  and  sheitfre./reeriotM 

rgbiu.ij-  1 \ t'nK  jr  >V> *n)  thr  ixivos  of  meney  andihe 

; ■%  :i  -:nrk  of  fi,.s!ii<vn,  uoj  tilL  f.((?u  of 

igfj  AxuS&bIE?  ,YP....,  . iqi  ’Jm'Km  refmfhitfg; 'Sir,  bright  vtm.- 

..  r \ ‘‘.'V  •••  •>>»•.  !mJ  urem  cornu  rv,  there  is 

' ' - . . . V;, 'lev  1,-l't  to  Coni 

> ■ ;.  f>iirr-  with  tli-af of  ixpviitglmvta!. 

and  void  ur<* Jd 

trvr-v  vii-iv  the  iy.«tse  ilia? 

• * UiVU  Auti  iiUlVt*  UK’ 

TOfe  1‘hn  vrc>:b*.v»f  npWntp  ^ 

&ufl  tfr;i4y,-];#ju%  ivji*’r<v  oih  harvls  i*ml  irr^r^wartl  rigor  A>f  Yhs. 

n Vf rills*  th?  bt.mim  ^ ih*t- *yi£li  tugs  of  t wisttnl  siller. 

in  mwmir  oP  tit*  tall^y  iv\rvitv  hnlr-  n\tf.*rs:  m*»*r  .:>mi • »ti swinging ■ f'lk'ir 
wmv  i-tt  i » * i • St;:;;,  gii<-  iiijinr  ?'•  Ui«*  •».«’>  u.;»i  mviv^  tliwi  ^ud  lljr  uucliorugo  ihvy 
A fjd  fjr-w  fi<>  muddy  ffivrbor  on  laid  mmuh  up  drains,  no 

.slifoy  niftl  'w:»^ggy  hihs  nut.  .tu  inar  ji.it?.  moling  nf  swm  and  salt.  With am*? 

{4rtVo':n»ii^irti){  ;Uv.  din  I h .tbd  *broik. 

ihr.  |fi  annfni  an,*I  is  Inni.  ri«  tvsvrf'S.  Para  .jnnvovnr.  it  is  kiti-1!  y 

si.K;  y;*i(  h.fiiiHu  imuijfiii  I'in-fh 

!>C  ni.M  . -Vi aw-.  I’m  rniUe  M jlP  *?>mi  ^h^;Hn  ?iH-rgr>,  ) ntn  tbr  iUvivn:r  di.s^ni^r ude  <»f 
•‘V; , II  sand  :i«jd  vvintr  -r.MVid  give  >vi.a0,nn<-  jditnw  to  ihe  weary  ken),  No 

wr;fht-ip"  ^ctuu-  Hi-  Ji  irk.  n«-  g;.,/;,Mdsr,  rM  • vi}Sh/-av,W>  hrr;’  fa»  a Haiti 

jitfdtiiV; 'HilfW'tt '. ii.i  t hc?‘  <#i!iVg*y^ tiUi^.  •H'u'l ky 


SPRINGHAVEN. 


717 


/ 


rollers  of  a strong  spring-tide,  that  need 
no  wind  to  urge  them,  are  broken  by  the 
shifting  of  the  shore  into  a tier  of  white- 
frilled  steps.  So  the  deep-waisted  smacks 
that  fish  for  many  generations,  and  even 
the  famous  “London  trader”  (a  schooner 
of  five-and-forty  tons),  have  rest  from 
their  labors,  whenever  they  wish  or  when- 
ever they  can  afford  it,  in  the  arms  of  the 
land,  and  the  mouth  of -the  water,  and  un- 
der the  eyes  of  Springhaven. 

At  the  corner  of  the  wall,  where  the 
brook  comes  down,  and  pebble  turns  into 
shingle,  there  has  always  been  a good 
white  gate,  respected  (as  a white  gate  al- 
ways is)  from  its  strong  declaration  of 
purpose.  Outside  of  it,  things  may  belong 
to  the  Crown,  the  Admiralty,  Manor,  or 
Trinity  Brethren,  or  perhaps  the  sea  it- 
self— according  to  the  latest  ebb  or  flow 
of  the  fickle  tide  of  Law  Courts — but  in- 
side that  gate  everything  belongs  to  the 
fine  old  family  of  Darling. 

Concerning  the  origin  of  these  Dar- 
lings divers  tales  are  told,  according  to 
the  good-will  or  otherwise  of  the  diver. 
The  Darlings  themselves  contend  and 
prove  that  stock  and  name  are  Saxon,  and 
the  true  form  of  the  name  is  “Deerlung,” 
as  witness  the  family  bearings.  But  the 
foes  of  the  race,  and  especially  the  Carnes, 
of  ancient  Sussex  lineage,  declare  that  the 
name  dascribes  itself.  Forsooth,  these 
Darlings  are  nothing  more,  to  their  con- 
temptuous certainty,  than  the  offset  of 
some  court  favorite,  too  low  to  have  won 
nobility,  in  the  reign  of  some  light-affec- 
tioned  king. 

If  ever  there  was  any  truth  in  that,  it 
has  been  worn  out  long  ago  by  friction 
of  its  own  antiquity.  Admiral  Darling 
owns  that  gate,  and  all  the  land  inside  it, 
as  far  as  a Preventive  man  can  see  with 
his  spy-glass  upon  the  top  bar  of  it.  And 
this  includes  nearly  all  the  village  of 
Springhaven,  and  the  Hall,  and  the  val- 
ley, and  the  hills  that  make  it.  And  how 
much  more  does  all  this  redound  to  the 
credit  of  the  family  when  the  gazer  re- 
flects that  this  is  nothing  but  their  young- 
er tenement!  For  this  is  only  Spring- 
haven Hall,  while  Darling  Holt,  the  head- 
quarters of  the  race,  stands  far  inland,  and 
belongs  to  Sir  Francis,  the  Admiral’s  eld- 
er brother. 

When  the  tides  were  at  their  spring, 
and  the  year  1802  of  our  era  in  the  same 
condition,  Horatia  Dorothy  Darling, 
younger  daughter  of  the  aforesaid  Ad- 
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miral,  choosing  a very  quiet  path  among 
thick  shrubs  and  under- wood,  came  all 
alone  to  a wooden  building,  which  her 
father  called  his  Round-house.  In  the 
war,  which  had  been  patched  over  now, 
but  would  very  soon  break  out  again,  that 
veteran  officer  held  command  of  the  coast 
defense  (westward  of  Nelson’s  charge) 
from  Beachy  Head  to  Selsey  Bill.  No 
real  danger  had  existed  then,  and  no  solid 
intent  of  invasion,  but  many  sharp  out- 
looks had  been  set  up,  and  among  them 
was  this  at  Springhaven. 

Here  was  established  under  thatch,  and 
with  sliding  lights  before  it,  the  Admiral’s 
favorite  Munich  glass,  mounted  by  an  old 
ship’s  carpenter  (who  had  followed  the 
fortunes  of  his  captain)  on  a stand  which 
would  have  puzzled  anybody  but  the  mak- 
er, with  the  added  security  of  a lanyard 
from  the  roof.  The  gear,  though  rough, 
was  very  strong  and  solid,  and  afforded 
more  range  and  firmer  rest  to  the  seven- 
feet  tube  and  adjustments  than  a costly 
mounting  by  a London  optician  would 
have  been  likely  to  supply.  It  was  a 
pleasure  to  look  through  such  a glass,  so 
clear,  and  full  of  light,  and  firm;  and  one 
who  could  have  borne  to  be  looked  at 
through  it,  or  examined  even  by  a mi- 
croscope, came  now  to  enjoy  that  plea- 
sure: 

Miss  Dolly  Darling  could  not  be  happy 
— though  her  chief  point  was  to  be  so — 
without  a little  bit  of  excitement,  though 
it  were  of  her  own.  construction.  Her 
imagination,  being  bright  and  tender  and 
lively,  rather  than  powerful,  was  com- 
pelled to  make  its  own  material,  out  of 
very  little  stuff  sometimes.  She  was  al- 
ways longing  for  something  sweet  and 
thrilling  and  romantic,  and  what  chance 
of  finding  it  in  this  dull  place,  even  with 
the  longest  telescope  ? For  the  war,  with 
all  its  stirring  rumors  and  perpetual  mo- 
tion on  shore  and  sea,  and  access  of  gal- 
lant visitors,  was  gone  for  the  moment, and 
dull  peace  was  signed. 

This  evening,  as  yet,  there  seemed  little 
chance  of  anything  to  enliven  her.  The 
village,  in  the  valley  and  up  the  stream, 
was  hidden  by  turns  of  the  land  and  trees ; 
her  father’s  house  beneath  the  hill  crest 
was  out  of  sight  and  hearing;  not  even  a 
child  was  on  the  beach;  and  the  only 
movement  wras  of  wavelets  leisurely  ad- 
vancing toward  the  sea-wall  fringed  with 
tamarisk.  The  only  thing  she  could  hope 
to  see  was  the  happy  return  of  the  fishing- 
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smacks, and  perhaps  the  M London  trader,” 
inasmuch  as  the  fishermen  (now  released 
from  fencible  duty  and  from  French 
alarm)  did  their  best  to  return  on  Satur- 
day night  to  their  moorings,  their  homes, 
the  disposal  of  fish,  and  then  the  deep 
slumber  of  Sunday.  If  the  breeze  should 
enable  them  to  round  the  Head,  and  the 
tide  avail  for  landing,  the  lane  to  the  vil- 
lage, the  beach,  and  even  the  sea  itself 
would  swarm  with  life  and  bustle  and 
flurry  and  incident.  But  Dolly’s  desire 
was  for  scenes  more  warlike  and  actors 
more  august  than  these. 

Beauty,  however,  has  an  eye  for  beau- 
ty beyond  its  own  looking-glass.  Deeply 
as  Dolly  began  to  feel  the  joy  of  her  own 
loveliness,  she  had  managed  to  learn,  and 
to  feel  as  well,  that  so  far  as  the  strength 
and  vigor  of  beauty  may  compare  with  its 
grace  and  refinement,  she  had  her  own 
match  at  Springhaven.  Quite  a hard- 
working youth,  of  no  social  position  and 
no  needless  education,  had  such  a fine 
countenance  and  such  bright  eyes  that 
she  neither  could  bear  to  look  at  him  nor 
forbear  to  think  of  him.  And  she  knew 
that  if  the  fleet  came  home  she  would  see 
him  on  board  of  the  Rosalie . 

Flinging  on  a shelf  the  small  white 
hat  which  had  scarcely  covered  her  dark 
brown  curls,  she  lifted  and  shored  with 
a wooden  prop  the  southern  casement  of 
leaded  glass.  This  being  up,  free  range 
was  given  to  the  swinging  telescope  along 
the  beach  to  the  right  and  left,  and  over 
the  open  sea  for  miles,  and  into  the  mea- 
sureless haze  of  air.  She  could  manage 
this  glass  to  the  best  advantage,  through 
her  father’s  teaching,  and  could  take  out 
the  slide  and  clean  the  lenses,  and  even 
part  the  object-glass,  and  refix  it  as  well 
as  possible.  She  belonged  to  the  order  of 
the  clever  virgins,  but  scarcely  to  that  of 
the  wise  ones. 


CHAPTER  II. 

WITH  HER  CREW  AND  CARGO. 


Long  after  the  time  of  those  who  write 
and  those  who  read  this  history,  the  name 
of  Zebedee  Tugwell  will  be  flourishing  at 
Springhaven. 

To  achieve  unmerited  honor  is  the  spe- 
cial gift  of  thousands,  but  to  deserve  and 
win  befalls  some  few  in  every  century, 
and  one  of  these  few  was  Zebedee.  To  be 
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the  head-man  of  any  other  village,  and 
the  captain  of  its  fishing  fleet,  might 
prove  no  lofty  eminence;  but  to  be  the 
leader  of  Springhaven  was  true  and  ar- 
duous greatness.  From  Selsey  Bill  to  Or- 
fordness,  taking  in  all  the  Cinque  Ports 
and  all  the  port  of  London,  there  was  not 
a place  that  insisted  on,  and  therefore 
possessed,  all  its  own  rights  so  firmly  as 
this  village  did.  • Not  less  than  seven 
stout  fishing-smacks— six  of  them  sloops, 
and  the  seventh  a dandy — formed  the  ma- 
rine power  of  this  place,  and  behaved  as 
one  multiplied  by  seven.  All  the  bold 
fishermen  held  their  line  from  long-estab- 
lished ancestry,  and  stuck  to  the  stock  of 
their  grandfathers,  and  their  wisdom  and 
freedom  from  prejudice.  Strength  was 
condensed  into  clear  law  with  them-— as 
sinew  boils  down  into  jelly — and  charac- 
ter carried  out  its  force  as  the  stamp  of 
solid  impress.  What  the  father  had  been, 
the  son  became,  as  the  generation  squared 
itself,  and  the  slates  for  the  children  to  do 
their  copies  were  the  tombstones  of  their 
granddads.  Thus  brave  Etruria  grew, 
and  thus  the  Rome  which  was  not  built 
in  a day  became  the  flower  of  the  world, 
and  girt  in  unity  of  self  seven  citadels. 

There  was  Roman  blood— of  the  Tenth 
Legion,  perhaps— in  the  general  vein  of 
Springhaven.  There  was  scarcely  a man 
who  pretended  to  know  much  outside  of 
his  own  business,  and  there  was  not  a wo- 
man unable  to  wait  (when  her  breath  was 
quite  gone)  for  sound  reason.  Solidity, 
self-respect,  pure  absence  of  frivolous  hu- 
mor, ennobled  the  race  and  enabled  them 
to  hold  together,  so  that  everybody  not 
born  in  Springhaven  might  lament,  but 
never  repair,  his  loss. 

This  people  had  many  ancient  rules  be- 
fitting a fine  corporation,  and  among 
them  were  the  following:  “Never  do  a 
job  for  a stranger;  sleep  in  your  own  bed 
when  you  can ; be  at  home  in  good  time 
on  a Saturday;  never  work  harder  than 
you  need;  throw  your  fish  away  rather 
than  undersell  it;  answer  no  question, 
but  ask  another;  spend  all  your  money 
among  your  friends;  and  above  all,  never 
let  any  stranger  come  a-nigh  your  proper 
fishing  ground,  nor  land  any  fish  at 
Springhaven.” 

These  were  golden  laws,  and  made  a 
snug  and  plump  community.  From  the 
Foreland  to  the  Isle  of  Wight  their  nets 
and  lines  were  sacred,  and  no  other  vil- 
lage could  be  found  so  thriving,  orderly, 
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the  joints,”  he  now  said  daily — “stiff  in 
the  joints  is  my  complaint,  and  I never 
would  have  believed  it.  But  for  all  that, 
you  shall  see,  my  son,  if  the  Lord  should 
spare  you  long  enough,  whether  I don’t 
beat  her  out  and  out  with  the  craft  as 
have  been  in  my  mind  this  ten  year.” 

But  what  man  could  be  built  to  beat 
Zebedee  himself,  in  an  age  like  this,  when 
yachts  and  men  take  the  prize  by  profund- 
ity of  false  keel  ? Tugwell  yearned  for 
no  hot  speed  in  his  friends,  or  his  house, 
or  his  wife,  or  his  walk,  or  even  his  way 
of  thinking.  He  had  seen  more  harm 
come  from  one  hour’s  hurry  than  a hun- 
dred years  of  care  could  cure,  and  the 
longer  he  lived  the  more  loath  he  grew  to 
disturb  the  air  around  him. 

44  Admirable  Nelson,”  he  used  to  say — 
for  his  education  had  not  been  so  large 
as  the  parts  allotted  to  receive  it;  44  to  my 
mind  he  is  a brave  young  man,  with  great 
understanding  of  his  dooties.  But  he 
goeth  too  fast,  without  clearing  of  his 
way.  With  a man  like  me  ’longside  of 
’un,  he’d  have  brought  they  boats  out  of 
Bulong.  See  how  I brings  my  boats  in, 
most  particular  of  a Saturday !” 

It  was  Saturday  now,  when  Miss  Dolly 
was  waiting  to  see  this  great  performance, 
of  which  she  considered  herself,  as  the 
daughter  of  an  admiral,  no  mean  critic. 
And  sure  enough,  as  punctual  as  in  a 
well-conducted  scheme  of  war,  and  with 
nice  forecast  of  wind  and  tide,  and  science 
of  the  supper-time,  around  the  westward 
headland  came  the  bold  fleet  of  Spring- 
haven  ! 

Seven  ships  of  the  line — the  fishing  line 
— arranged  in  perfect  order,  with  the 
Rosalie  as  the  flag-ship  leading,  and  three 
upon  either  quarter,  in  the  comfort  and 
leisure  of  the  new-born  peace,  they  spread 
their  sails  with  sunshine.  Even  the  war- 
like Dolly  could  not  help  some  thoughts 
of  peacefulness,  and  a gentle  tide  of  large 
good-will  submerged  the  rocks  of  glory. 

44  Why  should  those  poor  men  all  be 
killed  ?”  she  asked  herself,  as  a new  thing, 
while  she  made  out,  by  their  faces,  hats, 
fling  of  knee  or  elbow,  patch  upon  breech- 
es, or  sprawl  of  walking  toward  the  at- 
tentive telescope,  pretty  nearly  who  ev- 
erybody of  them  was,  and  whatever  else 
there  was  about  him.  “After  all,  it  is 
very  hard,”  she  said,  44  that  they  should 
have  to  lose  their  lives  because  the  coun- 
tries fight  so.” 

But  these  jolly  fellows  had  no  idea  of 
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losing  their  lives,  or  a hair  of  their  heads, 
or  anything  more  than  their  appetites, 
after  waging  hot  war  upon  victuals. 
Peace  was  proclaimed,  and  peace  was 
reigning;  and  the  proper  British  feeling 
of  contempt  for  snivelly  Frenchmen, 
which  produces  the  entente  cordiale,  had 
replaced  the  wholesome  dread  of  them. 
Not  that  Springhaven  had  ever  known 
fear,  but  still  it  was  glad  to  leave  off  ter- 
rifying the  enemy.  Lightness  of  heart 
and  good-will  prevailed,  and  every  man’s 
sixpence  was  going  to  be  a shilling. 

In  the  tranquil  afternoon  the  sun  was 
making  it  clear  to  the  coast  of  Albion 
that  he  had  crossed  the  line  once  more, 
and  rediscovered  a charming  island.  Aft- 
er a chilly  and  foggy  season,  worse  than 
a brave  cold  winter,  there  was  joy  in  the 
greeting  the  land  held  out,  and  in  the 
more  versatile  expression  of  the  sea.  And 
not  beneath  the  contempt  of  one  who 
strives  to  get  into  everything,  were  the 
creases  and  patches  of  the  sails  of  smacks, 
and  the  pattern  of  the  resin-wood  they 
called  their  masts,  and  even  the  little 
striped  things  (like  frogs  with  hats  on,  in 
the  distance)  which  had  grown  to  believe 
themselves  the  only  object  the  sun  was 
made  to  shine  upon. 

But  he  shone  upon  the  wide  sea  far  be- 
hind, and  the  broad  stretch  of  land  before 
them,  and  among  their  slowly  gliding 
canvas  scattered  soft  touches  of  wander- 
ing light.  Especially  on  the  spritsail  of 
the  Rosalie , whereunder  was  sitting,  with 
the  tiller  in  his  hand  and  a very  long 
pipe  in  his  mouth,  Captain  Zebedee  Tug- 
well.  His  mighty  legs  were  spread  at 
ease,  his  shoulders  solid  against  a cask, 
his  breast  (like  an  elephant’s  back  in 
width,  and  bearing  a bright  blue  crown 
tattooed)  shone  out  of  the  scarlet  woolsey, 
whose  plaits  were  filled  with  the  golden 
shower  of  a curly  beard,  untouched  with 
gray.  And  his  face  was  quite  as  worthy 
as  the  substance  leading  up  to  it,  being 
large  and  strength ful  and  slow  to  move, 
though  quick  to  make  others  do  so.  The 
forehead  was  heavy,  and  the  nose  thick- 
set, the  lower  jaw  backed  up  the  resolu- 
tion of  the  other,  and  the  wide  apart  eyes, 
of  a bright  steel  blue,  were  as  steady  as  a 
brace  of  pole-stars. 

“What  a wonderful  man!”  fair  Dolly 
thought,  as  the  great  figure,  looking  even 
grander  in  the  glass,  came  rising  upon  a 
long  slow  wave — “what  a wonderful  man 
that  Tugwell  is!  So  firmly  resolved. to 
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Lave  his  own  way,  m lliorou'^lily  daunt  with dear  old  Ftapfiu ! i am  not  a bit 
less,  and  .such  a gtwid  beard  ’ Tim  time*  afraid  of  either  of  them  ;•  but  perhaps  1 
more  I Hu*  hut  admiral  tliaii  old  Flapflu-nr  had  better  run  awa  y ; ' 
vny  father  ia,  if  lie  only  knew  Low  to  hold 

his  pijjjH,  There  is  soincthuig  about  him  ,**„~ 

s«»  digniiki), , so  ouliu,  und  so  majestie: 

Liu,  for  all  that,  I like  the  young  mao  « ’ll  ?ll 

better.  I have  a great  mi  m3  t o take  fmlf 

apeeput  Limy wmctbody ought  usk  wlieth  «mi  Tn p$.  yyiMM anokr. 

or  lie  was  TU^eo  *>:e  not.  * Thjs;  nature  of  ’’  Fi&ptlh'Vr##  Miss  Dol 

Being’  a youug  ami  bashful  maid,  as  l>: :■  Darling and  oilier  yocJtj^:,ji^>pl'0  were 
well  by  birth  a ‘lady,  she  had  lVU  that  pleased  io 'call  him  ~ ■<*#.&>  fa  make  his  one 
it  might  lie  a very  men  tiling  to  0»mvm-  mi  Os  r\m  ywny,  Veit  hi.v  friends  keep  very 
plato  £aib>vv  in  fin*  di&Uuvee,  abstract  sail-  near  to  him.  He  was  one  of  the  simples! 
ors.  old  men  who  pulled  ropes,  or  lounged  .minded  ever  jtyjfHl  the  British 

tap  Hit?  dfcck,  tf  there  w&s  gjng.  • Bu i to • . . 0t\1* - ■•  • ori>.  he  though t’iie.  ^eiioyal] V 
steal  ati  view  at  a young  said ; and  whatever  h#  r&iM  lie  irh£a n t £ mi 

inixn  very  well  ki/own  to  lior,  mut  did*  Yet  af  Irieks  and  fniudshtV  had 
knawledg^d  f not  opty  by  his  inhthhy  atiit  quwk pet tfepimin  ,^iit»horer  ttb^ 
himself,  bulaisr*  by  every  girl  in  the  par-  tiled  against  him4  m well  w$  u inarrelloufc 


1 1 does  sown  ’ ! sW  Wln#orv<l  to 
her^ulfi'  after  n at 

L i i n 1 ‘ v that  h a m n£t‘  iiot  x&fiii 
dnMvni  of  haying  at|r  hope  *if 
me,  because  he  Iuls  m*t  hap 
pmied  io  he  b6m  a piilkmawl 
But  he  hibks  a thou^Kul  limes 
inorejhke  one  t han  nine  mil  of 
hm  of  lb  tv  great  gentlemen  I 
know  —or  at  aiiy  rate  hovvonld 
if  h>k  ivtotW  :;di£iPk  Stbafct*  hh[ 
idotbes.’'  v / t''y]  *: 

War Xehedotf  Ihigwefl  liad  a 
son  eddied  *vt>{Ui r*?  bke  hhu 
he4  tike  tt. 

tough  tniuV  p^niusUig  biH<y  to 
te  fougLy  it*  H*bpr^  of diiM^ 
ctikfing  Of  the  World  and  vvda- 
thcr  , Buf  UL  pm&etn  iVy  n Tiig; 
wei  l was  as  tender;  to  the 
as  a mamj' tvfiat  da{i  yhlg  u l|  [ip* 
y u’clc-  ih  ^tng  Jliiv: 

was  |KKitl;thg « miW  love.  ’ , Ttf  lliy  oreilit.  of.  u:fiy  pf  .hj^  ^kpioi  Miirr^w'V 

sy lii.patiietie  teleseoiA'  his  heari  wa>  htW,  ho:.\vas  gdivd  wAL.  the  hjgl.esi  faith  o» 
and  his  mind  goo*:  bbyemd  astvnn^mi'ievd  tW  hiunl  .of  the  Almiglny  over  him 
range,  ithd  his  ihtiV<ls  Bnkf^ad  Of:,  br^kty  1*  i < il V> - U ^ ^ u in %3 

•pairing  soles*  hungv&>nioa:~(>o^i  ftpyao  fed  averhi^onvunes.  fo«h  Mivy -fh»  (.j  Thoucrb 
like  a starfish  hvynever  insssuvo.  eur  any 

'*  fudged  he  thx-.v  look  ^te.'  fekid  Mr.  - -.‘e  n h<’i»-4Vibr,  he  haii  a good  dvnl  n.»  h?s 

Otiily ■;  is  Udbkihg  of yuttv t>  as  he "U%  Vnvtrt  wlWn  fime  4f(vvVt>i/  Ln 

Pnt*$s-  dt^s;  hut  { doily ^ryb^bt  stocks  it0 

nan  blame  rue,  'tbUldy Whs •■suprtimfe' -in  f¥*r:  Liirti  arnh  bnniidff 
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a wit  he  lovkd  to  Vie  £v  My  lxi>*d  Ail-  miA  I hope  1 iM>v«r  L/ear  amitor 

ttfir&l/*  jotted  c&uhiJu  : faftt,  rflSjP  deaf  Lin<ro  you 

AikL.ji.  man  of  this  uubltv  t,v)iH  Oow-mM?.  know  a*  well  as  1 do  U\j\v  much  cinuiee 
(o  Im?  met  with'  \m  own  nnbihJv  {jut  (here  is  nf  that  /’ 

tire  Et»£lc*U  ^nerMnn  iii.  aceoedin^  tn  iU  Lando  tiunimtcin.  Let  o*  jimise  her 
li^xtw-rWd/c^U  ajipjtor  to  fc  ^ xvWhV  we  «*h  her  f/arsmi  Twebh 

hidi  the  ri^Ivt.  ^Irt'b  low  Ufcep's  ap  jiiy  Laiiik  bpiyoa  Lave  for 

wiiithxiv  tnii  ^t  piker  tloies  ;^tto-  all  yew^*  my  frietul.  1 bronchi 

| -ur.  lu ib  to  do  ilium;  & very  yoii-dowu  here  to  me  the  fish  ^om«  in.  and 

lorot  hot;  wbhVO  poL:  j%d.  -.^Uii.':  d&  ..  lo;  yi:nr  liM  $mt  hit  dinner 

lunWtf  tViija -iiiixl ; A^fii f of  Xri  you  were  my  ^mnLle&t 

soak  fair  chain**-  •!  ft  Btpm  .*«uf£-  prize*  .amt  as  proud  a*  Punch  todiim 

vur>nk.y;  lhfey  imik  Unit  utw&y  from  the  with  me,  yonf  taste the  Jii jest iu  to 
1 3 i frt5^1vy;; , V *; LLiKv- : 3ttjmaoh  tya^  .ihe  weuk- 

itfili  int id  kooetcsS  / ,^11^0  dr  duty  toh  ‘ H<rtfr  i>ftati  1 Umutflit  tliiU  i$0  ikk 
dud  lovr  of  etMiiriry  eipd>lhtl  hmi  Ot  heiif  wouitf  eaf  A^Hi * and  but  for  your  wOttdv.?* 
O', with  irh.iriii>\h>v  /fiil  4<nil..  nrf/frkiMi,  that  must.  ha&trtopv 

1 km't  #.:,.j.re  u rope’s  eml*‘\he  xv;«s  jw*.ned  Jong  ,Bat  your  mitumvYus'  to' 

>a.y>u.;\  v.-oh  a truthfulness  .simple . kod  . jjgbf-  and  you  fought  through,,  a*  yon  |p 
h>  wo  mw ,f k «>.  •‘whether  vve  haw*  vy&ysto  Idmuwhek  for  your  praise  of 
bio  |et  in  huv*>  <kie  «k  l he*  peace ' . . 

dOto  J h/y^  p^ace— it  rs  n Xp£$  Adfoiiul  man  in' 

ura;-  :-i.o.-;re  -••.ou.»  I hat»-  :«.»  ^.'»  >r  'i  ho  *l\  t \-- ( j 1 tit  .ye.uV i.d h:r  V'%<y;  Kicked  doaUi 

liilild:  All  i >vnitt  to  Ape<al  fljO  i*<>A  nt  hjk  ^cicouiy  oiiul  Ltdahis  inKSt  as  if  he 
of  m$  Lite  and  hi  j iVwj0f8&Hh  khS#  a ihaiv  of  kU  nbtuire  top 

Yo.>  m-;-  ru.iiM  ,»od  .vn‘  w!,;.i  ;.,  bnUivv  I ;hu  Abel  t) » l>  Madfc  that  o h u 

ii;o  r oi.iPr  (m  linuav  the  rtsh-pemih  oi\  y l.io  Ur* Mkd.fi  v-*  rv  Ijf^hly  of  jiis  nxva 

1 r;-u  (!-,,  <>»..,  i,*h  >v  1 1 1 * whip  l hn\  v p«;*ri‘epth)Ti,  ;*«^k  up  iOitl  lau^h. 

girt..,  'n& . iby  U>  ire  cried. 
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along,  Darling.  Never  lose  a moment — 
that’s  my  rule.  You  can’t  get  along  as 
fast  as  I can.  I’ll  go  and  settle  all  the 
business  for  you.” 

“Why  should  you  be  in  such  a hurry 
always  ? You  will  never  come  to  my  age 
if  you  carry  on  so.  You  ought  to  tow  a 
spar  astern.  Thank  God,  they  don’t  know 
who  he  is,  and  I’ll  take  good  care  not  to 
let  them  know.  If  this  is  what  comes  of 
quick  promotion,  I am  glad  that  I got  on 
slowly.  Well,  he  may  do  as  he  likes  for 
me.  He  always  does — that’s  one  thing.  ” 

Stoutly  grumbling  thus,  the  elder  and 
far  heavier  Admiral  descended  the  hill  to 
the  white  gate  slowly,  as  behooved  the 
owner.  And,  by  the  time  he  halted  there, 
the  other  had  been  upon  the  beach  five 
minutes,  and  taken  command  of  the  fish- 
ing fleet. 

“ Starboard  there ! Brail  up  your  gaff ! 
Is  that  the  way  to  take  the  ground  ? Ease 
helm,  Rosalie.  Smartly,  smartly.  Have 
a care,  you  lubber  there.  Fenders  out! 
So,  so.  Now  stand  by,  all!  There  are 
two  smart  lads  among  you,  and  no  more. 
All  the  rest  are  no  better  than  a pack  of 
Crappos.  You  want  six  months  in  a man- 
of-war’s  launch.  This  is  what  comes  of 
peace  already!” 

The  fishermen  stared  at  this  extraordi- 
nary man,  who  had  taken  all  the  business 
out  of  Master  Tugwell’s  hands;  but  with- 
out thinking  twice  about  it,  all  obeyed 
him  with  a speed  that  must  have  robbed 
them  of  a quantity  of  rust.  For  although 
he  was  not  in  uniform,  and  bore  no  sword, 
his  dress  was  conspicuous,  as  he  liked  to 
have  it,  and  his  looks  and  deeds  kept  suit 
with  it.  For  he  wore  a blue  coat  (very 
badly  made,  with  gilt  buttons  and  lappets 
too  big  for  him),  a waistcoat  of  dove-color- 
ed silk,  very  long,  coming  over  the  place 
where  his  stomach  should  have  been,  and 
white  plush  breeches,  made  while  he  was 
blockading  Boulogne  in  1801,  and  there- 
fore had  scarcely  any  flesh  upon  his  bones. 
Peace  having  fattened  him  a little,  these 
breeches  had  tightened  upon  him  (as  their 
way  is  with  a boy  having  six  weeks’  holi- 
day); but  still  they  could  not  make  his 
legs  look  big,  though  they  showed  them 
sharp  and  muscular.  Below  them  were 
brisk  little  sinewy  calves  in  white  silk 
hose,  with  a taper  descent  to  ankles  as  fine 
as  a lady’s,  and  insteps  bright  with  large 
silver  buckles.  Yet  that  which  surpassed 
all  the  beauty  of  the  clothes  was  the  vigor 
of  the  man  inside  them,  who  seemed  to 


quicken  and  invigorate  the  whole,  even  to 
the  right  sleeve,  doubled  up  from  the  want 
of  any  arm  inside  it.  But  the  loss  of 
the  right  arm,  and  the  right  eye  also, 
seemed  to  be  of  no  account  to  the  former 
owner,  so  hard  did  he  work  with  the  resi- 
due of  his  body,  and  so  much  did  he  ex- 
press with  it. 

His  noble  cocked  hat  was  in  its  leathern 
box  yet,  for  he  was  only  just  come  from 
Merton;  but  the  broad  felt  he  wore  was 
looped  up  in  front,  and  displayed  all  the 
power  of  his  countenance,  or  rather  the 
vigor;  for  power  is  heavy,  and  his  face 
was  light  and  quickness.  Softness  also, 
and  a melancholy  gift  of  dreaminess  and 
reflection,  enlarged  and  impressed  the  ef- 
fect of  a gaze  and  a smile  which  have  con- 
quered history. 

“ Why  don’t  ’ee  speak  up  to  ’un,  Cap’en 
Zeb  ?”  cried  young  Harry  Shanks,  of  the 
Peggy,  the  smartest  smack  next  to  the 
Rosalie.  “Whoever  can  ’a  be,  to  make 
thee  so  dumb?  Doth  ’a  know  our  own 
business  afore  our  own  selves  ? If  ’ee  don’t 
speak  up  to  ’un,  Cap’en  Zeb,  I’ll  never 
take  no  more  commands  from  thee.” 

“Harry  Shanks,  you  was  always  a 
fool,  and  you  always  will  be,”  Master  Tug- 
well  replied,  with  his  deep  chest  voice, 
which  no  gale  of  wind  could  blow  away. 
“Whether  he  be  wrong  or  right — and  I 
won’t  say  but  what  I might  have  done  it 
better — none  but  a fool  like  you  would 
dare  to  set  his  squeak  up  against  Admira- 
ble Lord  Nelson.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

AND  HER  FAITHFUL  CHAPLAIN. 

“ I am  not  a man  of  the  world,  but  a man 
of  the  Word,”  said  Parson  Twemlow,  the 
Rector  of  Springhaven;  “and  I shall  not 
feel  that  I have  done  my  duty  unless  I 
stir  him  up  to-morrow.  His  valor  and 
glory  are  nothing  to  me,  nor  even  his  value 
to  the  country.  He  does  his  duty,  and  I 
shall  do  mine.  It  is  useless  to  talk  to  me, 
Maria;  I never  shall  have  such  a chance 
again.” 

“Well,  dear,  you  know  best,”  replied 
Mrs.  Twemlow;  “and  duty  is  always  the 
highest  and  best  and  most  sacred  consid- 
eration. But  you  surely  should  remem- 
ber, for  Eliza’s  sake,  that  we  never  shall 
dine  at  the  Hall  again.” 

“I  don’t  care  a snap  for  their  dinners, 
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or  the  chance  of  Eliza  catching  some 
young  officer;  and  very  few  come  while 
this  peace  goes  on.  I won’t  shirk  my  duty 
for  any  of  that.” 

“Nothing  would  ever  make  you  shirk 
your  duty,  Joshua.  And  I hope  that  you 
know  me  too  well  to  suppose  that  I ever 
would  dream  of  suggesting  it.  But  I do 
want  to  see  you  a Canon,  and  I know  that 
he  begins  to  have  influence  in  the  Church, 
and  therefore  the  Church  is  not  at  all  the 
place  to  allude  to  his  private  affairs  in. 
And,  after  all,  what  do  we  know  about 
them  ? It  does  seem  so  low  to  be  led  away 
by  gossip.” 

“ Maria,”  said  the  Rector,  severely  sor- 
ry, “I  must  beg  you  to  leave  me  to  my 
conscience.  I shall  not  refer  to  his  pri- 
vate affairs.  I shall  put  leading  truths  in 
a general  way,  and  let  him  make  the  home 
application.” 

“ Put  the  cap  on  if  it  fits.  Very  well: 
you  will  injure  yourself,  and  do  no  one 
any  good.  Lord  Nelson  won’t  know  it; 
he  is  too  simple-minded.  But  Admiral 
Darling  will  never  forgive  us  for  insulting 
him  while  he  is  staying  at  the  Hall.” 

“Maria!  Well,  I have  long  given  up 
all  attempts  at  reasoning  with  you.  If 
I see  a man  walking  into  a furnace,  do  I 
insult  him  by  saying  beware?” 

“As  I am  beyond  all  reason,  Joshua, 
it  is  far  above  me  to  understand  that. 
But  if  you  escape  insulting  him,  what  you 
do  is  far  worse,  and  quite  unlike  a gentle- 
man. You  heap  a whole  pile  of  insults 
upon  your  own  brother  clergymen.” 

“I  do  not  at  all  understand  you,  Maria: 
you  fly  off  in  such  a way  from  one  thing 
to  another !” 

“ Not  at  all.  Anybody  who  is  not  above 
paying  attention  must  understand  me. 
When  he  is  at  Merton  he  goes  to  church, 
and  his  Rector  is  bound  to  look  after  him. 
When  he  is  at  sea,  he  has  his  Chaplain, 
who  preaches  whenever  the  weather  per- 
mits, and  dare  not  neglect  liis  duties.  But 
the  strongest  point  of  all  is  this — his  very 
own  father  and  brother  are  clergymen, 
and  bound  to  do  their  best  for  him.  All 
these  you  insult,  and  in  so  many  words 
condemn  for  neglecting  their  duty,  be- 
cause you  are  unable  to  resist  the  pleasure 
of  a stray  shot  at  a celebrated  man  when 
he  comes  down  here  for  hospitality.” 

“ My  dear,  you  have  put  the  matter  in 
a new  light,”  said  the  Rev.  Joshua  Twem- 
low;  “I  would  be  the  last  man  in  the 
world  to  cast  a slur  upon  any  brother  cler- 

□ igitized  by  Google 


gyman.  But  it  is  a sad  denial  to  me,  be- 
cause I had  put  it  so  neatly,  and  a line  of 
Latin  at  the  end  of  it.” 

“Never  mind,  dear.  That  will  do  for 
some  one  else  who  deserves  it,  and  has  got 
no  influence.  And  if  you  could  only  put 
instead  of  it  one  of  your  beautifully  turned 
expressions  about  our  debt  of  gratitude  to* 
the  noble  defender  of  our  country — ” 

4 4 No,  no,  Maria !”  said  her  husband,  with 
a smile;  “be  content  without  pushing- 
your  victory  further  than  Nelson  himself 
would  push  it.  It  may  be  my  duty  to 
spare  him,  but  I will  not  fall  down  and 
worship  him.” 

Joshua  Twemlow,  Bachelor  of  Divinity, 
was  not  very  likely  to  worship  anybody, 
nor  even  to  admire,  without  due  cause- 
shown.  He  did  not  pretend  to  be  a learn- 
ed man,  any  more  than  he  made  any  oth- 
er pretense  which  he  could  not  justify. 
But  he  loved  a bit  of  Latin,  whenever  ho 
could  find  anybody  to  share  it  with  him, 
and  even  in  lack  of  intelligent  partners 
he  indulged  sometimes  in  that  utterance. 
This  was  a grievance  to  the  Squire  of  the 
parish,  because  he  was  expected  to  enjoy 
at  ear-shot  that  which  had  passed  out  of 
the  other  ear  in  boyhood,  with  a painful 
echo  behind  it.  But  the  Admiral  had  his. 
revenge  by  passing  the  Rector’s  bits  of 
Latin  on — when  he  could  remember  them 
— to  some  one  entitled  to  an  explanation, 
which  he,  with  a pleasant  smile,  vouch- 
safed. This  is  one  of  the  many  benefits 
of  a classical  education. 

But  what  are  such  little  tags,  compared 
with  the  pith  and  marrow  of  the  man  him- 
self ? Parson  Twemlow  was  no  prig,  no- 
pedant, and  no  popinjay,  but  a sensible, 
upright,  honorable  man,  whose  chief  de- 
fect was  a quick  temper.  In  parish  af- 
fairs he  loved  to  show  his  independence- 
of  the  Hall,  and  having  a stronger  will 
than  Admiral  Darling, he  mostly  conquer- 
ed him.  But  he  knew  very  well  how  far 
to  go,  and  never  pressed  the  supremacy 
of  the  Church  beyond  endurance. 

His  wife,  who  was  one  of  the  Carnes  of 
Carne  Castle,  some  few  miles  to  the  west- 
ward, encouraged  him  strongly  in  hold- 
ing his  own  when  the  Admiral  strove  to 
override  him.  That  was  her  manner  of 
putting  the  case;  while  Admiral  Darling 
would  rather  have  a score  of  nightmares 
than  override  any  one.  But  the  Carnes 
were  a falling  as  much  as  the  Darlings 
were  a rising  family,  and  offense  comes 
down  the  hill  like  stones  dislodged  by  the 
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upward  traveller.  Mrs.  Twemlow  knew 
nothing  she  disliked  so  much  as  any  form 
of  haughtiness;  it  was  so  small,  so  petty, 
so  opposed  to  all  true  Christianity.  And 
this  made  her  think  that  the  Darlings 
were  always  endeavoring  to  patronize  her 
— a thing  she  would  much  rather  die  than 
put  up  with. 

This  excellent  couple  had  allowed, how- 
ever, their  only  son  Erie,  a very  fine 
young  man,  to  give  his  heart  entirely  to 
Faith  Darling,  the  Admiral's  eldest  daugh- 
ter, and  to  win  hers  to  an  equal  extent ; 
and  instead  of  displaying  any  haughtiness, 
her  father  had  simply  said:  “Let  them 
wait  two  years ; they  are  both  very  young, 
and  may  change  their  minds.  If  they 
keep  of  the  same  iqind  for  two  years,  they 
are  welcome  to  one  another.  ” 

For  a kindei’-hearted  man  than  Admi- 
ral Darling  never  saw  the  sun.  There 
was  nothing  about  him  wonderful  in  the 
way  of  genius,  heroism, large-mindedness, 
or  unselfishness.  But  people  liked  him 
much  better  than  if  he  combined  all  those 
vast  rarities;  because  he  was  lively,  ge- 
nial, simple,  easily  moved  to  wrath  or 
grief,  free-handed,  a little  fond,  perhaps, 
of  quiet  and  confidential  brag,  and  very 
fond  of  gossip. 

“I  tell  you,”  he  said  to  Lord  Nelson 
now,  as  they  walked  down  the  hill  to  the 
church  together  that  lovely  Sunday 
morning,  “you  will  not  have  seen  a finer 
sight  than  our  fishermen  in  church — I 
dare  say  never.  Of  course  they  don’t  all 
go.  Nobody  could  expect  it.  But  as 
many  as  a reasonable  man  could  desire 
come  there,  because  they  know  I like  it. 
Twemlow  thinks  that  they  come  to  please 
him;  but  he  finds  a mighty  difference  in 
his  congregation  when  I and  my  daugh- 
ters are  out  of  the  parish.  But  if  he  goes 
away,  there  they  are  all  the  same,  or  per- 
haps even  more,  to  get  a change  from  him. 
That  will  show  which  of  us  they  care 
about  pleasing.” 

“And  they  are  quite  right.  I hate  the 
levelling  system,”  the  hero  of  the  Nile  re- 
plied. “A  man  should  go  to  church  to 
please  his  landlord,  not  to  please  the  par- 
son. Is  the  Chaplain  to  settle  how  many 
come  to  prayers  ?” 

“That  is  the  right  way  to  look  at  the 
thing,”  said  the  larger-bodied  Admiral; 
“and  I only  wish  Twemlow  could  have 
heard  you.  I asked  him  to  dine  with  us 
yesterday,  as  you  know,  because  you 
would  have-  done  him  so  much  good; 
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but  he  sent  some  trumpery  excuse,  al- 
though his  wife  was  asked  to  come  with 
him.  She  stopped  him,  no  doubt;  to  look 
big,  I dare  say ; as  if  they  could  dine  with 
a Lord  Nelson  every  day  1” 

“They  can  do  that  every  day,  when 
they  dine  with  a man  who  has  done  his 
duty.  But  where  is  my  pretty  godchild 
Dolly  ? Horatia  seems  too  long  for  you. 
What  a long  name  they  gave  me ! It  may 
have  done  very  well  for  my  granduncle. 
But,  my  dear  Lingo,  look  sharp  for  your 
Dolly.  She  has  no  mother,  nor  even  a 
duenna — she  has  turned  her  off,  she  said 
yesterday.  Your  daughter  Faith  is  an 
angel,  but  Dolly — ” 

“My  Dolly  is  a little  devil,  I suppose! 
You  always  found  out  everything.  What 
have  you  found  my  Dolly  at?  Perhaps 
she  got  it  at  her  baptism.”  A word 
against  his  pet  child  was  steel  upon  flint 
to  Admiral  Darling. 

“I  am  not  concerned  with  your  opin- 
ion,” Lord  Nelson  answered,  loftily. 
“But  Horatia  Dorothy  Darling  is  my 
godchild  by  baptism,  and  you  will  find 
her  down  in  my  will  for  a thousand 
pounds,  if  she  behaves  well,  and  if  it 
should  please  the  Lord  to  send  me  some 
of  the  prize-money  I deserve.” 

This  was  announced  in  such  a manner, 
with  the  future  testator's  useful  eye  bear- 
ing brightly  on  his  comrade,  and  his 
cocked  hat  lifted  as  he  spoke  of  the  great 
Awarder  of  prizes,  that  no  one  able  to 
smile  could  help  a friendly  and  simple 
smile  at  him.  So  Admiral  Darling  for- 
got his  wrath,  which  never  had  long 
memory,  and  scorning  even  to  look  round 
for  Dolly,  in  whom  he  felt  such  confi- 
dence, took  the  mighty  warrior  by  the 
good  arm  and  led  him  toward  the  peace- 
ful bells. 

“Hurry;  we  shall  be  late,”  he  said. 
“You  remember  when  we  called  you 
‘Hurry,’  because  of  being  always  fore- 
most? But  they  know  better  than  to 
stop  the  bells  till  they  see  me  in  the 
church  porch.  Twemlow  wanted  to  up- 
set that,  for  the  parsons  want  to  upset  ev- 
erything. And  I said : 4 Very  well ; then  I 
shall  square  it  by  locking  the  gate  from 
your  shrubbery.  That  will  give  me  five 
minutes  to  come  down  the  hill.’  For  my 
grandfather  put  up  that  gate,  you  must 
know,  and  of  course  the  key  belongs  to 
me.  It  saves  Twemlow  a cableVlength 
every  time,  and  the  parsons  go  to  church 

so  often  now,  he  would  have  to  make  at 
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least  another  knot  a month.  So  the  bells 
go  on  as  they  used  to  do.  How  many 
bells  do  you  make  it,  Mr.  Nelson  ?” 

“Eight  bells,  sir,” Lord  Nelson  replied, 
saluting  like  the  middy  in  charge  of  the 
watch.  And  at  this  little  turn  they  both 
laughed,  and  went  on,  with  memory  of 
ancient  days,  to  church. 


CHAPTER  Y. 

OPINION,  MALE  AND  FEMALE. 

The  fine  young  parsons  of  the  present 
generation  are  too  fond  of  asking  us  why 
we  come  to  church,  and  assigning  fifty 
reasons  out  of  their  own  heads,  not  one  of 
which  is  to  our  credit  or  theirs;  whereas 
their  proper  business  is  to  cure  the  fish 
they  have  caught,  instead  of  asking  how 
they  caught  them.  Mr.  Twemlow  had 
sense  enough  for  this,  and  treated  the 
largest  congregation  he  had  ever  preach- 
ed to  as  if  they  were  come  for  the  good  of 
their  souls,  and  should  have  it,  in  spite 
of  Lord  Nelson.  But,  alas!  their  bodies 
fared  not  so  well,  and  scarcely  a man  got 
his  Sunday  dinner  according  to  his  lik- 
ing. Never  a woman  would  stay  by  the 
fire  for  the  sake  of  a ten-pound  leg  of 
mutton,  and  the  baker  put  his  shutters  up 
at  half  past  ten  against  every  veal  pie 
and  every  loin  of  pork.  Because  in  the 
church  there  would  be  seen  this  day  (as 
the  servants  at  the  Hall  told  every  one) 
the  man  whom  no  Englishman  could  be- 
hold without  pride,  and  no  Frenchman 
with  it— the  victor  of  the  Nile,  and  of 
Copenhagen,  and  countless  other  con- 
flicts. Knowing  that  he  would  be  stared 
at  well,  he  was  equal  to  the  occasion,  and 
the  people  who  saw  him  were  so  proud 
of  the  sight  that  they  would  talk  of  it 
now  if  they  were  alive. 

But  those  who  were  not  there  would 
exhibit  more  confidence  than  conscience 
by  describing  every  item  of  his  raiment, 
which  verily  even  of  those  who  beheld  it 
none  could  do  well,  except  a tailor  or  a 
woman.  Enotigh  that  he  shone  in  the 
light  of  the  sun  (which  came  through  a 
windowful  of  bull’s-eyes  upon  him,  and 
was  surprised  to  see  stars  by  daylight), 
but  the  glint  of  his  jewels  and  glow  of 
his  gold  diverted  no  eye  from  the  calm, 
sad  face  which  in  the  day  of  battle  could 
outflash  them  all.  That  sensitive,  mild, 
complaisant  face  (humble,  and  even 
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homely  now,  with  scathe  and  scald  and 
the  lines  of  middle  age)  presented  itself 
as  a great  surprise  to  the  many  who  came 
to  gaze  at  it.  With  its  child-like  sim- 
plicity and  latent  fire,  it  was  rather  the 
face  of  a dreamer  and  poet  than  of  a war- 
rior and  hero. 

Mrs.  Cheeseman,  the  wife  of  Mr.  Cheese- 
man,  who  kept  the  main  shop  in  the  vil- 
lage, put  this  conclusion  into  better  Eng- 
lish, when  Mrs.  Shanks  (Harry’s  mother) 
came  on  Monday  to  buy  a rasher  and  com- 
pare opinions. 

“If  I could  have  fetched  it  to  my 
mind,”  she  said,  “that  Squire  Darling 
were  a tarradiddle,  and  all  his  wenches 
liars — which  some  of  them  be,  and  no 
mistake — and  if  I could  refuse  my  own 
eyes  about  gold-lace,  and  crown  jewels, 
and  arms  off,  happier  would  I sleep  in  my 
bed,  ma’am,  every  night  the  Lord  seeth 
good  for  it.  I would  sooner  have  found 
hoppers  in  the  best  ham  in  the  shop  than 
have  gone  to  church  so  to  delude  myself. 
But  there!  that  Cheeseman  would  make 
me  do  it.  I did  believe  as  we  had  some- 
body fit  to  do  battle  for  us  against  Boney, 
and  I laughed  about  all  they  invasion 
and  scares.  But  now — why,  ’a  can’t  say 
bo  to  a goose!  If  ’a  was  to  come  and 
stand  this  moment  where  you  be  a-stand- 
ing,  and  say,  ‘Mrs.  Cheeseman,  I want  a 
fine  rasher,’ not  a bit  of  gristle  would  I 
trim  out,  nor  put  it  up  in  paper  for  him, 
as  I do  for  you,  ma’am.” 

And  Widow  Shanks  quite  agreed  with 
her. 

“Never  can  I tell  you  what  my  feel- 
ings was,  when  I seed  him  a-standing  by 
the  monument,  ma'am.  But  I said  to 
myself — 4 why,  my  poor  John,  as  is  now 
in  heaven,  poor  fellow,  would  ’a  took  you 
up  with  one  hand,  my  lord,  stars  and  gar- 
ters and  crowns  and  all,  and  put  you  into 
his  sow-west  pocket.’  Aud  so  he  could 
have  done,  Mrs.  Cheeseman.” 

But  the  opinion  of  the  men  was  differ- 
ent, because  they  knew  a bee  from  a bull’s 
foot. 

“He  may  not  be  so  very  big,”  they 
said,  “nor  so  outrageous  thunderin’,  as 
the  missus  looked  out  for  from  what  she 
have  read.  They  always  goes  by  their 
own  opinions,  and  wrong  a score  of  times 
out  of  tweuty.  But  any  one  with  a fork 
to  his  leg  can  see  the  sort  of  stuff  he  is 
made  of.  He  ’tended  his  duty  in  the 
house  of  the  Lord,  and  he  wouldn’t  look 

after  the  women ; but  he  kept  his  live  eye 

Original  frcm 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


SPRINGHAVEN. 


727 


upon  every  young  chap  as  were  fit  for  a 
man-of-war’s-man — Dan  Tugwell  especial, 
and  young  Harry  Shanks.  You  see  if  he 
don’t  have  both  of  they  afore  ever  the 
war  comes  on  again  l” 

Conscious  of  filling  the  public  eye, 
with  the  privilege  of  being  upon  private 
view,  Lord  Nelson  had  faced  the  position 
without  flinching,  and  drawn  all  the  fire 
of  the  enemy.  After  that  he  began  to 
make  reprisals,  according  to  his  manner, 
taking  no  trouble  to  regard  the  women— 
which  debarred  them  from  thinking  much 
of  him — but  settling  with  a steady  gaze  at 
each  sea-faring  man,  whether  he  was  made 
of  good  stuff  or  of  pie-crust.  And  to  the 
credit  of  the  place  it  must  be  said  that  he 
found  very  little  of  that  soft  material,  but 
plenty  of  good  stuff,  slow,  perhaps,  and 
heavy,  but  needing  only  such  a soul  as 
his  to  rouse  it. 

“What  a fine  set  of  fellows  you  have 
in  your  village!”  he  said  to  Miss  Darling 
after  dinner,  as  she  sat  at  the  head  of  her 
father’s  table,  for  the  Admiral  had  long 
been  a widower.  “The  finest  I have 
seen  on  the  south  coast  anywhere.  And 
they  look  as  if  they  had  been  under  some 
training.  I suppose  your  father  had  most 
of  them  in  the  Fencibles , last  summer?” 

“Not  one  of  them,”  Faith  answered, 
with  a sweet  smile  of  pride.  “ They  have 
their  own  opinions,  and  nothing  will  dis- 
turb them.  Nobody  could  get  them  to 
believe  for  a moment  that  there  was  any 
danger  of  invasion.  And  they  carried 
on  all  their  fishing  business  almost  as 
calmly  as  they  do  now.  For  that,  of 
course,  they  may  thank  you,  Lord  Nel- 
son; but  they  have  not  the  smallest  sense 
of  the  obligation.” 

“I  am  used  to  that,  as  your  father 
knows;  but  more  among  the  noble  than 
the  simple.  For  the  best  thing  I ever 
did  I got  no  praise,  or  at  any  rate  very 
little.  As  to  the  Boulogne  affair,  Spring- 
haven  was  quite  right.  There  was  never 
much  danger  of  invasion.  I only  wish 
the  villains  would  have  tried  it.  Horatia, 
would  you  like  to  see  your  godfather  at 
work  ? I hope  not.  Young  ladies  should 
be  peaceful.” 

“Then  I am  not  peaceful  at  all,” cried 
Dolly,  who  was  sitting  by  the  maimed 
side  of  her  “Flapfin,”as  her  young  bro- 
ther Johnny  had  nicknamed  him.  “Why, 
if  there  was  always  peace,  what  on  earth 
would  any  but  very  low  people  find  to 
do  ? There  could  scarcely  be  an  admiral, 
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or  a general,  or  even  a captain,  or — well, 
a boy  to  beat  the  drums.” 

“ But  no  drum  would  want  to  be  beat- 
en, Horatia,”  her  elder  sister  Faith  re- 
plied, with  the  superior  mind  of  twenty- 
one;  “and  the  admirals  and  the  generals 
would  have  to  be — ” 

“Doctors,  or  clergymen,  or  something 
of  that  sort,  or  perhaps  even  worse — nas- 
ty lawyers.”  Then  Dolly  (whose  name 
was  “Horatia”  only  in  presence  of  her 
great  godfather)  blushed,  as  befitted  the 
age  of  seventeen,  at  her  daring,  and  look- 
ed at  her  father. 

“That  last  cut  was  meant  for  me,” 
Frank  Darling,  the  eldest  of  the  family, 
explained  from  the  opposite  side  of  the 
table.  “Your  lordship,  though  so  well 
known  to  us,  can  hardly  be  expected  to 
know  or  remember  all  the  little  particu- 
lars of  our  race.  We  are  four,  as  you 
know;  and  the  elder  two  are  peaceful, 
while  the  younger  pair  are  warlike.  And 
I am  to  be  the  ‘nasty  lawyer,’  called  to 
the  bar  in  the  fullness  of  time — which 
means  after  dining  sufficiently — to  the 
great  disgust  of  your  little  godchild, 
whose  desire  from  her  babyhood  has  been 
to  get  me  shot.” 

“ Little , indeed!  What  a word  to  use 
about  me ! You  told  a great  story.  But 
now  you’ll  make  it  true.” 

“ To  wit — as  we  say  at  Lincoln’s  Inn — 
she  has  not  longed  always  for  my  death 
in  battle,  but  henceforth  will  do  so;  but  I 
never  shall  afford  her  that  gratification. 

I shall  keep  out  of  danger  as  zealously  as 
your  lordship  rushes  into  it.” 

“Franky  going  on,  I suppose,  with 
some  of  his  usual  nonsense,”  Admiral 
Darling,  who  was  rather  deaf,  called  out 
from  the  bottom  of  the  table.  “Nobody 
pays  much  attention  to  him,  because  he 
does  not  mean  a word  of  it.  He  belongs 
to  the  peace— peace— peace-at- any -price 
lot.  But  when  a man  wanted  to  rob  him 
last  winter,  he  knocked  him  down,  and 
took  him  by  the  throat,  and  very  nearly 
killed  him.” 

“That’s  the  only  game  to  play,”  ex- 
claimed Lord  Nelson,  who  had  been  look- 
ing at  Frank  Darling  with  undisguised 
disgust.  “My  young  friend,  you  are  not 
such  a fool  after  all.  And  why  should 
you  try  to  be  one  ?” 

“ My  brother,”  said  the  sweet-tempered 
Faith,  “ never  tries  to  be  a fool,  Lord  Nel- 
son; he  only  tries  to  be  a poet.” 

This  made  people  laugh;  and  Nelson, 
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feeling  that  he  had  been  rude  to  a youth 
who  could  not  fairly  answer  him,  jumped 
from  his  chair  with  the  lightness  of  a boy, 
and  went  round  to  Frank  Darling,  with 
his  thin  figure  leaning  forward,  and  his 
gray  unpowdered  hair  tossed  about,  and 
upon  his  wrinkled  face  that  smile  which 
none  could  ever  resist,  because  it  was  so 
warm  and  yet  so  sad. 

“ Shake  hands,  my  dear  young  friend,” 
he  cried,  “ though  I can  not  offer  the  right 
one.  I was  wrong  to  call  you  a fool  be- 
cause you  don't  look  at  things  as  I do. 
Poets  are  almost  as  good  as'  sailors,  and 
a great  deal  better  than  soldiers.  I have 


felt  a gift  that  way  myself,  and  turned 
out  some  very  tidy  lines.  But  I believe 
they  were  mainly  about  myself,  and  I 
never  had  time  to  go  on  with  them.” 

Such  little  touches  of  simplicity  and 
kindness,  from  a man  who  never  knew 
the  fear  of  men,  helped  largely  to  produce 
that  love  of  Nelson  which  England  felt* 
and  will  always  feel. 

“My  lord,”  replied  the  young  man* 
bending  low — for  he  was  half  a cubit 
higher  than  the  mighty  captain — “it  is 
good  for  the  world  that  you  have  no  right 
arm,  when  you  disarm  it  so  with  your 
left  one.” 


KING  ARTHUR. 

Not  a ILobe  Storj, 

By  tub  Author  op  “John  Halifax,  Gentleman.** 


CHAPTER  I. 


FULLY  twenty  years  before  the  great  St. 

Gothard  tunnel  was  made  or  thought 
of,  when  Andermatt  was  still  the  favorite 
resting-place  of  travellers  passing  from 
Switzerland  into  Italy,  and  vied  versa , a 
group  of  half  a dozen  persons  sat  round 
the  table  d'hdte  of  the  principal  hotel 
there,  eating  their  rather  meagre  dinner. 
For  it  was  early  in  June,  and  the  stream  of 
regular  tourists  had  not  yet  begun  to  flow. 

Not  at  any  season  do  travellers  pause 
long  here,  the  valley  of  Uri  being  consid- 
ered by  pleasure-seekers  in  general  a rath- 
er dull  place.  Perhaps ; and  yet  it  has  its 
charms.  It  is  a high  level  plateau,  sol- 
emn and  still,  in  the  heart  of  the  Alps. 
Through  it  comes  pouring  down  the  wild 
river  Reuss,  and  up  from  it  climb  three 
desolate  mountain  roads,  leading  to  three 
well-known  passes — the  St.  Gothard,  the 
Furca,  and  the  Oberalp. 

The  valley  itself  is  smooth  and  green, 
though  too  high  above  the  level  of  the 
sea  to  be  very  fertile.  Little  corn  is  grown 
there,  and  the  trees  are  few  and  small; 
but  the  pasturage  during  the  brief  sum- 
mer— only  three  months — is  abundant, 
and  extending  far  up  the  mountain-sides. 
Every  yard  of  available  land  is  cultivated, 
and  the  ground  is  “ parsemd ” (to  use  a 
French  word  for  which  there  is  no  Eng- 
lish equivalent)  with  that  mass  of  wild 
flowers  which  makes  Switzerland  in  June 
a perfect  garden  wherever  you  turn  your 
eyes. 
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But  these  and  all  other  beauties  of  the 
place  were  invisible  to  the  travellers,  fora 
deuse  white  mist  had  suddenly  come  down 
and  blotted  out  everything. 

“To-day  would  have  been  worse  even 
than  yesterday  for  those  young  fellows  to 
have  crossed  the  St.  Gothard  from  Italy, 
as  they  told  me  they  did,”  said  one  of  the 
three  quiet  English-speaking  guests  at  the 
head  of  the  table,  looking  across  at  the 
three  voluble  Italians  at  the  foot  of  it. 

4 4 Scarcely  more  detestable  weather  than 
when  we  crossed,  doctor.  My  wife  has 
taken  all  these  five  days  to  get  over  it, 
and  is  hardly  well  yet.” 

“Oh  yes,  dear,”  said  the  lady — the  only 
lady  at  table — small  and  ordinary  in  ap- 
pearance, but  with  a soft  voice  and  sweet 
eyes,  which  continually  sought  her  hus- 
band's. He  was  tall,  thin,  and  serious:  in 
fact,  had  taken  the  head  of  the  table  and 
said  grace  in  unmistakable  clerical  fash- 
ion. He  looked  the  very  picture  of  an 
English  clergyman,  and  she  of  a clergy- 
man’s wife.  One  seemed  about  forty,  the 
other  fifty,  years  old. 

The  third  traveller,  addressed  as  “doc- 
tor,” was  not  English,  though  he  spoke 
our  language  with  a far  better  pronuncia- 
tion than  most  of  us  do.  But  he  spoke  it 
with  a slight  nasal  twang,  said  to  be  in- 
evitable, in  consequence  of  climate,  with 
our  transatlantic  cousins.  Also  he  had  a 
gaunt,  lean,  dried-up  appearance;  but  his 
long  bony  limbs  were  agile  and  strong, 
and  his  brown  face  was  both  shrewd  and 
kindly,  full  of  humor,  yet  at  the  same 
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time  full  of  tenderness,  with  no  small 
amount  of  capacity  as  well. 

“ My  dear  Mrs.  Trevena,  I guess  we  had 
the  devil's  own  weather  (begging  your 
pardon)  that  day  we  crossed  from  Italy. 
When  the  snows  begin  to  melt,  the  Pass 
is  worse  and  more  dangerous  than  in  the 
middle  of  winter.  And  in  addition  we 
had  that  soaking  rain.  I am  sure  I was 
•drenched  to  the  skin  for  eight  mortal 
hours.  Medically  speaking,  I wonder  any 
one  of  us,  especially  the  women,  came 
through  the  journey  alive.  But  you  say 
you’re  all  right  now,  ma’am  ?” 

“ Oh  yes,”  answered  Mrs.  Trevena,  smil- 
ing. She  seemed  a person  so  accustomed 
to  be  “not  strong”  that  she  preferred  to 
■smile  at  illness,  and  make  as  light  of  it  as 
possible.  “I  only  hope  the  other  two 
women — the  only  women  who  were  in  the 
sledges  besides  myself — came  off  as  easily. 
I suppose  they  went  on  at  once,  for  I have 
not  seen  them  in  the  hotel  since.  Have 
you,  Dr.  Franklin  ?” 

44  Yes,”  said  the  doctor.  He  was  not  a 
man  of  many  words. 

“ Are  they  here  still,  do  you  know  ?” 

“ Yes,”  he  answered  again,  with  still 
greater  abruptness  and  brevity. 

“I  wish  I had  known  it,  and  I would 
have  inquired  how  they  were.  I felt  so 
sorry  for  the  lady— she  was  certainly  a 
lady,  though  she  was  shabbily  dressed, 
and  so  muffled  up  it  was  almost  impossi- 
ble to  see  her  face.  The  old  mulatto  wo- 
man, who  seemed  her  maid,  was  very  anx- 
ious over  her.  They  had  not  half  wraps 
enough,  yet  when  I offered  her  a rug  she 
refused  it  with  a mere  shake  of  the  head. 
She  couldn’t  be  English,  or,  hearing  me 
speak,  she  would  surely  have  spoken.” 

44  No — not  English.” 

44  What  was  she,  then  ? German  ?” 

“American.  My  dear  lady,  you  will 
not  find  two  mouthfuls  on  that  poulet . 
It  looks  more  like  an  overgrown  sparrow; 
really  the  food  here  is  abominable.” 

“No  wonder,”  said  the  clergyman, 
mildly.  “I  believe  they  have  to  carry 
up  nearly  everything  from  the  valleys  be- 
low— several  thousand  feet.  Nothing  will 
u grow  here,  not  even  the  chickens.  What 
a place  Andermatt  must  be  to  live  at  in 
winter  1” 

“ Yet  they  do  live  here.  Madame  told 
me  to-day,  so  far  as  I could  understand 
her  English — I wish  I spoke  better  French, 
Austin ! — that  they  keep  the  hotel  open  all 
winter.  Hej;  elder  children  go  to  school 
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at  Lucerne,  but  the  two  little  boys  learn 
from  the  pasteur  here.  They  go  to  him 
every  day  in  a sledge,  drawn  by  Juno,  the 
huge  St.  Bernard  who  is  always  lying  at 
the  hotel  door.” 

“Listen  to  her!”  said  the  grave  clergy- 
man, turning  upon  the  little  sweet-faced 
woman  an  affectionate  look.  “I  do  be- 
lieve if  my  wife  were  dropped  down  in 
the  wilds  of  Africa,  within  three  days  she 
would  have  made  friends  with  all  the 
blackamoors,  big  and  little — especially  the 
little  ones — have  found  out  all  their  af- 
fairs, and  been  made  the  confidante  of  all 
their  sorrows.” 

“In  the  language  of  signs— as  now,” 
laughed  Mrs.  Trevena. 

“Never  mind,  ma’am;  you  manage 
somehow.  Madame’s  poor  little  boy  with 
the  broken  leg  and  his  German  bonne  look 
out  for  your  daily  visit  with  great  excite- 
ment. I guess  they’ll  miss  you  when  you 
go  away.” 

“And  I shall  miss  Andermatt.  I like 
the  place;  it  is  so  quiet,  so  utterly  out  of 
the  world.  And  the  hotel  people  are  so 
simple  and  good.  I seem  to  know  all 
about  everybody.” 

“Do  you,  ma’am  ?”  said  the  doctor,  with 
a sharp,  questioning  look,  which  fell  harm- 
less on  the  innocent  face;  then,  appar- 
ently satisfied,  he  added,  “How  valuable 
your  wife  must  be  in  your  parish  at  home, 
Mr.  Trevena!” 

“ Invaluable — except  that  it  is  so  small 
a parish.  But  we  hope  for  a better  living 
by-and-by.  We  have  been  hoping  all  our 
lives,”  added  he,  with  a slight  sigh. 

“ But  we  do  sometimes  get  what  we 
hope  for,  Austin,”  said  liis  wife.  “You 
can  not  think,  Dr.  Franklin,  how  he  has 
enjoyed  his  three  months’  chaplaincy  at 
the  Italian  lakes— such  a lovely  spring! 
and  we  are  going  back  to  a second  spring, 
or  rather  summer,  in  England.  We  live 
in  the  country — in  Cornwall.” 

“A  region  which,  very  likely,  Dr.  Frank- 
lin never  heard  of ; but  we  think  a great 
deal  of  it,  being  both  of  us  Cornish  born,” 
said  Mr.  Trevena.  He  was  a little  slow  in 
speech  and  formal  in  manner,  this  old- 
fashioned  English  gentleman;  and  the 
quick,  keen,  energetic  American  regarded 
him  with  the  interest  of  a student  of  hu- 
man nature  who  had  discovered  a new 
phase  thereof.  They  were  very  different, 
but  both  being  rarely  honest  and  good 
men,  they  had  fallen  into  a sort  of  liking, 
and  during  the  six  days  they  had  been 
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weather-bound  at  Andermatt  had  become 
tolerably  intimate. 

Their  not  too  luxurious  meal  over,  the 
three  English-speaking  inmates  of  the  ho- 
tel still  sat  on  at  the  table  d'h6te}  compar- 
atively silent — at  least  when  contrasted 
with  the  voluble  young  Italians  below. 

“What  can  they  be  talking  about,  so 
fast  and  furious,  almost  as  if  they  were 
going  to  fight  ?”  said  Mrs.  Trevena,  some- 
what amused,  while  her  husband  looked 
annoyed,  as  a Briton  often  does  at  any- 
thing foreign  which  he  does  not  under- 
stand. But  the  more  cosmopolite  Amer- 
ican only  laughed.  He  had  travelled 
through  many  lands  on  both  sides  the 
ocean ; he  spoke  at  least  three  Continent- 
al tongues,  and  had  been  a great  help  in 
that  and  other  ways  to  the  English  par- 
son, who  knew  no  modern  language  but 
his  own. 

“Why  can  not  people  converse  without 
gesticulating  like  savages,  and  looking  as 
if  they  were  about  to  tear  one  another  to 
pieces  ?”  observed  he,  in  some  irritation. 

“Not  at  all,” laughed  the  Kentuckian. 
“They  are  the  best  of  friends.  Two  of 
them  belong  to  the  Teatro  at  Milan,  sent 
in  pursuit  of  a singer  there,  who  has 
broken  her  engagement,  and  gone  off,  it 
is  supposed,  to  London  or  Paris  in  search 
of  a better  one.  They  don’t  think  her 
flight  implies  anything  worse  than  love 
of  money;  they  say  the  signora  had  no 
lovers — only  a husband,  and  perhaps  a 
bad  one.” 

“ Poor  lady !”  said  Mrs.  Trevena.  “ But 
if  she  were  a real  lady  she  would  never  be 
an  opera-singer.  What  a dreadful  life  it 
must  be !” 

The  doctor  laughed  in  his  dry  way — he 
was  more  of  a laughing  than  a weeping 
philosopher,  and  of  practical  rather  than 
sentimental  mind  — then  looked  at  his 
watch.  “Excuse  me;  I have  a visit  to 
pay  this  evening.” 

“Is  it  to  Madame’s  little  boy  with  the 
broken  leg  ? Then  I will  go  first,  just  for 
a minute,  and  leave  some  pictures  to 
amuse  him,  poor  little  patient  soul!” 

“That  is  just  like  my  wife,”  said  Mr. 
Trevena,  looking  after  her  with  a smile 
that  ended  in  a sigh. 

“Mrs.  Trevena  seems  uncommonly  fond 
of  children.  Perhaps  she  has  left  some 
behind  her  at  home?  I’m  a family  man 
myself,  and  after  two  years  in  Europe  I 
sha’n’t  be  sorry  to  see  those  ten  little 
shavers  of  mine  in  Kentucky.” 
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4 4 Ten,  have  you  ? We  have  none.  We 
had  one,  but  it  only  lived  a few  hours. 
My  wife  has  never  quite  got  over  the  dis- 
appointment, and  it  was  to  give  her  a to- 
tal change  for  mind  and  body  that  I ac- 
cepted the  chaplaincy  abroad.  We  have 
only  been  married  three  years,  though  we 
waited  for  fifteen,”  added  the  good  man, 
with  the  faintest  shade  of  a blush  on  his 
calm,  middle-aged  face.  4 4 1 was  a fellow 
of  my  college,  and  at  last  I got  a college 
living — rather  a poor  one.  But  we  are 
very  happy,  my  wife  and  I.  We  shall  at 
least  end  our  days  together.” 

“ Phew !”  said  the  American,  repressing 
a low  whistle,  while  his  kindly  eyes  took 
a curiously  soft  expression  as  they  rested 
on  his  companion.  He  had  a fairly  hap- 
py life  himself,  and  his  “ten  little  shavers” 
were  obviously  very  dear  to  him.  “She’s 
a good  woman,  your  wife,”  continued  he, 
bluntly.  44  So  is  mine.  I’d  lay  you  a dol- 
lar against  ten  cents  you’ll  not  find  such 
a mother  anywhere  as  Mrs.  Franklin.  I 
wish  all  women  were  like  our  two,  sir.” 

“I  hope  many  women  are,”  answered 
the  mild  clergyman,  adding,  anxiously, 
“ Do  not  speak  to  Mrs.  Trevena  of  what  I 
told  you — her  lost  child.  It  is  a sore  place 
in  her  heart  still ; never  likely  to  be  healed. 
But  we  have  made  up  our  minds  to  be  con- 
tent,and  we  are  content.  God  knows  best.” 

44 1 suppose  so.” 

44 1 am  sure  so,  and  I am  a much  older 
man  than  you.  Isn’t  it  sti*ange,”  contin- 
ued the  clergyman,  laying  his  hand  kind- 
ly on  the  doctor’s  arm,  “that  you  and  I 
should  have  talked  of  this  and  many  other 
things— we  who  never  met  before,  and  in 
all  probability  shall  never  meet  again?” 

“Perhaps  for  that  very  reason;  I have 
often  found  it  so.  People  tell  me  things 
that  they  wouldn’t  tell  their  most  intimate 
friends.  You  have  no  idea  the  odd  secrets 
and  odd  people  that  I have  come  across 
during  my  life.  By  Jove!  what  a bother 
it  is  sometimes ! But  I beg  your  pardon ; 

I was  thinking  of  something  else — some- 
thing not  too  agreeable.  And  now  I must 
go  to  my  patient,  who  is  not,  as  your  wife 
imagined,  the  little  broken  - legged  boy. 
However,  in  our  profession  we  learn  one 
good  thing — to  hold  our  tongues.  Good- 
night, sir.” 

“ Good-nigh t,  doctor.  You’ll  drive  up 
to  Hospenthal  with  us,  as  my  wife  wishes, 
if  it  is  a fine  day  to-morrow,  and  your  pa- 
tient can  spare  you  ?” 

44  Oh  yes— yes.  She—”  Here  Dr. 
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Franklin  set  his  lips  together  and  clinched 
his  fist,  as  if  to  beat  himself  for  nearly  let- 
ting a cat  jump  out  of  the  bag.  4 4 Certain- 
ly— certainly.  Good-evening.” 

He  left  the  room  by  one  door  just  as 
Mrs.  Trevena  entered  by  another.  Her 
husband  greeted  her  with  a smile — the 
welcoming  smile  of  those  who  have  been 
necessary  to  one  another  for  years,  who 
never  weary  of  each  other’s  company,  be- 
cause it  scarcely  is  company — the  two  hav- 
ing so  grown  together  in  all  their  tastes 
and  habits  that  they  feel  like  one.  If  the 
little  life  that  had  come,  and  then 
“unto  stillness  passed  again, 

And  left  a blank,  unknown  before/1 

had  been  a loss  to  them,  it  had  undoubt- 
edly but 

“made  them  love  the  more.11 
That  is,  if  more  were  possible.  But  the 
more  or  the  less  with  regard  to  love  is 
a question  that  chiefly  troubles  younger 
folk.  The  old  accept  it — only  too  thank- 
fully— and  cease  to  investigate  it  or  to 
weigh  and  measure  it  any  more  than  their 
daily  sunshine  or  the  air  they  breathe. 

“The  mist  has  lifted,  Austin,  and  there 
is  promise  of  a good  sunset— as  much  as 
the  mountains  will  let  us  see  of  it ; and 
a full  moon  will  soon  be  creeping  over 
those  white  peaks  opposite.  Hark ! — there 
are  the  bells  of  the  cattle  coming  home. 
Are  you  ready  for  a walk,  dear  ?” 

“Quite  ready,  Susannah.” 

“Shall  we  go  to  the  Devil’s  Bridge — or 
up  toward  Hospenthal  ? No,  for  we  shall 
be  driving  that  way  to-morrow.  I should 
like  to  get  as  far  up  as  the  Hospice,  and 
be  close  under  the  eternal  snows  once 
again — see  them  in  sunshine  and  calm, 
instead  of  such  a deluge  of  rain  as  the  day 
we  crossed  from  Airolo.” 

44 1 wonder  it  did  not  give  you  your 
death  of  cold,  my  poor  wife.” 

“Those  other  two  women,  the  old  and 
the  young  one,  were  worse  off  than  I,  for 
they  had  nobody  to  take  care  of  them” — 
and  she  patted  softly  her  husband’s 
shoulder.  44 1 felt  so  sorry  for  them!  I 
have  often  thought  of  them  since.” 

44  You  think  of  everybody,  Susannah — 
except  yourself.  Come  along,  and  as  we 
go  you  can  tell  me  what  you  think  about 
one  thing — our  getting  back  as  fast  as  we 
can  to  England.” 

“Very  well,  dear.” 

Somehow,  though  she  was  mild-faced, 
quiet,  and  small,  and  he  was  big  and  hale 
— even  young-looking  for  his  years— it 
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was  evident  the  good  clergyman  leaned 
upon  his  wife  not  a little.  And  there  was 
that  in  Mrs.  Trevena’s  sweet  composure 
which  implied,  not  the  perpetual  acquies- 
cence, feeble  and  flaccid,  which  some  men 
think  would  be  so  delightful  to  have — 
until  they  get  it — but  an  amount  of  dor- 
mant force  invaluable  in  the  mistress  of  a 
household.  She  is  no  “perfect  woman” 
who  is  not  at  the  same  time 

“nobly  planned 

To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command11 ; 
and  gentle  as  Mrs.  Trevena  looked,  a keen 
observer  could  detect  in  her  firm  little 
mouth  and  quiet  silent  ways  indications 
of  strength  and  decision  which  doubtless 
would  prove  the  greatest  possible  blessing 
to  the  Reverend  Austin.  Not  that  44  the 
gray  mare  was  the  better  horse,”  for  he 
looked — and  was— -the  most  excellent  of 
men  and  clergymen ; but  it  was  in  many 
things  the  more  useful  horse,  which  fact 
often  makes  a pair  run  all  the  safer  to- 
gether. Austin  Trevena,  a student  and  a 
bookworm  all  his  days,  would  have  been 
practically  “nowhere”  in  the  busy  world 
but  for  his  wife,  who  loved  him  perhaps 
all  the  dearer  for  his  very  weaknesses. 
His  strength,  which  lay  in  his  brains,  and 
in  a moral  nature  of  such  high  chivalric 
honor  that  he  would  have  gone  to  the 
stake  without  a murmur  or  a doubt,  she 
more  than  loved,  she  worshipped.  It  had 
cost  her  some  pangs  and  a good  many  long 
lonely  years,  but  she  worshipped  it  still. 

Enough,  however,  of  these  two,  who  had 
been  such  a deep  interest  to  Dr.  Franklin, 
in  his  capacity  of  student  of  human  nature, 
that  he  had  staid  on  at  Andermatt  chiefly 
because  they  staid.  Also  for  another  rea- 
son, which,  with  the  reticence  due  to  his 
profession,  he  did  not  name.  When  they 
met  him  going  out,  and  asked  him  to  ac- 
company them  in  their  evening  saunter 
to  the  Devil’s  Bridge,  he  shook  his  head. 

“I’ve  got  a Devil’s  Bridge  of  my  own 
to  cross,  and  I wish  to  Heaven  I knew  how 
to  manage  it,”  said  he.  44  Good-evening. 
I’ll  see  you  at  breakfast  to-morrow.” 

44  And  go  with  us  up  to  the  Hospice  ?” 

“ If  I can . Au  revoir.  ” 

44  He  looks  anxious  and  troubled  about 
something,”  observed  Mrs.  Trevena,  when 
the  placid  pair  went  on  their  wajr,  stop- 
ping sometimes  to  watch  the  twilight  col- 
ors on  the  mountains,  and  listen  to  the 
tinkle  of  the  cattle  bells,  as,  one  after  the 
other,  whole  herds  of  the  lovely  little 

Swiss  cows  crept  musically  home. 
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“I  suspect,  my  dear,  that,  like  another 
person  I know,  the  good  doctor  often 
troubles  himself  with  the  troubles  of  oth- 
er people.  He  told  me  he  had  a patient 
here — not  your  little  sick  boy — possibly 
some  case  of  serious  illness.” 

“I  never  heard  of  any,  and  I think  I 
should  have  heard.  Madame  and  I have 
grown  to  be  very  good  friends.” 

“But  Madame  is  a shrewd  woman, who 
probably  knows  how  to  keep  her  own 
counsel,  and  not  drive  away  her  very  few 
customers  by  rumors  of  sickness  or  death 
in  the  house.” 

“ Death  in  the  house  ? You  don’t  think 
that,  Austin  ? If  I could  be  of  any  use — ” 

“You  are  of  most  use  to  me,  Susannah, 
by  not  wearing  yourself  out  over  other 
folk;  so  don’t  put  on  that  poor  little  anx- 
ious face,  but  let  us  enjoy  our  walk.  We, 
thank  Heaven!  have  nobody  but  our  two 
selves  to  be  anxious  over.” 

“No,”  answered  his  wife,  softly.  But 
whether  she  thanked  Heaven — Heaven 
only  knew.  It  was  one  of  those  uncon- 
scious stabs  which  even  the  dearest  some- 
times give;  and  which  Heaven  only  can 
heal. 

So  they  strolled  on,  sometimes  talking, 
sometimes  silent,  in  that  happy  compan- 
ionship— just  “one  and  one” — without 
need  of  “a  shadowy  third,”  which  is  the 
solace  of  many  childless  couples,  and 
which,  so  long  as  it  steers  clear  of  that 
fatal  dual  selfishness  which  is  the  bane  of 
conjugal  life,  is  a most  enviable  and  de- 
sirable thing. 

They  saw  the  sun  set,  the  moon  rise — 
at  least  by  reflection ; for  the  actual  sunset 
and  moonrise  were  of  course  invisible 
behind  the  mountains  ; and  then  they 
watched  the  stars  come  out  like  jewels  in 
the  great  blue  arch  which  seemed  to  rest 
on  the  high  peaks  of  the  St.  Gothard 
range,  white  with  eternal  snow.  When 
they  returned,  night  had  already  fallen: 
a glimmering  light  up  at  Hospenthal,  and 
another  which  burned  steadily  on  till 
morning  in  the  Andermatt  Hotel  below, 
alone  testified  to  the  presence  of  any  hu- 
man existence  in  the  silent  valley. 

Next  day,  at  the  table  d'hdte  breakfast, 
the  English  and  American  travellers  alone 
remained ; the  Italians  had  vanished.  Mr. 
and  Mrs. Tre vena  looked  placid  and  whole- 
some— as  usual — in  mind  and  body;  but 
Dr.  Franklin  seemed  tired  and  worried,  or, 
as  he  expressed  it,  “seedy,”  as  if  he  had 
been  up  all  night — which  he  owned  he  had. 
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“But  why  ?”  asked  Mrs.  Trevena,  and 
then  drew  back  and  blushed  for  the  in- 
trusive question. 

“Work,  my  dear  lady — a doctor’s  work 
never  ends.  But  now  I mean  to  take  a 
few  hours’  play.  What  time  shall  we 
start  ? We  can  drive  up  as  far  as  the  eter- 
nal snow  and  down  again  before  dark?” 

“ Easily.” 

“ All  right,  then.  I’m  your  man.  Off 
we  go.  I’ll  halve  the  carriage  with  you.” 

“Certainly  not;  we  shall  be  glad  of 
your  company,”  said  the  English  clergy- 
man, with  stately  dignity,  and  despite  his 
wife’s  rather  pathetic  look,  which  con- 
vinced the  honest,  warm-hearted  Ameri- 
can that  “halving  the  carriage”  was  a 
matter  of  importance  to  them,  Mr.  Tre- 
vena held  to  his  point,  and  Dr.  Franklin 
was  obliged  to  yield. 

They  started.  It  was  one  of  those  gor- 
geous days — all  blueness  and  whiteness, 
and  flooded  with  dazzling,  cloudless  sun- 
shine— which  in  Switzerland  come  as 
such  a strange  contrast  to  the  days  of 
mist  and  storm.  The  three  friends,  so 
lately  strangers,  found  themselves  ascend- 
ing cheerily  the  mountain,  past  the  tiny 
village  of  Hospenthal  and  the  glacier  of 
St.  Anna,  crossing  the  wild  river  Reuss, 
which  came  pouring  down  the  desolate 
valley,  and  watching  how  the  vegeta- 
tion, at  first  bright  as  the  colors  of  a ka- 
leidoscope with  masses  of  lovely  un- 
known flowers,  gradually  dwindled, 
ceased,  until  the  gray  of  the  huge  bowl- 
ders, the  intense  blue  of  the  sky,  and  the 
dazzling  whiteness  of  the  mountain  slopes 
were  the  only  colors  left.  The  road  be- 
came steeper  and  steeper,  and  occasional- 
ly was  fenced  on  either  side  by  huge  walls 
of  unmelted,  and  apparently  never  to  be 
melted,  snow. 

“You  had  better  put  on  your  blue  veil, 
Mrs.  Trevena,  and  here  is  a pair  of  blue 
spectacles  for  your  husband:  I wouldn’t 
sacrifice  my  eyes  for  the  grandest  snow- 
landscape  in  the  world.  Nor  my  meals. 
But  I see  you  have  provided  against 
mountain  hunger.  Is  that  another  fine 
fat — sparrow  ?” 

She  laughed,  as  people  do  whose  hearts 
are  full;  then  said,  with  tears  in  her  eyes: 
“How  beautiful  all  is!  My  whole  life 
through  I have  longed  to  come  here,  and 
now  I am  here— we  are  here  together, 
Austin.  We  should  be  very  thankful.” 

“I  think  we  are,  Susannah,”  the  cler- 
gyman said,  in  his  grave  tender  way. 
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And  then  the  two  men— so  very  different 
outside,  and  yet  with  a certain  sympa- 
thetic union  at  heart — sat  down  on  either 
side  the  little  woman,  on  what  they  call- 
ed a “comfortable”  stone,  just  below  the 
shining'  wall  of  snow,  forty  feet  high, 
which  reflected  the  rays  of  the  sun  so  as 
to  be  oppressively  warm. 

“ Isn’t  it  curious,  Mrs.  Trevena,  though 
we  sit  under  a wall  of  snow,  we  are  almost 
‘baked  alive’  ? — as  my  little  monkeys  in 
Kentucky  would  say.”  And  stretching 
out  his  hand,  he  washed  down  the  leg  of 
•chicken  with  a mouthful  of  snow,  declar- 
ing it  was  “not  bad  drink  after  all.” 

“Does  this  huge  white  wall  never 
melt  ?” 

“Never  entirely,  ma’am”  (Ids  invaria- 
ble “ma’am”  and  “sir”  were  so  anti- 
English).  “We  are  just  on  the  verge  of 
the  snow-line — perpetual  snow.  And  yet, 
just  look  at  that  patch  of  blue  gentian — 
isn’t  it  lovely  ? Are  you  a botanist,  Mr. 
Trevena  ?” 

“Oh  no,  but  my  wife  is.  At  least  she 
has  what  I call  a speaking  acquaintance 
with  almost  every  flower  that  grows. 
She  knows  their  separate  faces  as  well  as 
those  of  the  babies  of  our  parish — which 
seem  to  me  all  alike.” 

“Not  a bit  alike,  when  you  are  a wo- 
man, and  love  them,”  said  the  wife,  smil- 
ing. 

“ You  seem  very  fond  of  children,  Mrs. 
Trevena.” 

“Yes,”  she  answered,  quietly— so  quiet- 
ly that  the  good  doctor,  feeling  as  if  he 
could  have  bitten  his  tongue  off  for  the 
remark,  rose  and  proposed  a saunter  a lit- 
tle higher  up  the  mountain. 

“Decidedly.  And  my  wife  can  rest 
here.  She  never  minds  being  alone.  I 
tell  her  it  is  because  she  finds  her  own 
company  so  pleasant;  and  no  wonder!” 
added  he,  with  affectionate  courtesy. 

“She’s  a trump,”  said  the  American, 
rough,  candid,  and  kindly,  as  they  walked 
away. 

When  they  were  out  of  sight  and  hear- 
ing of  Mrs.  Trevena,  he  suddenly  stopped, 
and  stuck  his  stick  violently  into  a fast- 
melting mass  of  snow. 

“It’s  no  use,  sir;  I can’t  stand  it  any 
longer.  I must  tell  somebody.” 

‘ * Tell  what  ?”  said  the  placid  clergyman, 
very  much  surprised. 

“ Something  which  I have  been  expect- 
ing your  wife  would  find  out  every  day, 
-but  she  has_not  done  so.  Madame  has  kept 
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the  secret  well.  I have  often  wished  I 
could  tell  it  to  Mrs.  Trevena,  who  has  such 
capital  common-sense  and  right  feeling — 
womanly  feeling.  Some  women  seem  as 
if  they  had  none  at  all ; the  fashionable 
life,  or  the  public  life— Lord  knows  which, 
for  I don’t! — has  taken  all  ordinary  flesh 
and  blood  out  of  them.  It  does  some- 
times.” 

Mr.  Trevena  listened  to  this  tirade  with 
a perplexity  which  his  politeness  vainly 
tried  to  hide.  “ If  there  is  anything  you 
would  like  to  confide  in  me  — anything 
wherein  I could  be  of  use — according  to 
my  sacred  profession — ” 

“Mine  has  its  sacredness  too,  if  people 
only  knew  it.  Many  a troublesome  secret 
have  I kept;  but  this  one — I can't  keep  it 
— I won’t  keep  it;  for,  in  a sense,  it's  like 
conniving  at  a murder.  The  massacre  of 
the  innocents,  I call  it — and  so  I told  the 
woman.” 

“What  woman?”  asked  Mr.  Trevena, 
now  thoroughly  aroused  and  uneasy — so 
uneasy  that  he  looked  instinctively  back 
at  the  little  dark  figure  sitting  motionless 
under  the  snow  wall,  his  wife,  with  whom 
he  was  accustomed  to  halve  allhisauxieties. 

“No;  don’t  tell  her  — not  till  we  get 
back  to  the  hotel.  You  may  then  ; for, 
after  all,  she  will  understand  it  better  than 
you,  or  than  any  man  among  us  all.” 

And  then  he  detailed  how  his  mysteri- 
ous patient,  on  whose  account  he  had  lin- 
gered these  five  days  at  Andermatt,  was  a 
lady — the  lady  with  the  mulatto  servant 
who  had  crossed  the  St.  Gothard  the  same 
day  as  themselves,  and  that  very  night 
had  suddenly  given  birth  to  a child,  with 
no  help  except  the  old  woman,  and  no 
preparation  for  her  infant  except  a few 
clothes  borrowed  from  the  kind  landlady 
of  the  hotel,  who,  at  the  mother’s  urgent 
entreaty,  had  kept  the  event  a secret  from 
everybody. 

“ But  she  insisted  on  fetching  me,  as  I 
spoke  their  language — both  the  black  and 
the  white  woman  are,  I am  sorry  to  say, 
American  bom.  I told  them  in  good  plain 
English  that  they  were  both  fools,  or  worse, 
to  have  attempted  such  a journey.  It  was 
a miracle  that  the  mother  and  child  sur- 
vived— the  child  nearly  was  dead— and 
when  I told  her  it  lived,  her  first  word  was 
that  she  was  4 very  sorry.’  A mother  in- 
deed! A brute!  No  — any  brute  beast 
would  have  been  more  of  a mother.” 

“ Perhaps,”  suggested  Mr.  Trevena,  with 

a faint,  old-bachelor-like  blush— “ perhaps 
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she  had  some  very  strong  reason  for  wish- 
ing it  dead.” 

“Illegitimacy,  you  mean ?”  interrupted 
the  point-blank  doctor.  “No;  I believe 
not.  She  had  a wedding  ring  on  her  fin- 
ger, and  in  her  delirium  she  talked  of  4 my 
goose  of  a husband,’  and  ‘ my  horrid  little 
brats  at  home.’  Therefore  I conclude  she 
has  both  a home  and  a husband.  Though 
why  she  should  have  gone  wandering 
about  the  world  in  this  insane  manner  is 
more  than  I can  tell.  Both  she  and  her 
servant  are  absolutely  silent.” 

“About  how  old  is  she  ?” 

“Just  under  forty,  I should  say.  Very 
handsome  still — in  a sort  of  way.  Has 
had  four  children,  but  declares  she  4 hated 
every  one  of  them  the  minute  they  were 
born.’  Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  a wo- 
man ?” 

Mr.  Trevena  shook  bis  head  helplessly. 
“Well,  my  dear  doctor,  what  can  I do? 
Would  you  like  me,  in  my  clerical  capa- 
city, to  pay  her  a visit  ?” 

“Bless  my  life!  no.  She  would  laugh 
you  to  scorn ; she  laughs  at  everything  se- 
rious, except  when  she  gets  into  her  tra- 
gedy fits,  when  she  rants  for  all  the  world 
like  a play-actor — or  actress.” 

“Perhaps  she  is  an  actress.” 

‘ 4 May  be ; I never  thought  of  that.  But 
I have  not  thought  much  about  her,  except 
as  a ‘case,’  till  to-day.  It  was  hard  work 
to  keep  her  alive  at  all — or  the  baby  either 
— for  she  refused  to  suckle  it.  She  said 
she  wanted  it  to  die ; and  if  it  had  not  been 
for  a blessed  old  Nanny-goat  of  Madame’s, 
she’d  have  had  her  wish  by  this  time.  Now 
I think  he’ll  do,  for  he  is  quite  healthy; 
and  such  a fine,  fat  little  fellow.  Many  a 
one  of  your  childless  English  dukes— your 
4 noble  families’  that  dwindle  down  to  no- 
thing and  die  out — would  give  his  eyes  for 
such  a son  and  heir.” 

“A  strange  story,”  said  Mr.  Trevena, 
thoughtfully.  “May  I tell  my  wife? 
She  would  be  so  much  interested.” 

44  Yes;  and  ask  her  to  advise  me:  a wo- 
man— that  is,  a sensible  woman — often 
leaps  by  instinct  to  the  right,  when  a man 
with  his  long-headed  wisdom  goes  swith- 
ering  to  and  fro  till  he  finds  himself 
quite  at  sea,  as  I own  I am.  That  horri- 
ble creature ! What  do  you  think  she 
asked  of  me  last  night  ?— To  take  away 
her  child  and  leave  it  at  the  nearest  found- 
ling hospital, or  by  the  road-side,  if  I chose, 
for  some  charitable  soul  to  pick  it  up! 
She  doesn’t  care  what  becomes  of  it,  so 


that  she  gets  rid  of  it.  She  would  sell  it, 
she  declares,  for  she  wants  money  badly, 
only  a baby  is  a drug  in  the  market— a 
commodity  no  one  cares  to  buy.” 

“What  a wretch! — oh  dear!  oh  dear!” 
murmured  the  horrified  and  perplexed 
clergyman.  “ Surely  she  must  be  mad.” 

“ Not  at  all;  she  is  as  sane  as  I am,  a 
capable,  clever,  healthy  woman.  She 
must  have  a constitution  of  iron  to  have 
struggled  through  these  few  days ; and  she 
is  doing  very  well  now.  She  talks  of  con- 
tinuing her  journey  immediately.” 

44  Where  to  ? Has  she  no  friends  ?” 

44  None,  she  declares,  except  her  4 fool  of 
a husband,’  whom  she  left  six  months  ago, 
and  has  scarcely  heard  of  since.  She  re- 
fuses to  give  her  name  or  address.  Scf-* 
what  can  I do  ? She  is  my  country-wo- 
man, and,  after  all,  a woman, or  I would  do 
nothing  at  all.  She  expects  me  to  give 
her  an  answer  to-night.” 

“ About  what  ?” 

44  About  the  foundling  hospital.  There 
are  such  in  Switzerland,  I know;  but  I 
can’t  present  myself  there  with  an  un- 
known new-born  baby  in  my  arms — a de- 
cent father  of  a family  like  me.  And  if  I 
leave  the  child  with  its  mother,  very  like- 
ly she’ll  murder  it,  or  neglect  it  till  it  dies, 
which  is  as  bad  as  murder.” 

“But  there  is  the  mulatto  woman;  she 
may  have  a heart  in  her  bosom  if  the  mo- 
ther has  none.” 

“My  dear  sir,  had  you  lived  as  long  as 
I have  in  our  Southern  States  you  would 
know  that  our  niggers  have  big  hearts, 
but  mighty  little  heads,  and  no  consciences 
to  speak  of.  If  that  woman  told  her  serv- 
ant, who  is  a paid  slave,  to  lie  down  and 
be  walked  upon,  she’d  do  it;  and  if  she 
bade  her  throw  the  child  on  the  back  of 
the  fire,  she’ll  do  it  also.  I’m  only  too- 
glad  she  hasn’t  done  it  already,  when  it 
began  to  cry — it  has  cried  incessantly 
ever  since  it  was  born,  and  no  wonder.” 

“Poor  little  soul!”  said  Mr.  Trevena, 
roused  into  unwonted  interest.  He  had 
lived  so  long  the  life  of  a bachelor  and  a. 
bookworm  that  he  rarely  troubled  him- 
self much  about  external  things — human 
things— but  left  all  that  to  his  wife.  “I 
think  we  had  better  tell  Mrs.  Trevena : she 
will  be  sure  to  know  what  you  ought  to  do.” 

“Yes;  but  not  yet.  Don't  spoil  her 
pleasure.  Look ! I am  sure  she  is  enjoy- 
ing herself.” 

“My  wife  has  the  faculty  of  enjoying 
everything.” 
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And  indeed  it  seemed  so,  though  just 
now  her  enjoyment  was  no  wonder.  Few 
could  have  seen  unmoved  those  great 
fields  of  snow,  rising  upward  into  gigantic 
peaks,  white  as  no  fuller  on  earth  could 
whiten  them — like  the  robes  of  the  right- 
eous described  in  Revelations.  The  whole 
scene,  in  its  silence, grandeur,  and  dazzling 
brightness,  was  liker  heaven  than  earth. 
One’s  petty  mortal  life,  with  its  trivial 
cares  and  foolish  joys,  sank,  dwarfed  into 
nothingness,  before  the  majesty  of  those 
-everlasting  hills  covered  with  perpetual 
snow.  It  was  the  nearest  image  we  can 
imagine,  in  this  poor  changing  earth,  of 
that  Eternity  from  whence  we  came  and 
into  which  we  go. 

She  sat  gazing  with  an  expression  full 
of  peace,  though  the  traces  of  tears  were 
on  her  cheeks,  so  rapt  that  she  never  no- 
ticed the  approach  of  the  two  men. 

“Look  at  her !”  said  the  American,  with 
honest  admiration  written  on  his  shrewd 
brown  face.  “By  George!  how  pretty 
she  must  have  been  when  she  was  young  1” 

“ She  is  pretty  now — at  least  to  me,”  re- 
plied the  Englishman,  with  dignity.  4 4 My 
dear  Susannah,  are  you  rested  ? Is  it  not 
time  we  were  going  home  ?” 

44  4 Going  to  hum,’  as  we  say — or  as  you 
English  say  that  we  say — often  a very  dif- 
ferent thing,”  observed  Dr.  Franklin,  try- 
ing hard  to  recover  his  equanimity  and 
good-humor. 

4 4 Which  means  going  to  our  hotel ; not 
& bad  substitute  for  home.  Madame  is 
very  kind.  But  oh!  Austin,  I shall  be 
glad  to  be  again  really  ‘at  home!’  We 
must  try  to  move  on  to-morrow.  So 
Adieu — forever,  most  likely — you  beauti- 
ful San  Gottardo!” 

Smiling  she  rose,  collected  the  frag- 
ments of  lunch — “They  will  do  for  those 
little  lads  who  were  selling  edelweiss  and 
alpenrosen  beyond  Hospenthal”  — and 
joined  her  companions  in  the  carriage. 

Both  Mr.  Trevena  and  Dr.  Franklin  were 
very  silent  on  the  homeward  road;  but 
Mrs.  Trevena  talked  and  smiled  rather 
more  than  usual  to  make  up  for  it.  And 
they  acquiesced  in,  or  at  any  rate  did  not 
oppose,  her  plan  of  going  down  the  next 
day  to  Fluelen,  and  thence  on  to  Lucerne. 

“So  this  will  be  our  last  night  in  the 
Urseren  Thai ; for,  if  you  go  back  to  Amer- 
ica, as  you  intend,  doctor,  we  are  none  of 
us  ever  likely  to  be  at  Andermatt  again.” 

“I  earnestly  hope  I never  may  be,”  said 
Dr.  Franjdjn,  as,  reaching  the  hotel,  he 
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looked  at  his  watch.  44  Half  an  hour  past 
my  time.  Well,  it  doesn’t  matter — only 
— what  a hullabaloo  she’ll  make ! You’ll 
remember,  sir?  And  I’ll  see  you  again 
at  the  table  d'hdte — after  you  have  told 
your  wife.” 

“Told  me  what?” 

“You  needn’t  be  alarmed,  ma’am.  Take 
a quiet  evening  walk — lucky,  comfortable 
couple  that  you  are ! — and  your  husband 
will  explain  it.  Bless  us — what  a sunset ! 
Why  did  Heaven  make  the  outside  world 
so  beautiful,  and  the  people  in  it  so — 
But  I beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Trevena.  Not 
all  people — not  all.” 

He  took  off  his  hat  to  her  with  rough 
respect,  and  disappeared  toward  a small 
dependance , only  used  when  the  hotel  was 
full,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road. 

Up  that  road,  shortly  afterward,  the 
English  couple  might  have  been  seen 
strolling,  arm  in  arm,  sometimes  even 
hand  in  hand,  for  those  long-divided  years 
had  made  them  almost  child-like  in  their 
wedded  happiness  now.  They  cast  a 
glance  at  the  dependance  as  they  passed, 
but  nothing  was  visible;  so  they  slowly 
disappeared  along  the  level  road  toward 
that  wonderful  Devil’s  Bridge,  the  chief 
sight  of  Andermatt,  whence  they  did  not 
return  till  the  table  d'hdte  dinner  had  al- 
ready begun. 

It  was  a long  walk,  and  a momentous 
one— perhaps  the  most  momentous  they 
had  ever  taken  in  all  their  placid  lives. 
When  he  met  them  at  the  dinner  table, 
Dr.  Franklin  was  quite  sure  Mr.  Trevena 
had  told  his  wife  everything.  She  was 
very  silent — even  for  her;  she  ate  little; 
and  between  the  many  courses  by  which 
Swiss  hotels  so  cleverly  contrive  to  make 
a palatable  something  out  of  almost  no- 
thing, she  fell  into  long  reveries.  Still, 
there  was  a new  brightness — a pleasure 
amounting  to  rapture — in  her  eyes,  which 
made  her  look  quite  young,  and  fairly 
startled  the  good  doctor. 

Dinner  over,  she  drew  him  aside.  4 4 My 
husband  has  given  me  your  message.  I 
hardly  know  what  to  advise.  But,  first, 
may  I go  and  see  that  poor  woman  ?” 

“ ‘Poor’  woman  indeed!  and  you  want 
to  go  and  see  her?  I knew  it! — just  like 
you  ! But,  my  dear  madam,  you  can’t. 
She  is  madder — or  badder — than  ever. 
All  her  talk  is  how  to  get  rid  of  the  child. 
My  impression  is,  if  you  went  to  see  her, 
she  would  shut  the  door  in  your  face.” 

“Try,  nevertheless.  I might  do  some- 
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thing — say  something.  We  are  both  wo- 
men,and” — withaquiverof  thelips — “mo- 
thers—at  least  I have  been  a mother.  Per- 
haps, poor  thing!  her  head  is  alittle  wrong.” 

“Not  a bit  of  it,  unless  we  adopt  the 
theory,  which  some  of  my  profession  have 
started,  that  all  badness  is  madness — a 
very  comfortable  doctrine,  and  then  no- 
body need  be  punished  for  anything. 
But,  ma’am,  if  there  is  a thing  true  in  this 
world  it  is  that  text,  ‘Be  sure  your  sin 
will  find  you  out.’  As  I told  her  only  to- 
night, you  can’t  go  against  Nature  but 
Nature  will  have  her  revenge  some  day. 
However,  that’s  no  affair  of  mine.” 

“Perhaps  not;  yet  let  us  try.  Go  and 
ask  her  if  she  will  see  me.” 

“Very  well,  ma’am.” 

During  his  absence  Mrs.  Trevena  sat 
alone — at  least  practically  so,  for  her  hus- 
band, according  to  old  habit,  had  taken  a 
book  out  of  his  pocket  and  become  ab- 
sorbed therein.  Susannah,  who  did  not 
read  very  much,  was  content  to  watch  the 
great  white  mountains  melting  away  in 
the  twilight,  and  think — and  think. 

“It's  no  use!”  said  Dr.  Franklin,  re- 
turning. “I  believe  she  is  mad — quite 
mad.  She  will  see  nobody.  She  says  the 
best  kindness  anybody  could  show  her 
would  be  to  take  away  the  child;  that 
children  have  been  her  bane  and  nuisance 
all  her  life,  and  she  wants  no  more  of 
them.  When  I suggested  that  He  who 
sent  them  might  require  them  at  her  hand, 
she  laughed  in  my  face.  I think  she  be- 
lieves in  neither  God  nor  devil.” 

“Poor  soul!  Could  you  not  find  out 
her  friends  ?” 

“I  wish  I could,  but  I have  not  the 
slightest  clew.  I can  get  nothing  out  of 
her,  or  her  servant  either,  except  that  she 
has  been  living  for  six  months  in  Italy.” 

Mrs.  Trevena  thought  a minute.  “Do 
you  think  it  possible  she  may  be  the  Ital- 
ian prima  donna  who  ran  away  from  Mil- 
an? To  an  actress  or  singer,  children 
might  be  a hinderance — if  she  had  no  mo- 
therly heart.” 

“Yes — yes,”  said  the  doctor,  medita- 
ting. “You  women  are  twice  as  sharp 
as  we.  But  she  is  American.  Still,  she 
may  have  passed  under  an  Italian  name. 
She  declares  no  power  on  earth  shall  make 
her  confess  her  own.” 

“Poor  soul  !”  said  Susannah  again. 
“She  has  husband,  children,  home,  and 
she  hates  and  flies  from  them  all.  How 
much  she  is  to  be  pitied !” 
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“Pitied!”  cried  the  doctor,  almost  an- 
grily. “ Mrs.  Trevena,  I think  you  would 
speak  a good  word  for  the  devil  himself  f 
And  truly,  if  there  ever  was  a she-devil, 
it’s  that  woman.  I wonder  what  Mrs. 
Franklin  would  say  to  her!  But  I know 
what  she’d  do — she’d  take  home  the  little 
one,  and  I should  have  eleven  young 
shavers  to  bring  up  instead  of  ten.  She’d 
make  me  adopt  it — as  we  can  and  often  do* 
in  America.” 

Mrs.  Trevena  did  not  answer  at  first; 
then  she  said,  gently,  “ Since  I can  not  see 
the  mother,  do  you  think  you  could  man- 
age for  me  to  see  the  baby?” 

This  was  not  quite  easy,  for  Madame, 
with  a creditable  dread  of  scandal  in  her 
hotel,  had  managed  so  cleverly  that  no  one 
but  herself  and  the  American  doctor  even 
knew  of  the  existence  of  the  hapless,  un- 
welcome babe.  And  only  after  nightfall, 
when  the  inmates  had  all  retired,  would 
she  consent  that  it  should  be  brought  for 
a minute  or  two  to  the  door  of  the  depen - 
dance , wrapped  in  a shawl,  and  carried  in 
Dr.  Franklin’s  arms.  Mrs.  Trevena  took 
it  softly  in  hers,  and  pressed  to  her  bosom 
the  tiny  red,  puckered  face. 

“ It  is  a boy,  you  say  ? Mine  was  a boy 
too.  He  lived  just  six  hours.”  It  was  only 
a murmur,  but  the  kind-hearted  Kentuck- 
ian heard  it — and  understood. 

“It’s  a fine  child,  ma’am;  healthy  and 
strong.  No,  it  wron’t  wake.  Its  mother 
has  given  it  some  sleeping  stuff;  she  will 
do  this,  though  I tell  her  she  might  as  well 
give  it  poison.  She’ll  kill  it  some  day,  if 
it  isn’t  taken  away  from  her.  She  says 
new-born  brats  don’t  matter;  they’re  only 
half  alive.  You  might  drown  them  like 
kittens,  and  no  harm  done.” 

Mrs.  Trevena  did  not  answer — perhaps 
scarcely  heard.  Evidently  her  heart  was 
full.  She  pressed  her  cheek,  her  lips,  with 
more  than  tenderness — passion — to  the  lit- 
tle sleeping  face. 

“If  mine  had  only  lived!  I had  him 
but  six  hours,  and  yet — I can  never  forget 
him.”  And  then  either  her  tears,  now 
fast  falling,  or  the  unsteady  hold  of  her 
trembling  hands,  woke  the  child,  who  gave 
a little  cry — that  helpless  infant  wail,  to 
some  women  so  irritating,  to  others  the 
unfailing  key  w,liich  unlocks  every  corner 
of  the  true  motherly  heart. 

“I  must  take  it  back,”  said  Dr.  Frank- 
lin. 

“ Oh,  no,  no ; let  me  have  it  for  just  five 
minutes  more — for  the  night,  perhaps.  I’ll 
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take  care  of  it.  Any  woman  of  common- 
sense  can  manage  a baby.  Let  me  have 
it,  doctor.” 

“I  can’t,”  replied  the  doctor,  gravely. 
“ Ma’am,  you  forget.  What  would  Mr. 
Trevena  say  ?” 

Mrs.  Trevena  resisted  no  more.  She  re- 
signed the  child,  and  then  stood  with  her 
empty  hands  tightly  folded,  and  her  eyes, 
tearless  now,  fixed  on  the  stars,  which, 
treading  their  silent  courses,  seemed  so  far 
away  from  human  cravings  and  human 
woes.  Perhaps  she  saw  them,  perhaps 
not,  but  there  was  a light  in  her  eyes  as 
bright  as  stars. 

She  said  not  a word  but  “Good  night 
and  thank  you”  to  Dr.  Franklin,  when, 
having  taken  her  across  the  road  to  the 
hotel,  he  left  her  at  her  own  room  door; 
with  a hearty  grip  of  the  hand — for  he 
too,  honest  man,  had  been  not  unmoved. 

“ Poor  little  brat ! I wonder  what  will 
be  the  end  of  it?  Well,  I guess  the  Lord 
sometimes  makes  things  mighty  unlevel 
in  this  world  of  ours.  Perhaps  He  does 
it  that  we  may  try  to  put  them  straight 
ourselves.  We  often  can — if  we  see  our 
way.  Whew!  I wish  the  Lord  would 
help  me  to  see  mine  !” 

And  the  good  fellow — who  had  a habit 
of  referring  to  “the  Lord”  pretty  frequent- 
ly, not  with  any  irreverence,  but  in  a fash- 
ion rather  startling  to  British  ears — went 
off  to  his  bed  whistling,  and  slept  the  sleep 
of  the  contented  and  the  just. 

So  did  Mr.  Trevena;  in  fact,  his  wife 
found  him  asleep  when  she  came  in,  and 
did  not  waken  him.  But  she  herself  lay 
awake  till  dawn. 


CHAPTER  II. 

Next  morning  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Trevena 
sat  over  their  early  caf&  by  their  bed- 
room fire— welcome  even*  in  June  at  An* 
dermatt — a comfortable  couple,  placid  and 
loving,  for,  before  returning  to  his  book, 
he  stooped  and  kissed  her  affectionately. 

“You’ll  be  busy  over  your  packing, 
my  dear,  for  we  really  will  start  to-mor- 
row, if  I get  the  letters  and  some  money 
to-day.  Dr.  Franklin  will  share  our  car- 
riage to  Fluelen:  he  can  surely  leave  his 
patient  now.  By-the-bye,  did  you  see  the 
baby  last  night  ?” 

“ Yes  ;”  and  coming  closer,  she  laid  her 
hand  on  her  husband’s  arm,  and  her  head 
on  his  shoulder.  “Can  you  give  me  a 
few  minute^,  Austin,  my  dear?” 
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“A  hundred,  if  you  like,  my  darling. 

Is  it  to  speak  about  the  journey  ? Well, 
we  shall  soon  be  safe  at  home;  and  oh, 
how  glad  we  shall  be !” 

“Very  glad.  But  — it  is  an  empty 

home  to  come  back  to.” 

“ How  do  you  mean  ? Oh  yes — I see! 

My  poor  Susannah!  You  should  not 
have  gone  and  looked  at  that  baby.” 

He  spoke  very  tenderly — more  so  than 
might  have  been  expected  from  his  usual- 
ly formal  and  absent  manner.  She  gave 
one  little  sob,  then  choked  it  down,  put 
her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  kissed  him 
several  times.  An  outsider  might  have 
smiled  at  the  caresses  of  these  two  elder- 
ly people,  but  love  never  grows  old,  and 
they  had  loved  one  another  all  their  lives. 

“Don’t  mind  my  crying,  Austin.  In- 
deed, I am  happy,  quite  happy.  Yester- 
day, when  I sat  under  the  wall  of  snow, 
and  looked  at  the  beautiful  sights  all 
round  me,  I thought  how  thankful  I 
ought  to  be,  how  contented  with  my  lot, 
how  blessed  in  my  home  and  my  hus- 
band. And  I ceased  to  be  angry  with  God 
for  having  taken  away  my  baby.” 

“ Poor  Susannah !— poor  Susannah !” 

“No,  rich  Susannah!  And  so  I deter- 
mined to  grieve  no  more;  to  try  and  be 
happy  without  a child.  But  now — ” 

“ Well,  my  darling?” 

“ Austin,  I think  God  sometimes  teach- 
es us  to  renounce  a thing,  and  when  we 
have  quite  renounced  it,  gives  it  back  to 
us  in  some  other  way.” 

“ What  do  you  mean  ?” 

She  tried  to  speak,  failed  more  than 
once,  and  then  said,  softly  and  solemnly: 

“I  believe  God  has  sent  that  child,  whom 
its  mother  does  not  care  for,  to  me — to  us. 
Will  you  let  me  have  it  ?” 

Intense  astonishment  and  bewilderment 
were  written  on  every  line  of  Mr.  Tre- 
vena’s  grave  countenance.  “God  bless 
my  soul!  Susannah,  what  can  you  be 
thinking  of  ?” 

“I  have  been  thinking  of  this  and  no- 
thing else  ever  since  you  told  me  what 
Dr.  Franklin  told  you.  From  that  min- 
ute I felt  the  child  was  meant  for  me.  Its 
mother  throws  it  away ; she  does  not  care 
a straw  for  it;  whilst  I — oh,  Austin,  you 
don’t  know !— you  don’t  know  !” 

She  pressed  her  hands  upon  her  child- 
less breast  as  if  to  smother  down  some- 
thing that  was  almost  agony. 

“No,  my  dear,”  Mr.  Trevena  answered, 

dryly;  “I  can’t  bo  expected  to  know. 
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And  if  you  were  not  such  a very  sensible 
woman,  I should  say  that  you  don’t  know 
either.  How  can  respectable  old  folk  like 
us  encumber  ourselves  with  a baby  — a 
waif  and  a stray  — a poor  little  creature 
that  we  know  nothing  on  earth  about  ?” 

“ But  God  does,”  she  answered,  solemn- 
ly. “Listen,  Austin.  When  I was  a 
very  little  girl  I picked  up  a bit  of  sweet- 
william — trodden  under  foot  and  nearly 
dead.  My  playfellows  laughed  at  me, 
and  said  it  would  never  grow;  but  I 
planted  it,  and  it  did  grow;  it  grew  into 
the  finest  root  in  my  garden.  An  omen, 
I think ; for  I have  done  the  same  thing 
several  times  afterward  in  the  course  of 
my  life,  and — my  sweet-williams  always 
grew.  Let  me  try  one  more.” 

“ My  dear,  you  would  coax  a bird  off  a 
bush.  But  what  on  earth  do  you  want  to 
do  ? To  buy  a baby  ? The  woman  will 
not  give  it;  she  wished  to  sell  it,  you 
know.  Twenty  pounds  is  her  price.  I 
really  haven’t  that  much  about  me.” 

“Don’t  jest,  dear.”  And  when  he  saw 
the  expression  of  his  wife’s  face,  Mr.  Tre- 
vena  felt  it  was  no  jesting  matter.  He 
tiad  ever  been  a man  of  one  idea,  or  rath- 
er of  two  ideas — his  books  and  his  Susan- 
lah:  every  corner  of  his  heart  was  filled 
jp  by  either  the  one  or  the  other.  Per- 
mps  he  had  felt  a natural  pang  when  his 
lope  of  fatherhood  was  quenched,  but  the 
egret  soon  died  out,  and  his  life  became 
omplete  as  before.  Love  of  offspring  is 
with  men  more  a pride  than  an  affection 
— at  least,  till  the  children  are  intelligent 
human  beings.  The  passionate  craving 
which  made  the  Hebrew  mother  cry, 
“Give  me  children  or  else  I die,”  is  to 
them  absolutely  unknown.  Nor,  as  a rule, 
does  a man  take  much  interest  in  any 
children  not  his  own.  But  with  a woman 
it  is  different. 

Susannah  sat  down,  for  she  was  trem- 
bling too  much  to  stand.  Austin  saw  it, 
and  his  heart  melted. 

“Come,  don’t  fret,  my  love,  and  we  will 
consider  the  matter.  But — think  of  the 
trouble  a baby  would  be.” 

“ I will  take  it  upon  myself.  I know  I 
can.” 


“Then,  again,  our  income  is  so  small— 
too  small  to  bring  up  and  provide  for  a 
child.” 

“ We  should  have  had  to  do  it  for  our 
own,  had  he  lived.” 

“Then — there  is  my  brother  Hal.” 

Mrs.  Trevena’s  sweet  face  hardened  a lit- 
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tie — it  could  not  but  harden.  This  scamp 
of  an  elder  brother  had  been  to  the  young- 
er one  a torment,  a disgrace,  ever  sine© 
their  college  days;  also  a ceaseless  drain, 
hindering  his  prospects  and  delaying  his 
marriage.  Family  pride — it  scarcely  could 
be  called  family  affection — had  prevented 
the  good  clergyman  from  throwing  off 
this  horrible  incubus,  until  he  got  a living 
and  married  his  Susannah,  whose  strength 
had  in  some  degree  counteracted  his  weak- 
ness, taught  him  to  say  No,  and  proved  to 
him  that  to  sustain  a bad  man  in  his  bad- 
ness, even  though  he  be  your  own  flesh 
and  blood,  is  not  a virtue,  but  a weakness. 

“I  thought  we  had  done  with  Hal  when 
you  paid  his  passage  out  to  Australia.” 

“Ay,  but  he  may  come  back  again — he 
often  does,”  said  the  husband,  with  a 
weary  look.  “He  has  turned  up,  you 
know,  from  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  to 
worry  me  as  much  as  ever.” 

“But  that  was  when  you  had  not  me 
beside  you.  Now — ” 

“I  know — I know.  Would  that  I had 
had  you  beside  me  years  ago!” 

As  perhaps,  but  for  Hal,  and  a certain 
weakness,  not  seldom  combined  with  an 
affectionate  nature,  he  might  have  had. 
But  his  wife  said  nothing,  except  to  notice 
that  Dr.  Franklin  was  walking  outside. 

“Shall  we  call  him  in  and  speak  to 
him  ?” 

“About  the  baby?  Have  you  so  set 
your  heart  upon  it,  Susannah  ? Am  not 
I enough  for  you  ? Would  you  be  like 
Hannah,  the  wife  of  Elkanah  ?” 

“ Hannah  prayed,  and  God  sent  her  her 
little  Samuel.  Who  knows  but  that  He 
may  in  His  own  mysterious  way  have 
sent  me  mine  ?” 

She  spoke  in  a whisper  — solemn  and 
tender.  Her  voice  was  so  entreating,  her 
expression  so  rapt — as  if  she  saw  farther 
than  any  but  herself  could  see— that  the 
good,  kind  husband  resisted  no  more. 
Though  he  did  not  always  understand  her, 
he  had  an  instinct  that  whatever  his  Su- 
sannah did  was  sure  to  be  right.  It  was 
always  difficult  to  him  to  say  No  to  any- 
body, but  to  say  No  to  her  was  quite  be- 
yond his  power. 

“Well,  well,  we  will  at  least  consider 
the  matter.  Let  us  do  as  you  say — call  in 
Dr.  Franklin  and  talk  it  over.” 

The  talk  lasted  a long  time,  without 
eliciting  any  new  facts  or  coming  to  any 
satisfactory  conclusion.  Dr.  Franklin  was 
less  surprised  at  Mrs.  Trevena’s  Quixotic 
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idea,  as  her  husband  called  it,  than  an 
Englishman  would  have  been ; he  said  the 
adoption  of  children  was  a not  uncommon 
thing  in  America. 

“Indeed,  I have  often  advised  it  as  an 
absolute  duty  to  rich  and  childless  people, 
who  wished  to  make  themselves  happy 
with  young  life  about  them,  and  avoid  a 
selfish,  useless  old  age.  A child  in  the 
house  helps  to  educate  everybody  in  it. 
Not  that  Mrs.  Trevena  needs  much  educa- 
tion,” added  he,  with  blunt  courtesy,  “but 
it  would  make  her  happy  and  do  her  good ; 
and,  as  the  Bible  says,  she  would  4 save  a 
soul  alive.’” 

“What ! save  a child  by  taking  it  from 
its  parents  ? That  is  not  according  to  the 
Bible,  ” answered  the  perplexed  clergyman. 

“I  am  sorry  to  say,  sir,  that  there  are 
lots  of  children  in  this  world  who  can 
only  be  saved  by  taking  them  from  their 
parents.  This  poor  little  wretch  is  one. 
He  is  a fine,  healthy,  perfect  child ; splen- 
did physiological  and  phrenological  de- 
velopments; might  make  a grand  fellow  if 
anybody  could  protect  him  from  the  wo- 
man that  bore  him,  who  doesn’t  deserve 
the  blessing  of  a child.  Your  wife  does.  I 
th  i nk  wi  th  her — that  the  Lord  sent  it  to  her.” 

Mrs.  Trevena  lifted  up  to  him  grateful 
eyes,  but  said  nothing. 

“ It  seems  so  ridiculous,  and  yet  so  hor- 
rible—the  idea  of  buying  a child,”  said  Mr. 
Trevena.  “Besides,  we  should  have  all 
the  responsibility  of  it,  and  no  legal  rights 
whatever.” 

“There  we  have  the  advantage  of  you.” 
The  Kentuckian  drew  himself  up  to  his 
full  long  length,  and  spoke,  more  nasally 
than  ever,  it  must  be  owned,  but  with  an 
honest  warmth  that  neutralized  all  na- 
tional peculiarities.  “In  my  country, 
where  every  man  stands  on  his  own  feet, 
where  we  have  neither  the  curse  of  pri- 
mogeniture nor  the  burden  of  hereditary 
rank,  any  respectable  person,  as  any  mar- 
ried couple,  agreeing  together,  can  legally 
adopt  a child.” 

Mrs.  Trevena  looked  up  eagerly. 
“How?” 

“ By  presenting  a petition  to  one  of  our 
courts  of  law,  and  after  due  examination 
of  the  parents,  if  alive  and  deserving,  and 
of  the  child,  if  old  enough,  obtaining  a de- 
cree of  adoption,  which  is  called  4 the  mu- 
niment of  title.’  This  makes  it  the  adopt- 
ing parents’  lawful  heir,  and  the  real  par- 
ents have  no  more  right  over  it,  which  is, 
in  some  cases,  a great  blessing.  It  was  in 
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two  I know  of — one  an  orphan,  the  other 
worse.  Both  children  were  adopted,  and 
both  saved  — as  I only  wish  somebody 
would  save  this  poor  little  soul.  It’s  a 
great  mystery,  Mrs.  Trevena,  but  some- 
times the  Lord  seems  to  send  children  to 
those  who  don’t  deserve  them,  and  not  to 
those  that  do.  Many  miserable  little  crea- 
tures have  I seen  who  might  have  been 
seized  and  saved,  body  and  soul,  as  I man- 
aged to  save  those  two — But  I beg  your 
pardon.  I go  talking  on,  interrupting 
your  husband  at  his  letters,  for  I see  he 
has  got  them  at  last.” 

There  were  only  two,  but  evidently  im- 
portant, for  Mr.  Trevena  had  dropped  out 
of  the  conversation  at  sight  of  them,  and 
sat  poring  over  the  first  one,  till,  coming 
to  the  end,  he  uttered  something  almost 
like  a cry.  His  wife  came  to  him. 

“ What  is  the  matter  ?” 

“Oh,  nothing.  Only  Hal  wanting  mon- 
ey— as  usual.  And  why,  do  you  think  ?” 
There  was  a mixture  of  the  pathetic  and 
the  ludicrous  in  Mr.  Trevena’s  face  as  he 
looked  up.  “He  is  married — actually 
married  this  time — to  a girl  twenty  years 
younger  than  himself!” 

Mrs.  Trevena’s  anxious  face  grew  hard 
and  stern.  “ It  is  the  maddest— not  to  say 
the  baddest — thing  he  has  ever  done.  Who 
is  she  ?” 

4 4 An  Australian — colonial  bora.  Hal’s 
wife ! and  we  know  nothing  on  earth 
about  her!” 

44  And  she  probably  knows  nothing  on 
earth  about  him— which  is  worse*  Poor 
soul !” 

Here  Dr.  Franklin,  feeling  he  had  un- 
awares come  upon  a family  skeleton,  was 
discreetly  slipping  away. 

“Stay  a minute,”  said  Mrs.  Trevena, 

“ if  you  will  pardon  this  discussion  of  our 
family  correspondence.  Austin,  open  the 
other  letter.  It  may  be  our  money  from 
home,  and  then  we  can  arrange  with  Dr. 
Franklin  for  our  departure  to-morrow.” 

There  was  a sad  sort  of  resignation  in 
her  tone,  as  of  a woman  who  has  all  her 
days  been  accustomed  to  give  up  every- 
thing she  most  cared  for,  and  make  the 
best  of  what  was  left— eating  the  crumbs 
and  not  the  festival  meats  of  life.  But 
no  one  knows  what  Fate  is  bringing.  The 
other  letter  her  husband  opened  listlessly, 
and  almost  dropped  out  of  his  hands  with 
a look  of  amazement  and  joy. 

“Susannah — oh,  Susannah ! it  has  come 
at  last !” 
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“What,  dear  ?” 

“The living — that  college  living  I have 
been  hoping  for  these  twenty  years!  It 
is  offered  me  now.  No  more  poverty;  no 
more  struggle.  My  Susannah  will  be  a 
well-to-do  woman  for  the  rest  of  her  days. 
Thank  God ! thank  God !” 


Quite  overcome,  Mr.  Trevena  sat  down, 
covering  his  eyes  with  his  hand.  His 
wife,  forgetful  of  the  stranger’s  presence, 
knelt  down  beside  him  in  silence.  By 
their  deep  joy  the  doctor  could  plumb  the 
depth  of  their  past  suffering,  hitherto  so 
well  concealed.  He  walked  to  the  window, 
unwilling  to  walk  quite  away,  and  contem- 
plated Juno,  the  big  St.  Bernard,  with  three 
gigantic  puppies  gambolling  round  her. 

“A  mother  of  sons  is  a fine  sight,  be  it 
brute  or  woman,”  said  he  to  himself, 
apropos  of  nothing,  and  gazed  silently 
on,  till  he  felt  a gentle  touch  on  his  arm. 

“You  are  so  kind — you  will  rejoice  with 
us.  My  husband  has  just  got  a new  liv- 
ing— the  very  prettiest  rectory  in  all  Corn- 
wall. We  are  not  such  poor  people  now 
as  we  told  you  we  were  this  morning.” 

“The  Lord  be  thanked ! His  ways  are 
not  so  unlevel  after  all,  if  one  only  waits 
to  see,”  said  the  Kentuckian,  with  his  own 
rough  but  unmistakable  devoutness,  as  he 
shook  hands  with  both  his  friends,  and 
congratulated  them  sincerely.  “And 
now,”  said  he,  with  his  usual  directness — 
“about  the  child.” 

“What  child?”  said  Mr.  Trevena,  ab- 


sently. 

“The  baby  your  wife  wants  to  adopt, 
and  I hope  she  may.  I’ll  help  her  to  do 
it,  with  your  permission.  You  can  afford 
now  to  give  yourself  a son  and  heir.” 

“But,  Susannah, what  would  Hal  say  ?” 

There  is  a saying  that  “the  worm  will 
turn.”  Mrs.  Trevena  had  never  been  a 
“ worm,” but  she  had  been  a much-endur- 
ing woman — till  now.  It  was  the  crisis  of 
her  patience.  Endurance  changed  into  re- 
sistance. She  rose  up,  and  even  Dr.  Frank- 
lin was  startled  by  the  fire  in  her  eyes. 

“I  think,  husband,  it  does  not  matter 
two  straws  what  Hal  says.  He  has  spent 
all  his  own  patrimony  and  yours.  You 
have  maintained  him  for  years;  now  he 
has  chosen  to  marry,  and  it  is  the  maddest 
if  not  the  wickedest  thing  he  ever  did  in 
his  life,  which  is  saying  a good  deal.  He 
has  no  further  claim  upon  you — upon  us. 
Let  him  go !” 

Rarely  did  Mrs.  Trevena  speak  so  much 
or  so  fiercely.  That  last  “Let  him  go!” 


Digitized  b>' 


Gougle 


fell  hard  and  sharp  as  the  knife  which  lias 
to  cut  off  something  corrupt,  obnoxious — 
and  does  it,  with  a righteous  remorseless- 
ness better  than  any  feeble  pity,  which  is 
often  only  another  name  for  self-ease. 
Even  as  there  are  many  people  who  are 
benevolent  only  to  give  themselves  plea- 
sure, so  there  are  many  more  who  are 
merciful  only  to  save  themselves  pain. 

“ She  is  right,”  said  Dr.  Franklin,  drop- 
ping his  bony  hand  heavily  on  the  table 
as  a sort  of  practical  amen  to  the  discus- 
sion. “Since  you  have  let  me  into  your 
family  secrets,  excuse  me,  sir,  if  I use  the 
freedom  of  saying  your  wife  is  right. 
There  are  limits  even  to  the  claims  of 
flesh  and  blood.  Let  your  brother  go  his 
way ; and  do  you  take  the  child  which  the 
Lord  sends  you,  bring  it  up  as  your  son, 
and  trust  to  His  making  it  a real  son  to 
you  both  in  your  old  age.  Nobody  can 
look  ahead ; but  at  any  rate  you  will  make 
your  wife  happy,  and,  as  I said,  you  will 
save  a soul  alive.” 

He  waxed  preternaturally  eloquent,  as 
he  stood,  honest  man,  his  long  lean  figure 
drawn  up  to  its  full  height,  his  arms  fold- 
ed, and  his  keen  eyes  glittering — was  it 
with  that  tender  pity  which  only  the 
strong  can  feel,  or  the  generous  indig- 
nation that  only  the  righteous  can  show  ? 
Anyhow,  his  words,  so  cordially  in  ear- 
nest, had  their  effect. 

Mr.  Trevena  turned  to  his  wife.  “Su- 
sannah, do  you  really  wish  this  ?” 

“ Yes,  Austin,  I do.” 

“ Then  I consent.  For  my  wife’s  sake. 
Dr.  Franklin.” 

“And  for  His  sake,”  added  Susannah, 
with  an  upward  glance  of  her  sweet  eyes 
— eyes  that  had  in  them  the  perpetual 
light  from  heaven,  which  a man  might 
thankfully  and  safely  follow  all  his  life 
through.  “He  says  to  us,  ‘Take  this 
child  and  nurse  it  for  Me .’  ” 

“And  now,”  said  the  doctor,  clearing 
his  throat,  and  sticking  his  hat  fiercely 
down  over  his  brows,  “I’ll  go  and  see 
about  this  business — the  oddest  bit  of  busi- 
ness I ever  came  across.  I’ve  bought  a 
good  many  things,  but  I never  yet  bought 
a baby.  What  form  of  receipt  will  the 
woman  want,  I wonder?  And  she  must 
sign  Jjer  name  to  it — which  will  let  us 
know  what  her  name  is,  for  I haven’t 
the  slightest  idea.  By  Jove  1 she’s  a queei 
customer;  the  most  unwomanly  woman  1 
ever  had  to  do  with.  Still,  I’ll  face  her. 
Here  goes !” 
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He  gave  his  soft  felt  hat  another  bang, 
which  left  it  crooked  on  his  head,  and  soon 
they  saw  him  striding  off  to  the  dipen- 
dance . They  felt  that,  spite  of  his  address 
and  brusquerie , if  there  was  ever  a man 
fit  to  be  trusted  with  a troublesome  busi- 
ness, and  certain  to  carry  it  through,  it 
was  the  long  Kentuckian. 

Hour  after  hour  the  day  went  by.  Hus- 
£ band  and  wife  did  not  talk  much : neither 

was  given  to  talking — their  long-parted 
lives  had  been  too  solitary;  besides, they 
understood  one  another  so  well  that  dis« 
cussion  was  unnecessary.  Even  at  this 
great  crisis,  when  both  had  plenty  to  think 
about,  they  kept  a mutual  tender  silence; 
and  as  they  took  their  quiet  daily  walk 
together,  spoke  of  the  mountains,  the  flow- 
ers, and  all  other  things  about  them  which 
they  were  accustomed  to  notice  and  take 
pleasure  in — the  placid  pleasure  in  nature’s 
blessings  which  grows  rather  than  de- 
creases with  years.  But  they  never  once 
referred  either  to  Hal  and  his  marriage  or 
to  the  transaction  which  Dr.  Franklin 
was  engaged  in  at  the  dependence  close  by. 

As  they  passed  it  on  their  return  it  was 
as  silent  as  death ; the  doors  and  windows 
closed,  as  had  been  the  case  all  along. 
Mrs.  Trevena  gave  a little  sigh.  But  her 
husband  never  seemed  to  notice  anything. 

The  glowing  June  day  was  beginning 
to  melt  into  the  long  twilight  of  the 
mountains,  behind  whose  tops  the  sun  dis- 
appears so  soon,  when  Dr.  Franklin’s 
knock  was  heard  at  their  door.  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena opened  it  with  an  eager  face,  in 
which  hope  seemed  to  struggle  with  pa- 
tience—the  patience  of  a woman  long  ac- 
customed to  disappointment. 

The  shrewd  doctor  saw  this  at  once,  and 
held  out  his  hand  with  a smile. 

“Well,  ma’am,  congratulate  me.  I 
think  I’ve  managed  it — and  her.  But  she 
is  the  queerest  fish;  a ‘woman  of  genius,’ 
she  calls  herself,  and  not  to  be  judged  like 
other  women.  Bless  my  soul!  if  she  is  a 
woman  of  genius,  I’m  glad  Mrs.  Franklin 
isn’t.  But  to  our  business.  You  hear  me, 
Mr.  Trevena  ?” 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  the  good  clergyman, 
closing  his  book,  but  looking  rather  bored 
as  he  did  so. 

“ This  lady— queer  as  she  is,  I am  sure 
she  is  a lady,  well  educated  and  all  that — 
says  you  may  have  her  baby  for  twenty 
pounds,  English  money,  paid  down;  and 
that  then  4 the  sooner  you  take  the  brat 
away  the  better.’  Those  were  her  words. 
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She  promises  never  to  trouble  you  about  it ; 
she  doesn’t  even  want  to  hear  your  name 
— which,  indeed,  I have  taken  the  precau- 
tion not  to  tell  her — and  she  refuses  to  tell 
you  hers.  She  says  you  may  call  the  boy 
anything  you  like.  ‘He’s  the  image  of 
his  father,  and  that’s  why  I hate  him !’  she 
said  one  day.  Oh,  she’s  an  awful  woman.” 

“Is  he” — the  color  rose  in  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena’s  matron  cheek,  but  she  forced  her- 
self to  ask  the  question — “is  he — do  you 
think — his  father’s  lawful  child?” 

“I  conclude  so.  She  speaks  sometimes 
of  4 my  fool  of  a husband,’  and  ‘ the  little 
wretches  at  home.’  But,  as  I told  you,  I 
know  absolutely  nothing.  You  might  as 
well  squeeze  water  out  of  a stone  as  any 
common-sense  truth  out  of  that  woman. 

She  is  a perfectly  abnormal  specimen  of 
her  sex.” 

“Perhaps  she  is  mad.” 

4 4 Not  a bit  of  it : perfectly  sound  in  mind 
and  body — has  made  a wonderfully  quick 
recovery.  A shrewd  person  too  — wide 
awake  to  her  own  interests.  If  you  want 
the  baby  to-morrow,  she  insists  upon  hav- 
ing the  twenty  pounds  paid  down  to-night.” 

Mr.  Trevena  looked  perplexed,  and  turn- 
ed appealingly  to  his  wife,  as  he  seemed  in 
the  habit  of  doing  in  most  emergencies. 

“ We  have  not  got  the  money,”  she  said, 
simply.  4 4 We  have  hardly  any  money  left ; 
but  our  remittances  will  be  sure  to  come 
to-morrow.  If  I might  have  the  baby — ” 

“I  wish  to  Heaven  you  had  it  now, 
ma’am;  for  I don’t  want  to  have  to  give 
evidence  to  the  Swiss  government  in  a case 
of  child  desertion  or  child  murder.  How- 
ever, I’ll  go  over  again  and  see  what  can 
be  done.  There  is  the  table  d'hdte  bell. 

Shall  we  go  down  to  dinner?” 

They  dined,  rather  silently,  amidst  the 
clatter  of  a party  of  Germans  who  had 
just  come  up  from  Lucerne,  and  were  pass- 
ing on  over  the  St.  Gothard  next  day,  and 
who,  with  characteristic  economy,  ap- 
pealed to  the  “rich  English”  to  take  their 
carriage  back,  and  to  save  them  the  ex- 
pense of  paying  for  the  return  journey. 

“We  might  have  done  it,  had  our  mon- 
ey come  in  time,”  said  Mr.  Trevena.  “I 
am  sure  I don’t  want  to  stay  a day  longer 
in  Andermatt  than  I can  help.” 

“Nor  I,”  added  Dr.  Franklin;  then, 
catching  Mrs.  Trevena’s  anxious  eyes : 

“But  I shall  make  it  a point  of  honor — 
medical  honor — to  see  my  patient  safe 
through.  Not  that  she  is  a paying  pa- 
tient, though  she  did  one  day  offer  me  a 
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diamond  ring — I am  almost  sorry  I re- 
fused it,  or  it  might  have  been  some  clew. 
“But  no!”  continued  he,  in  a whisper  to 
Mrs.  Trevena:  “Mother,  take  your  son — 
if  I can  get  him  for  you — and  forget  he 
ever  had  any  mother  besides  yourself.” 

Once  again  the  childless  woman’s  eyes 
flashed  upon  the  good  doctor  a look  of 
passionate  gratitude.  Then  she  rose  and 
went  and  sat  patiently  in  the  window  re- 
cess of  the  now  empty  salle  & manger , 
watching  the  full  round  moon,  risen  long 
since,  but  only  now  appearing  over  the 
tops  of  the  mountains,  like  a joy  found 
late  in  life,  yet  none  the  less  a complete 
and  perfect  joy. 

Before  long  she  heard  Dr.  Franklin’s 
long  striding  step  and  cheery  voice. 

“Well,  ma’am,  I’ve  done  it  at  last. 
You  will  get  your  baby.  Not  to-night — 
she  4 can’t  be  bothered’  to-night,  she  says 
— but  to-morrow  morning.  Also,  I’ve 
spoken  to  Madame  (whom  I had  to  take 
into  our  confidence,  for  she  threatened  to 
turn  adrift  4 Madame  L’Anonyme,’  as  she 
contemptuously  calls  her,  within  twelve 
hours),  and  she  will  sell  you  the  clothes 
she  lent,  and  the  goat,  or  get  you  a nour - 
rice  from  the  next  canton,  so  that  you  can 
keep  the  matter  as  secret  as  you  choose.” 

“Thank you,” Mrs.  Trevenasaid.  “But 
I had  rather  not  keep  it  secret.  I have 
considered  everything,  and  I am  sure  it 
will  be  better  to  tell  the  plain  truth  at 
once;  that  I have  adopted  a deserted 
child,  and  that  he  is  henceforth  my  son — 
and  I am  his  mother.” 

The  intonation  of  the  last  word  startled 
even  the  good  doctor,  who  knew  human 
nature  so  well.  It  indicated  one  of  those 
natures  to  whom  motherhood  is  not  mere- 
ly a sentiment  or  a duty,  but  a passion. 
He  felt  that  he  had  done  well — or  rather 
that  Heaven  had  done  better. 

“ You  are  right,”  he  said : “the  outside 
world  need  never  know  any  more  than 
that — and  I earnestly  hope  you  never  will 
either.  As  for  the  boy  himself,  when  he 
grows  up,  you  may  tell  him  as  much  or  as 
little  as  you  please.” 

“I  shall  tell  him  everything.  The 
truth  is  always  best.” 

Dr.  Franklin  shook  her  warmly  by  the 
hand.  “I  wish  every  boy  in  the  world 
had  a mother  like  you.  May  he  live  to 
4 rise  up  and  call  you  blessed !’  ” 

Middle-aged  and  practical  folk  as  they 
were,  tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  both. 
They  understood  one  another. 
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“And  now, ’’continued  the  doctor,  4 4 I’ll 
just  have  to  face  that  woman  once  more — 
about  ten  to-morrow  forenoon,  she  said. 
But  I shall  not  try  to  worm  anything 
more  out  of  either  her  or  her  servant, 
who  obeys  her  like  a slave — she  was  her 
slave,  and  foster-mother  as  well : you  anti- 
slavery folk  don’t  know  the  dogged  fideli- 
ty of  our  Southern  niggers.  But  I’ll  wash 
my  hands  of  both — when  I get  the  baby. 
And  then  we  three — with  the  young  ’un 
and  the  goat,  or  a bottle  of  goat’s  milk — 
will  go  on  to  Fluelen  in  that  carriage  the 
Germans  had.  I told  the  woman  this; 
and  oh ! how  she  pricked  up  her  ears,  as 
if  the  only  thing  she  wished  was  to  get  rid 
of  her  baby  and  never  see  it  again  in  this 
world — aslfervently  hope  she  never  may !” 

4 4 1 hope  so  too ; and  I intend  it,  ” said  Mrs. 
Trevena,  very  quietly,  but  with  a firmness 
that  betrayed  the  possible  “iron  hand  in 
velvet  glove” — even  her  little  hand.  And 
as  Mr.  Trevena  just  then  lounged  in — 
with  his  gentle,  gentlemanly,  absent  man- 
ner, and  his  eternal  book  under  his  arm — 
Dr.  Franklin  thought  that  perhaps  the 
little  woman  had  found  out  how  in  this 
life  firmness  is  as  necessary  as  gentleness. 

Everybody  slept  soundly  that  night: 
the  worthy  doctor,  because  lie  believed  he 
had  done  his  duty;  Mrs.  Trevena,  because 
she  saw  plainly  before  her,  in  long  glad 
vista,  hers;  and  Mr.  Trevena,  because  he 
did  not  think  about  it  at  all,  being  ab- 
sorbed in  a new  reading  which  he  had  hit 
upon  of  a line  in  Horace,  and  which  he 
tried  to  explain  to  his  wife  before  they 
went  to  sleep.  During  the  night  one  of 
those  dense  white  mists,  common  at  An- 
dermatt,  swept  down  from  the  mount- 
ains; by  morning  everything  outside  the 
hotel  had  become  invisible;  and  after  the 
early  departure  of  the  German  tourists 
the  almost  empty  hotel  seemed  to  become 
as  quiet  as  the  grave. 

The  post  arrived,  bringing  Mr.  Trevena 
his  expected  remittances,  which  he  hand- 
ed over  as  usual  to  his  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,  as  he  called  her — well  for  him 
that  she  was!  With  hands  slightly  trem- 
bling she  examined  the  notes — there  was 
enough  money  to  take  them  home,  and 
twenty  pounds  over. 

Mrs.  Trevena  looked  nervously  at  her 
watch.  “Is  not  Dr.  Franklin  late?”  she 
said — Or  rather  was  about  to  say — when  she 
saw  him  hurrying  in  from  the  dependance . 

“ I want  you, ma'am.  Come  back  with 
me.  If  that  woman  is  not  a murderess, 
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she  is  next  door  to  one.  But  we  may 
save  the  child  yet,  if  we  make  haste.1’ 

Mrs.  Trevena  threw  a shawl  over  her 
head  and  ran.  There,  in  the  middle  of 
the  one  poor  room  which  had  witnessed 
its  unwelcome  birth,  lay  the  deserted 
child,  half  naked  and  only  half  alive,  for 
no  one  seemed  to  have  taken  the  trouble 
to  feed  or  dress  it.  The  floor  was  strewn 
with  the  debris  of  a hasty  packing,  and 
the  accumulated  untidiness  of  many 
days.  In  the  midst  of  this  chaos  the  poor 
infant  lay,  moaning  its  little  life  away — a 
very  feeble  moan  now,  for  it  must  have 
lain  there  several  hours. 

Mrs.  Trevena  dropped  on  her  knees  be- 
side it.  “Oh,  my  baby!  my  baby!'1  she 
cried,  almost  with  a sob;  took  it  in  her 
arms,  pressing  the  stone-cold  limbs  to  her 
warm  breast,  and  wrapping  it  in  the  skirt 
of  her  dress  as  she  sat  on  the  floor. 

“ It  is  mine,  altogether  mine  now.  Oh, 
doctor,  can  you  save  it  yet  ?” 

“I’ll  try,”  muttered  the  good  man,  as  he 
too  knelt  down  and  felt  the  fluttering  pulse 
— rapidly  sinking  into  stillness  and  death. 

They  did  try;  and  with  the  help  of 
Madame,  who  arrived  presently  from  the 
hotel,  equally  voluble  in  her  fury  against 
“Madame  L’Anonyme”  and  her  wonder- 
ing respect  for  the  gentle  English  miladi, 
they  succeeded.  Another  hour,  and  the 
fleeting  life  had  been  arrested,  the  dan- 
ger was  past,  and  the  poor  little  babe, 
warmed,  fed,  and  clothed,  lay  safe  in  the 
bosom  of  its  new-found  mother,  who  re- 
joiced over  it  almost  as  if  it  had  been  the 
child  of  her  own  travail  which  Heaven 
had  taken  away. 

“ This  little  fellow  will  owe  you  his  life 
almost  as  much  as  if  he  had  been  bom 
your  own,”  said  the  doctor,  regarding 
them  both  with  the  curious  tenderness 
which  sometimes  softened  his  keen, 
shrewd  eyes.  “If  we  had  not  come  to 
the  rescue,  he  would  have  been  dead  in 
another  half-hour.  Now — Bless  us! 
what  a pair  of  lungs !” 

“No,  he  will  not  die — as  his  mother 
meant  him  to  die,”  cried  indignant  Ma- 
dame, who,  with  nearly  all  the  female 
servants  of  the  hotel,  had  gathered  round 
in  compassion  and  sympathy.  “ The  bar- 
barous woman!  and  though  she  had  a 
wedding-ring  on  her  finger,  I believe  she 
was  a woman  of  no  character  at  all.” 

“We  do  not  know  that,”  said  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena, trying  to  understand  the  French,  and 
speaking  firmly  in  her  own  tongue.  “Let 
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us  be  silent  about  her.  She  is — or  rather 
she  was — my  boy’s  mother.” 

From  that  hour  Susannah  always  said, 
u My  boy.” 

“Madame  L’Anonyme”  had  in  truth 
disappeared  as  anonymously  as  she  came. 
How  she  and  her  servant  had  contrived 
to  secure  the  Fluelen  carriage,  pack  up 
their  small  baggage,  and  make  what  was 
literally  a “moonlight  flitting,”  so  quiet- 
ly that  no  one  had  heard  them  depart, 
was,  and  remained,  a complete  mystery. 

No  one  sought  to  unravel  it.  No  one 
pursued  them  or  cared  to  do  so — what 
could  be  gained  by  it  ? Nothing  could  be 
got  out  of  them.  The  puzzle  was  how, 
without  money,  they  had  managed  to  get 
away ; and  it  was  not  till  the  uproarious 
complaints  of  Madame  had  been  a little 
stilled  by  the  application  of  a few  English 
shillings — or  rather  American  dollars — 
that  the  doctor,  seeing  Mrs.  Trevena  un- 
easy because  her  part  of  the  compact  had 
not  been  fulfilled — she  had  got  the  child, 
and  the  twenty  pounds  was  still  in  her 
pocket — owned,  blushing  like  a girl,  that 
he  himself  had  “taken  the  liberty”  of 
paying  it  the  night  before. 

“It  seemed  the  only  way  to  quiet  the 
woman,  and  keep  her  from  doing  some- 
thing desperate.  But  you  see  she  had  less 
of  desperation  and  more  of  worldly  wisdom 
than  I thought.  Anyhow  she  is  gone,  and 
we  have  got  rid  of  her— I hope  forever.” 

“Thanks  to  you,” said  Mrs.  Trevena,  as 
she  silently  put  the  bank-note  in  the  doc- 
tor’s hand;  and  he  took  it,  for  he  was  a 
practical  man,  and  a poor  man  besides. 

“I  have  made  everything  as  safe  as  I 
can,”  said  he.  “She  has  no  clew  to  us,  or 
we  to  her.  Neither  she  nor  her  servant, 
who  speaks  only  English,  has  ever  heard 
your  name — only  mine ; and  as  I am  going 
back  to  America  at  once,  she  is  not  likely 
to  find  me  out  there.  If  she  ever  does, 
and  wants  to  know  about  her  child,  she’ll 
meet  her  match — that’s  all.” 

“Thank  you,” said  Mrs.  Trevena.  For 
Mr.  Trevena,  he  said  nothing  at  all;  he 
only  watched  with  benignant  pleasure  the 
unspeakable  content  of  his  wife’s  face ; and 
thence  glanced  downward,  with  a sort  of 
amused  curiosity,  to  the  little  creature  on 
her  lap,  especially  its  hands  and  feet,  as  if 
to  find  out  whether  it  had  the  right  num- 
ber of  fingers  and  toes,  and  was  no  abnor- 
mal specimen  of  anthropology.  A simple 
man  and  a good  man  was  the  Reverend 
Austin,  never  swerving  from  his  one  do- 
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mestic  creed,  that  if  his  Susannah  thought 
a thing  right,  it  was  right. 

So  the  exciting  episode,  which  Madame, 
in  her  anxiety  for  the  good  name  of  her 
hotel,  wisely  hushed  up  as  much  as  possi- 
ble, settled  down  into  calmness.  The  baby 
did  not  die,  as  its  natural,  unnatural  mo- 
ther had  probably  hoped  it  might;  the 
goat  was  an  excellent  foster-mother;  and 
before  forty-eight  hours  were  over,  Mrs. 
Trevena  felt — ay,  and  looked — as  if  she 
herself  had  been  a real  mother  for  years. 

Dr.  Franklin  watched  her  with  his  ex- 
pression of  dry  humor  tempered  by  kind- 
liness. 

44  Mrs.  Franklin  says  all  the  doctors  and 
nurses  going  can’t  manage  a baby  so  well 
as  one  sensible  woman  with  a motherly 
heart;  and  as  she  has  managed  ten,  may- 
be she  is  right.  Now  about  the  journey 
to  Lucerne.  If  you  take  a bottle  of  goat’s 
milk  with  you,  also  a doctor,  in  case  of 
emergency,  we  shall  get  back  to  civiliza- 
tion without  any  difficulty.  A nice  par- 
tie  quarrtie — you  and  your  husband,  my- 
self and — this  little  encumbrance.” 

44  Encumbrance!”  echoed  Mrs.  Trevena, 
looking  up  to  Dr.  Franklin  with  a grate- 
ful smile — no,  an  actual  laugh.  He  had 
never  heard  her  laugh  before.  And  she 
had  much  interested  him — this  little  wo- 
man— not  merely  as  a woman,  but  as  a 
4 4 case” ; one  of  those  cases  which  most  peo- 
ple disbelieve  in,  yet  which,  though  rare, 
are  possible — a “broken  heart”:  a dis- 
ease of  which,  if  they  have  no  absolute  du- 
ties, and  are  not  physically  strong,  women 
can  die  without  murmur  or  regret.  They 
neither  struggle  nor  complain,  but  simply 
drop  out  of  life  as  out  of  a worn  garment 
no  longer  worth  the  wearing. 

No  fear  of  that  now  for  Susannah.  Her 
whole  nature  seemed  changed.  Hope  seem- 
ed to  have  come  into  her  heart — the  hope 
that  comes  with  young  life,  rising  up  to 
renew  and  carry  on  the  life  which  had 
seemed  fading  away.  Her  very  face  grew 
youthful,  with  a look  not  unlike  some  of 
Raphael’s  Madonnas,  far  away,  as  if  peer- 
ing into  the  dim  future,  and  yet  content 
in  the  present,  the  small,  limited  present, 
from  day  to  day  and  hour  to  hour,  as  mo- 
thers learn  to  look.  For  she  was  a mo- 
ther now  to  all  intents  and  purposes.  She 
kept  saying  to  herself,  involuntarily,  that 
line  of  Mrs.  Browning’s  lovely  poem,  44  A 
Child’s  Grave  at  Florence,” 

44  My  little  feet,  my  little  hands, 

And  hair  of  Lily’s  color.” 
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As  she  almost  persuaded  herself  it  was; 
that  the  hair,  quite  wonderful  for  a baby 
a week  old,  which  she  admired  and  toyed 
with,  was  exactly  the  same  shade  as  that 
on  the  nameless  little  head  which  had  been 
buried,  one  sad  midnight,  in  a corner  of  the 
church-yard  by  the  vicarage  garden  gate. 

Often  it  really  seemed  to  her  that  her 
lost  child  had  come  back  alive,  bringing 
with  him  the  future  of  bliss  to  which  she 
had  looked  forward  all  through  those  mys- 
terious months,  and  then  had  to  renounce 
forever.  It  revived  again  now.  Every 
time  she  kissed  the  crumpled-up  mottled 
face — which  had  no  beauty  for  any  one 
but  her — she  saw  in  imagination  the  face 
of  her  son , as  boy,  youth,  man,  carrying 
her  forward  five,  ten,  twenty  years — years 
full  of  hope.  Does  not  some  poet  call  a 
child  44  a perpetual  hope”  ? 

44  Think  what  our  new  home  will  be — a 
house  with  a child  in  it!”  she  said  to  her 
husband  once — only  once,  for  her  happi- 
ness lay  too  deep  to  be  talked  about,  even 
to  him.  Nor  could  he  have  understood 
it.  He  was  not  of  an  imaginative  turn  of 
mind.  So  that  nothing  troubled  him  in 
the  present — and  his  wife  took  good  care 
of  that — he  never  troubled  himself  about 
the  future.  Like  many  another  content- 
ed bookworm,  he  rarely  saw  an  inch  be- 
yond his  own  nose.  Yet  he  was  the  most 
patient  and  easily  satisfied  of  men,  even 
to  remaining  a day  or  two  longer  at  An- 
dermatt,  and  going  about  with  Dr.  Frank- 
lin instead  of  his  wife,  whose  new-found 
duties,  added  to  the  ordinary  travelling 
cares — which  always  fell  upon  her,  not 
him — absorbed  her  entirely. 

But  at  last  the  two  men,  coming  home 
from  a quiet  wander  through  the  flowery 
meadows  beside  the  Reuss,  and  an  inves- 
tigation, chiefly  to  kill  time,  of  the  little 
chapel,  with  its  strange  glass  tomb  of  the 
mummied  knight  lying  “in  his  habit  as 
he  lived,”  found  Mrs.  Trevena  sitting,  ob- 
livious of  Alps  and  antiquities,  with  her 
baby  asleep  on  her  lap,  and  everything 
settled  for  their  departure  to-morrow. 

44  It  will  soon  seem  all  like  a dream,” 
she  said,  as  she  cast  her  eyes  absently  on 
the  wonderful  view  from  the  window- 
the  great  circle  of  mountains,  the  gor- 
geously colored  pastures,  and  the  wild, 
rapid  Reuss  glittering  in  the  sun.  44  We 
are  never  likely  to  see  this  place  again, 
but  I think  I shall  always  remember  it— 
the  place  where  my  boy  was  born.” 

“And  born  again,  if  one  may  say  it 
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without  irreverence/’  added  Dr.  Franklin ; 
“otherwise  he  had  better  be  dead — as  he 
certainly  would  have  been  now  except  for 
you.  By-the-bye,  you  will  have  to  give  the 
young  scamp  a name,  and  the  sooner  you 
do  it  the  better.  Get  him  christened,  and 
keep  a copy  of  the  baptismal  certificate. 
It  may  be  useful  yet.  And  I think  you 
might  as  well  make  me  his  godfather,  be- 
cause I at  least  know  when  and  where  he 
was  born.  It  will  be  a certain  protection 
both  to  him  and  to  you.” 

“ Thank  you,”  said  Mrs.  Trevena,  grate- 
fully; but  she  smiled  at  the  idea  of  her 
child's  needing 4 4 protection,”  or  she  either. 
With  him  in  her  arms  she  felt  as  strong, 
as  fearless,  as  any  natural  mother— even 
beast  or  bird— does  with  the  instinct  of 
maternity  upon  her. 

Dr.  Frauklin  stuck  to  his  point,  insist- 
ing that  a baptismal  certificate  was  the 
nearest  approach  they  could  make  to  giv- 
ing the  child  “a  local  habitation  and  a 
name”  in  this  perplexing  world,  the  god- 
parents attesting  the  place  and  date  of 
birth,  though  they  could  only  add,  “par- 
entage unknown.” 

“ And  then  you  must  take  your  chance 
as  to  the  future,  and  this  poor  little  fellow 
also ; unless  you  will  come  with  me  to 
America,  where,  in  our  enlightened  States, 
you  can  lawfully  adopt  him.” 

“But  that  would  be  of  no  use  in  Eng- 
land, you  said,  and  England  must  be  our 
home.  Yes,  we  must  take  our  chance,” 
she  added,  with  an  under  tone  that  implied 
one  who  meant  to  control  chance  rather 
than  succumb  to  it.  “And  now  about  the 
name— the  Christian  name.  For  surname 
he  will  take  ours — shall  he  not,  Austin  ?” 

“Anything  you  like — anything  you 
like,  my  dear.” 

“Yes,  I think  you  are  right,  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena. Poor  little  man!  his  name  matters 
little.  He  will  have  to  go  through  life  as 
nobody’s  child.” 

“ Except  God's — and  mine.” 

And  Susannah  pressed  her  lips,  as  sol- 
emnly as  if  it  had  been  a sacrament  or  a 
vow,  on  the  tiny  hand  with  its  curled-up 
fingers — the  feeble  right  hand,  so  helpless 
now.  But  would  it  be  always  so? 

Dr.  Franklin  smiled  kindly,  paternally, 
on  the  creature  whose  life  he  had  helped 
to  save — why,  or  to  what  end,  who  could 
tell?  All  child  lives  are  a mystery,  but 
this  was  a mystery  above  all.  The  little 
thing  lay  sleeping  in  unconscious  peace 
on  its  adopted  mother’s  lap— the  infant 


who  would  be  a man  when  they  were  in 
their  graves.  But  the  two  men  did  not 
understand.  The  woman  did. 

Mrs.  Trevena  at  last  looked  up.  A twi- 
light glow  reflected  from  the  mountains 
was  on  her  face,  and  an  inward  glow 
which  made  her  almost  pretty  again,  al- 
most young. 

“I  have  thought  of  a name.  We  are 
Cornish  born,  as  I told  you,  Dr.  Frank- 
lin. When  I was  a girl  my  one  hero  was 
our  great  Cornishman,  who  was  also  4 No- 
body’s child’ — found  by  Merlin,  they  say, 
as  a little  naked  baby  on  the  shore  at  Tin- 
tagel,  but  who  grew  up  to  be  the  stainless 
knight,  the  brave  soldier,  the  Christian 
king.  My  boy  shall  do  the  same — in  his 
own  way.  It  does  not  matter  how  he  was 
born,  if  he  lives  so  that  everybody  will 
mourn  him  when  he  dies.  So  he  shall 
have  my  hero's  name.  He  shall  be  my 
‘King’  Arthur.” 

“You  romantic  little  woman!”  said  her 
husband,  half  apologetically,  half  proud- 
ly. But  he  listened  to  her,  as  he  always 
did,  and  her  decision  carried  the  day. 

Next  morning,  when  the  sun  had  just 
risen  above  the  mountains,  and  was  only 
beginning  to  warm  the  silent  valley,  the 
little  party  left  Andermatt,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Trevena,  Dr.  Franklin,  and  the  “encum- 
brance,” as  the  doctor  called  it,  but  who 
slept  so  calmly  as  to  be  no  encumbrance 
at  all.  It  was  evidently  an  infant  of  pla- 
cid mind,  able  to  accommodate  itself  to 
circumstances. 

They  were  followed  by  the  benedictions 
and  good  wishes  of  Madame  and  the  hotel 
people,  who  could  not,  to  the  last,  under- 
stand the  affair,  but  set  it  all  down  to 
English  eccentricity.  They  departed,  and 
the  little  remote  Alpine  valley,  which  had 
witnessed  so  much,  knew  them  no  more. 


CHAPTER  III. 

Arthur  Franklin  Trevena— for  they 
had  given  him  also  the  name  of  his  good 
godfather,  who  parted  from  him  at  Lu- 
cerne, never  probably  to  behold  him  again 
— “King”  Arthur  — arrived  at  the  vic- 
arage with  his  adopted  parents,  creating 
no  small  sensation  in  the  parish  which 
they  had  left,  a forlorn  and  childless  cou- 
ple, six  months  before.  But  the  villagers 
were  simple  folks,  who  accepted  the  baby 
upon  his  ‘‘mother’s”  own  simple  state- 
ment— Mrs.  Trevena  was  among  the  few 
people  who  have  courage  to  believe  that 
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the  plain  truth  is  not  only  the  wisest  but 
the  safest  thing — that  he  was  a deserted 
child,  whom  she  had  taken  for  her  own, 
and  meant  to  bring  up  exactly  as  her 
own.  And  those  other  mothers  who  re- 
membered her  sad  looks  when  she  went 
away,  and  compared  them  with  her  happy 
looks  now,  agreed  that  “the  parson’s  wife" 
had  done  right  and  best,  not  only  for  her- 
self, but  most  likely  for  “ the  parson’’  also. 

The  only  individual  who  ventured  to 
question  this,  or  in  any  way  to  criticise 
the  proceeding,  was  a neighboring  clergy- 
man, a college  friend,  who  in  Mr.  Tre- 
vena’s  absence  had  undertaken  the  care 
of  the  hundred  souls  his  parish  contained. 
This  gentleman,  a man  of  fortune  and 
family,  remonstrated,  in  a letter  of  sixteen 
pages,  with  his  “reverend  brother’’  on 
what  he  had  done,  in  bringing  a nameless 
child,  possibly  the  offspring  of  sin  and 
shame,  into  a respectable  and,  above  all, 
a clergyman’s  household.  He  quoted 
many  texts,  such  as  “the  sins  of  the  fa- 
thers shall  be  visited  on  the  children,’’ 
and  “ the  seed  of  evil-doers  shall  never  be 
renowned,’’  which  for  a moment  stagger- 
ed the  simple-minded  vicar.  And  he  end- 
ed by  asking,  “ What  would  the  Trevenas 
Bay?” — forgetting  that  the  only  Trevena 
left  was  Hal,  at  the  antipodes,  of  whom 
even  his  old  college  acquaintance  would 
have  owned,  if  questioned,  that  the  less 
said  about  him  the  better. 

But  except  this  lengthy  epistle,  which 
Mr.  Trevena  read  in  silence,  and  passed 
on  to  Mrs.  Trevena,  by  whose  gleaming 
eyes  he  saw  that  the  silence  had  better  be 
continued,  for  there  was  a dangerous  light 
in  them  that  few  men  would  have  cared 
to  face,  the  couple  met  with  no  opposition 
or  comment  on  what  they  had  done  or 
what  they  meant  to  do.  The  nine  days’ 
wonder  settled  down,  and  after  the  village 
mothers  had  come  to  look  at  the  baby, 
and  pronounced  it  the  finest  baby  that 
ever  was  seen,  everybody  seemed  to  take 
the  matter  as  quite  natural.  Poor  people 
are  often  so  kind,  sometimes  so  romantic- 
ally generous,  about  other  people’s  chil- 
dren: many  a nursing  mother  will  not 
scruple  to  take  to  her  home  and  her  breast 
some  motherless  babe ; and  many  a name- 
less infant,  paid  for’at  first  and  then  for- 
saken, has  been  brought  up  for  charity  by 
its  foster-parents.  So  the  fact  of  an  adopt- 
ed child  did  not  strike  these  innocent 
villagers  as  anything  remarkable.  They 
only  thought  it  was  “uncommon  kind” 
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of  Mrs.  Trevena,  and  hoped  she  would  be 
rewarded  for  her  “charity.” 

Charity!  She  laughed  at  the  word. 
Charity  had  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  it. 

A child  in  the  house ! it  was  a joy  incar- 
nate, a blessing  unspeakable,  a consola- 
tion without  end.  She  did  her  duties, 
neither  light  nor  few,  but  through  them 
all  she  hugged  herself  in  her  secret  bliss. 
She  used  to  think  of  it  as  she  walked,  as 
she  chatted  to  her  neighbors,  and  (oh,  sin- 
ful Susannah !)  often  as  she  sat  in  church. 

“ My  little  feet — my  little  hands.”  When 
she  came  back  to  them,  when  she  ran  up- 
stairs to  the  small  attic — small  but  sun- 
shiny— where  Manette  and  Arthur  were 
installed,  and  taking  the  baby,  sat  rocking 
him  and  singing  to  him  in  the  old-fashion- 
ed rocking-chair  which  had  been  her  mo- 
ther’s, every  care  she  had — and  she  had 
some,  a few  mole  hills  that  many  anoth- 
er woman  would  have  made  into  mount- 
ains— seemed  to  melt  away.  That  mor- 
bid self-contemplation,  if  not  actual  self- 
ishness, which  is  so  apt  to  grow  upon  old 
maids  and  childless  wives — upon  almost 
all  women  who  have  arrived  at  middle 
age  without  knowing  the  “baby  fingers’ 
waxen  touches,”  which  press  all  bitterness 
out  of  the  mother’s  breast — vanished  into 
thin  air.  It  could  not  exist  amidst  the 
wholesome  practicality  of  nursery  life — 
a nursery  where  the  mother  is  a real  mo- 
ther, and  sees  to  everything  herself,  as 
was  necessary  in  this  case.  For  Manette, 
the  young  Swiss  orphan  whom  they  had 
found  at  Lucerne  and  installed  as  nurse, 
was  a mere  girl,  who  spoke  no  English, 
though  she  soon  taught  her  mistress  to 
speak  French.  They  two  became  very 
happy  together,  guarding  with  mutual 
care,  and  sometimes  just  a spice  of  jea- 
lousy, the  little  warm  white  bundle  which 
contained  a sentient  human  being  — or 
what  would  be  one  day  — Manette’s  pet 
and  plaything,  Mrs.  Trevena’s  “perpetual 
hope.” 

Had  she  been  a disappointed  woman? 
Perhaps:  in  some  sense  all  women  of  im- 
aginative temperament  are.  They  start 
in  life  expecting  the  impossible,  which  of 
course  never  comes,  and  at  last  find  them- 
selves growing  old,  with  their  hearts  still 
painfully  young — it  may  be  a little  empty ; 
for  not  even  the  best  of  men  and  husbands 
can  altogether  fill  the  void  which  nature 
makes;  even  as  no  woman  can  fill, or  ought 
to  fill,  that  sterner  half  of  a man’s  being 
which  is  meant  for  the  world  and  its  work. 
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But  now  Susannah’s  empty  heart  was 
filled,  her  monotonous  life  brightened ; 
the  future  (she  was  only  just  over  forty, 
and  had  a future  still)  stretched  out  long 
and  fair;  for  it  was  not  her  own — it  was 
her  son’s.  The  evening  before  they  left  the 
vicarage  for  the  new  rectory — a sweet  Sep- 
tember evening — since  it  had  taken  fully 
three  months  to  make  the  new  home  ready 
to  receive  them — she  went  out  alone  and 
planted  a young  tree,  a seedling  sycamore, 
which  no  one  was  likely  to  notice  till  it 
grew  a tree — in  the  church -yard  corner 
where  was  the  little  grave  of  which  no- 
body knew.  But  she  scarcely  felt  it  a 
farewell.  She  thought  how  the  fibres 
would  wrap  themselves  tenderly  round 
the  buried  bones,  and  the  top  would  spread 
itself  out  into  green  leaves  and  branches. 
And  it  seemed  as  if  out  of  her  dead  baby's 
grave  had  sprung  the  other  child — auother 
. and  yet  the  same — sent  direct  from  heaven 
to  be  her  comfort  and  blessing.  Uncon- 
sciously she  repeated  to  herself  the  bene- 
diction of  the  Psalmist: 

44  He  shall  be  like  a tree  planted  by  the 
water-side,  that  will  bring  forth  his  fruit 
in  due  season ; his  leaf  also  shall  not  with- 
er; and  look ! whatsoever  he  doeth  it  shall 
prosper.” 

44  It  will  be  so,”  she  said  to  herself,  44  if 
I have  strength  to  bring  him  up  in  the 
right  way,  to  make  him  into  a just  man — 
4 a man  that  feareth  the  Lord.’  Then  I 
need  have  no  fear.  4 Whatsoever  he  do- 
eth it  shall  prosper.’” 

And  little  Arthur — somehow,  from  the 
first,  he  was  always  called  Arthur,  never 
44  baby” — did  seem  to  prosper:  as  much  in 
his  new  home  as  in  his  old  one.  He  had 
a larger  and  better  nursery,  not  at  the  top, 
but  at  the  end  of  the  house,  which  was  a 
very  pretty  house,  the  prettiest  as  well  as 
the  most  comfortable  that  Susannah  had 
ever  lived  in.  From  her  youth  up  she 
had  had  to  battle  with  the  domestic  ugli- 
ness that  accompanies  grinding  poverty, 
to  smother  down  her  tastes  and  predilec- 
tions, to  live  in  streets  instead  of  fields — 
at  least  till  her  marriage.  And  even  mar- 
riage had  brought  little  respite  in  the  hard 
work,  the  ceaseless  cares,  inevitable  from 
the  necessity  of  making  sixpence  do  the 
work  of  a shilling. 

But  now  all  was  changed.  She  had  as 
much  money  as  she  needed — enough  even 
to  lay  by  a little  (oh I joyful  economy!) 
for  the  future  education  of  her  son. 

44  We  can  not  provide  for  him,'’  she  had 
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said  to  her  husband,  “but  we  can  give 
him  a good  education,  and  then  let  him 
work  for  himself.  It  is  the  best  thing  for 
all  boys.  It  might  have  been  better  for 
Hal” — (she  thought,  but  did  not  say,  per- 
haps also  for  Hal’s  brother) — 44  if  he  had 
been  thrown  upon  the  world  without  a 
single  halfpenny.” 

So  when  she  saw  the  pretty  rectory 
nestling  under  its  acacia-tree  beside  the 
lovely  old  church,  and  knew  there  was 
income  enough  to  live  there  comfortably, 
she  yet  determined  to  waste  nothing — to 
expend  nothing  foolishly  upon  outward 
show,  or  in  “keeping  up  a position,”  as 
the  owners  of  the  great  house  close  by 
were  reported  to  have  done  for  genera- 
tions. Consequently  the  Damerels  of  the 
last  generation  had  been  too  poor  to  oc- 
cupy their  splendid  abode,  or  even  to 
come  back  to  it,  except  to  be  buried.  Their 
vault  in  the  old  church  was  all  that  re- 
mained to  them,  in  spite  of  their  ancient 
name,  and  an  estate  which  had  belonged 
to  them  for  centuries.  Her  boy,  Susannah 
often  thought,  blossomingday  by  day  into 
rosy  infancy — the  darling  of  his  good  Ma- 
nette  and  his  devoted  4 4 mother” — was  hap- 
pier than  the  heir  of  all  the  Damerels,  a 
poor  idiot,  report  said,  never  seen  or  heard 
of,  whose  family  home  was  let,  and  the 
property  put  into  Chancery,  until  his  for- 
tunate death  cleared  the  way  for  some  dis- 
tant cousins,  ready  to  fight  over  the  title 
and  estate  like  dogs  over  a bone. 

4 4 So  much  for  ‘family' — so  much  for 
‘fortune’!”  meditated  Mrs.  Trevena;  and 
was  almost  glad  that  she  herself  was  the 
last  of  her  race,  and  that  her  husband’s 
only  relation  was  Hal — safe  away  in  Aus- 
tralia. “You  will  start  in  life  all  free, 
my  darling — as  free  as  if  you  had  dropped 
from  heaven  in  a basket.  You  will  stand 
on  your  own  feet,  and  make  your  own  way 
in  the  world,  with  nobody  to  hamper  you 
and  torment  you — except  your  mother." 

And  she  kissed  with  a passion  of  tender- 
ness the  baby  eyes,  which  had  already  be- 
gun to  develop  intelligence,  and  the  sweet 
baby  mouth,  so  smiling  and  content;  for 
Arthur,  like  most  healthy  and  carefully 
reared  children,  was  an  exceedingly 
“good"  child,  who  gave  little  trouble  to 
any  one.  Before  the  winter  was  over  he 
had  learned  to  know  his  mother's  step 
and  voice,  to  laugh  when  she  entered  the 
nursery,  and  cry  when  she  left  it.  Soon, 
if  brought  face  to  face  with  a stranger,  he 
would  turn  away,  clasp  his  little  fat  arms 
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tight  round  her  neck,  and  hide  his  face  on 
her  shoulder,  as  if  recognizing  already  that 
she  was  no  stranger,  but  his  natural  pro- 
tector, refuge,  and  consolation — his  mo- 
ther, in  short,  and  everything  that  a mo- 
ther ought  to  be. 

For  his  father — well,  young  infants 
scarcely  need  one;  and  certainly  the  fa- 
ther does  not  need  them — often  quite  the 
contrary.  But  it  rather  pleased  Mr.  Tre- 
vena  to  be  called  “papa,”  as  they  decided 
he  should  be ; and  now  and  then,  when  he 
met  Manette  walking  in  the  garden  with 
Arthur  in  her  arms,  he  would  stop  her, 
and  stroking  with  one  firjger  the  rosy 
cheek,  remark  that  it  was  “a  very  nice 
baby.”  But  he  did  not  investigate  or  in- 
terfere further.  Even  had  it  been  his  own 
child,  he  probably  would  have  done  no 
more.  A baby  was  to  him  a curious  nat- 
ural phenomenon,  which  he  regarded  with 
ignorant  but  benevolent  eyes,  much  as 
he  did  the  chickens  in  his  farm-yard,  or 
the  little  pigs  in  his  sty,  but  taking  no  in- 
dividual interest  in  them  whatever.  Not 
until  the  spring  had  begun,  and  the  leaves 
were  budding,  and  the  primroses  springing 
about  Tawton  Magna,  making  it  truly 
what  it  was  said  to  be,  the  prettiest  rectory 
in  all  Cornwall,  did  Manette  report  that 
“ Monsieur”  had  actually  kissed  “ le  WW,” 
that  it  had  crowed  to  him  and  pulled  his 
hair,  and  altogether  conducted  itself  with 
an  intelligence  and  energy  worthy  of  nine 
or  even  ten  months  old. 

“Is  it  really  nearly  a year  since  we 
were  in  Switzerland  ?”  said  Mr.  Trevena 
to  his  wife,  as  she  joined  him  at  the  gate. 
She  always  went  his  parish  rounds  with 
him,  and  did  everything  for  him,  exactly 
as  before  the  coming  of  little  Arthur,  only 
her  many  solitary  hours  were  solitary  now 
no  more.  But  to  her  husband  everything 
was  made  so  perfectly  the  same  that  he 
often  forgot  the  very  existence  of  the  baby. 
“ Arthur — that  is  his  name,  I think — real- 
ly does  credit  to  you,  my  dear,  and  the 
rectory  too.  It  must  be  a very  healthy 
house,  for  I never  saw  you  look  so  well.” 

She  .smiled.  They  loved  one  another 
very  dearly,  these  two ; old  as  they  were, 
and  different  in  many  ways.  But  differ- 
ence of  character  does  not  prevent  affec- 
tion— rather  increases  it  sometimes. 

“All  the  village  tells  me  what  a fine 
child  Arthur  is — the  first  child,  by-the-bye, 
that  has  been  in  the  rectory  for  fifty  years. 
My  predecessor,  as  you  know,  was  an  old 
bachelor.  Everybody  is  delighted  to  have 


a lady  in  the  village.  You  and  your  boy 
bid  fair  to  be  the  pets  of  the  parish,  Su- 
sannah, my  dear.” 

Which  was  true — and  not  unnatural. 
For  her  motherly  heart,  warmed  through 
and  through  with  the  sunshine  of  happi- 
ness, opened  not  only  to  her  own,  but  to 
every  child  she  came  near;  to  every  poor 
soul,  old  or  young,  that  wanted  happiness 
and  had  it  not.  Everybody  liked  her,  ev- 
erybody praised  her;  and  husbands  are 
always  proud  to  have  their  wives  liked 
and  praised.  The  rector  was  very  proud 
of  his  Susannah.  They  strolled  peace- 
fully together  through  the  village,  admin- 
istering ghostly  counsel  and  advice,  to- 
gether with  creature  comforts,  which  Mrs. 
Trevena  held  to  be  equally  desirable.  She 
was  a capital  clergyman’s  wife — she  liked 
to  “ mother”  everybody. 

As  usual,  their  walk  ended  in  the 
church,  which  was  open  for  its  Sunday 
cleaning.  It  was  a curious  old  building — 
very  “ tumble-down,”  the  parish  thought, 
but  was  happily  too  poor  to  have  it  “re- 
stored,” so  it  remained  for  the  delight  of 
archaeologists,  and  especially  of  Mr.  Tre- 
vena. He  never  wearied  of  examining 
the  brasses,  the  old  monuments,  the  huge 
worm-eaten,  curiously  carved  pews,  and 
especially  “ the  Squire’s  pew,”  as  large  as 
a small  parlor,  where  the  last  Damerels, 
the  baronet  and  his  lady,  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  sit  in  two  huge  arm-chairs  over 
the  bones  of  their  ancestors.  Their  own 
bones  were  now  added  to  the  rest;  and 
the  tablet  describing  their  virtues,  with  a 
weeping  angel  on  each  side,  took  its  place 
with  the  recumbent  crusader,  and  the 
well-ruffed  Elizabethan  knight,  with  his 
kneeling  progeny  behind  him. 

“ What  a splendid  old  family  they  must 
have  been!  Probably  Norman — D’Ami- 
ral  corrupted  into  Damerel.  Ah !” — and 
he  laid  a caressing  hand  on  the  head  of 
the  noseless  and  footless  crusader — “it  is 
a great  thing  to  come  of  a good  race,  and 
to  bear  an  honorable  name.” 

“Is  it?”  said  Susannah,  quietly,  and 
thought  of  the  poor  half-witted  boy — the 
heir  whom  her  neighbors  had  told  her  of, 
and  then  of  her  own  boy — her  nameless 
baby — full  of  health  and  strength  and  in- 
telligence, yet  without  a tie  in  the  wide 
world.  Only  he  was,  as  she  had  once 
said,  “ God’s  child” — and  hers. 

He  had  been  hers  for  nearly  two  years. 
She  had  almost  forgotten,  and  everybody 
else  too,  that  he  was  not  really  her  own ; 
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even  the  rector  himself  was  taking  kind- 
ly to  his  paternity,  accepting  it  as  he  did 
the  other  good  things  which  had  dropped 
into  his  mouth  without  his  seeking,  when 
something  happened  which,  for  the  time 
being,  shook  the  happy  little  household  to 
its  very  foundations. 

Mrs.  Trevena,  one  bright  June  day,  had 
put  on  her  bonnet  to  go  and  meet  her 
child,  who  had  been  “kidnapped,”  as  they 
called  it,  by  the  large  kindly  plebeian 
family,  one  of  the  many  nouveaux  riches 
that  conveniently  step  into  the  shoes  of 
aristocratic  poverty,  who  inhabited  Taw- 
ton  Abbas.  She  was  passing  through  the 
church-yard  into  the  park,  idly  thinking 
how  beautiful  it  was,  how  bright  her  life 
here  had  grown,  and  what  had  she  done 
to  deserve  it  all,  when  she  came  suddenly 
face  to  face  with  a strange  gentleman, 
who  was  apparently  wandering  about, 
trying  to  find  his  way  to  the  rectory.  He 
was  well  dressed  and  well-looking ; but  he 
seemed  less  like  an  ordinary  visitor  than 
a prowler.  Also,  though  rather  a hand- 
some man,  there  was  something  sinister 
in  his  face;  he  was  one  of  those  people 
who  never  look  you  straight  in  the  eyes. 

He  stood  aside  as  the  lady  passed,  with 
a half  bow,  which  she  acknowledged.  But 
the  instant  she  had  passed,  a vague  terror 
seized  Susannah  — the  one  little  cloud 
which  secretly  hung  over  her  entire  feli- 
city— the  fear  that  her  treasure  might  be 
grudged  her,  or  snatched  from  her,  by  the 
woman  who  had  thrown  it  away.  She 
had  taken  every  precaution  to  leave  be- 
hind at  Andermatt  no  possible  clew;  even 
Madame  at  the  hotel,  though  she  knew 
the  names  Trevena  and  Franklin,  knew 
no  further  address  than  “England”  and 
“America.”  Often  when  she  looked  at 
her  bright,  beautiful  boy,  a spasm  of  fear 
came  over  her,  so  that  she  could  hardly 
bear  to  let  him  out  of  her  sight. 

This  dread  took  hold  of  her  now.  What 
if  the  stranger  were  an  emissary  from 
Arthur’s  unknown  mother,  or  his  father, 
the  “fool  of  a husband,”  whom  she  had 
so  despised  ? At  the  bare  idea  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena’s  heart  almost  stopped  beating.  But 
it  was  not  her  way  to  fly  from  an  evil: 
she  preferred  to  meet  it,  and  at  once.  She 
turned  back  and  spoke. 

“You  seem  a stranger  here.  Can  I do 
anything  for  you  ?” 

“Thank  you — yes,  I suppose  I am  a 
stranger.  I have  not  been  in  England 
for  some  years.” 
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A likeness  in  the  tones  of  the  voice- 
family  voices  often  resemble  one  another 
like  family  faces — startled  Susannah,  and 
yet  relieved  her.  She  was  almost  pre- 
pared for  the  “stranger’s”  next  words. 

“I  am  told  that  this  is  the  village  of 
Tawton  Magna,  and  the  Reverend  Austin 
Trevena  is  rector  here  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  would  you  kindly  direct  me  to 
the  rectory  ? I am  Captain  Trevena,  his 
brother.” 

Hal,  of  whom  they  had  heard  nothing 
since  the  letter  received  at  Andermatt — 
Hal  come  back  from  Australia!  It  was 
a great  blow,  and  might  involve  much 
perplexity;  but  it  could  not  strike  her  to 
the  heart,  as  the  other  blow  would  have 
done,  had  the  stranger  been  some  one  to 
claim  her  child.  After  a momentary  start, 
Susannah  was  herself  again. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  since  his  boy- 
hood she  had  never  seen  her  brother-in- 
law,  who  evidently  did  not  remember  her 
at  all.  At  first  she  thought  she  would 
accept  this  non-recognition,  and  pass  on ; 
but  it  seemed  cowardly.  And,  besides,  she 
would  soon  have  to  face  him  ; for  what- 
ever his  sudden  appearance  might  bode, 
she  was  quite  sure  it  boded  no  good.  Hal’s 
fraternal  affection  always  lay  dormant — 
unless  he  wanted  something. 

So,  looking  him  straight  in  the  eyes, 
but  putting  out  no  hand  of  welcome,  she 
said,  briefly:  “I  am  Mrs.  Trevena.  That 
is  the  gate  of  the  rectory,”  and  walked  on 
toward  Tawton  Abbas. 

In  most  families  there  is  one  black 
sheep — happy  if  only  one!  for  the  well- 
being of  the  whole  family  depends  upon 
its  treatment  of  the  same,  treatment  wise 
or  unwise,  as  may  happen.  Few  black 
sheep  are  wholly  black;  and  some  may, 
with  care  and  prudence,  be  kept  a decent 
gray;  but  to  make  believe  they  are  snow- 
white,  and  allow  them  to  run  among  the 
harmless  flock,  smirching  every  one  they 
come  near,  is  a terrible  mistake.  Perhaps 
Susannah  sometimes  recognized,  with  as 
much  bitterness  as  her  sweet  nature  could 
feel,  that  this  mistake  had  all  through  life 
been  made  by  her  husband. 

She  knew  Austin  was  at  home,  and 
thought  it  best  the  brothers  should  meet— 
since  they  must  meet — quite  alone;  while 
she  gathered  up  all  her  courage,  all  her 
common-sense,  to  face  the  position.  Cap- 
tain Trevena — as  he  called  himself,  hav- 
ing been  in  the  militia  once,  till  he  was 
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turned  out — had  not  attempted  to  follow 
her.  Perhaps  he  was  afraid  of  her,  or 
thought  he  had  good  need  to  be;  which 
was  true. 

A kind  of  superstitious  halo  has  been 
thrown  round  the  heads  of  prodigal  sons — 
doubtless  originating  in  the  divine  parable, 
or  the  human  corruption  of  it.  Only  peo- 
ple forget  how  that  prodigal  son,  saying, 
“I  will  arise,” really  does  arise,  leaving 
behind  him  his  riotous  living,  his  husks, 
and  his  swine.  He  goes  to  his  father, 
humbled  and  poor,  and  his  father  wel- 
comes and  loves  him.  But  most  prodigal 
sons  bring  their  husks  and  their  swine 
with  them,  nor  ever  condescend  to  say,  “I 
have  sinned.”  They  appear,  as  Hal  Tre- 
vena  did,  as  he  had  always  been  in  the 
habit  of  doing — neither  hungry  nor  naked, 
but  quite  cheerful  and  comfortable.  They 
may  cry  “ Peccavi,”  but  it  never  occurs  to 
them  to  forsake  their  sins,  or  to  feel  any 
more  penitence  than  is  picturesque  and 
convenient  to  show.  This  had  been  Hal- 
bert Trevena’s  character  for  the  last  forty 
years;  and  Susannah,  suddenly  meeting 
him  after  a long  interval,  and  judging 
him  by  feminine  instinct  as  well  as  by  the 
bitter  experience  of  the  past,  did  not  think 
he  was  likely  to  be  altered  now. 

She  walked  rapidly  on  through  the  plea- 
sant, solitary  park,  both  to  calm  her  mind 
and  to  consider  how  she  was  to  face  this 
emergency,  which  on  the  outside  appeared 
nothing  more  than  the  meeting — supposed 
a welcome  meeting — between  long-separa- 
ted brother.  But,  underneath — she  knew 
only  too  well  what  it  implied.  And  not 
the  least  of  the  difficulties  was  her  good, 
tender-hearted  husband,  who,  absorbed  in 
his  books,  never  looked  ahead  fora  single 
week,  and  whose  own  nature  was  so  sweet 
and  simple  that  he  could  not  imagine  the 
contrary  in  any  human  being. 

Susannah  hastened  on  with  quick,  trou- 
bled steps,  till  she  saw  Manette  and  little 
Arthur  coming  down  the  path. 

“Mammy!  mammy!” — he  could  just 
say  that  word  now,  and  oh ! what  a thrill 
had  gone  through  her  heart  when  she  first 
heard  it ! Stretching  out  eager  arms,  he 
tried  to  struggle  out  of  his  perambulator 
and  get  to  her — “Up!  up!  in  mammy 
arms !” 

She  took  him  up  and  clasped  him  tight 
— her  one  blessing  that  was  all  her  own. 
More  so,  perhaps,  than  if  he  had  been 
really  her  own,  and  had  to  call  Hal  Tre- 
vena  “Uncle.”  As  the  thought  smote 


her,  involuntarily  she  said,  “ Thank  God !” 
But  the  clinging  of  his  baby  arms, the  kiss 
of  his  baby  mouth, melted  the  bitterness  out 
of  her  heart;  after  a few  minutes  she  felt 
herself  able  to  return  to  the  house,  and 
meet  whatever  was  required  to  be  met 
there.  The  sooner  the  better,  for  who 
could  tell  what  might  be  happening  in  her 
absence  ? 

She  found  the  two  brothers  sitting  to- 
gether in  the  study,  looking  as  comfort- 
able as  if  they  had  parted  only  yesterday. 
At  least  Hal  did ; but  Austin  had  a troubled 
air,  which  he  tried  to  hide  under  an  exag- 
geration of  ease.  When  his  wife  opened 
the  door,  he  looked  up  with  great  relief. 

“My  dear,  this  is  Hal,  from  Australia. 
You  must  remember  Hal,  though  it  is  so 
many  years  since  you  saw  him.” 

“Twenty-four  years.  But  half  an  hour 
ago  he  asked  me  to  direct  him  to  the  rec- 
tory. He  was  not  aware,  I think,  that  he 
was  speaking  to  the  mistress  of  the  house.” 

And  she  sat  down,  still  without  offering 
her  hand,  as  if  to  make  clear  that  she  was 
the  mistress  of  the  house,  and  had  deter- 
mined to  assert  her  position. 

Captain  Trevena  was  a shrewd  man,  a 
good  deal  shrewder  and  more  quick-sight- 
ed than  his  brother.  He  too  saw  his  posi- 
tion, and  recognized  that  things  might  not 
go  quite  so  easily  with  him  as  when  the 
Reverend  Austin  was  a bachelor.  Still 
he  smiled  and  bowed  in  bland  politeness. 

4 4 I am  delighted  to  come  to  my  brother’s 
home,  and  see  it  adorned  with  a wife.  I 
only  wish  I had  brought  mine  here.  Mrs. 
Trevena  (excuse  me,  but  as  the  eldest  son’s 
wife  she  has  the  first  right)  is  a very  hand- 
some person,  and  our  eldest  son,  the  heir 
to  the  Trevena  name,  takes  after  her.  I 
should  have  liked  you  to  see  them,  Aus- 
tin; but,  considering  all  things,  I thought 
it  best  to  leave  them  both  in  Australia  for 
the  present.” 

“Of  course — of  course,”  said  Mr.  Tre- 
vena. Mrs.  Trevena  said  nothing.  If  for 
a second  a natural  pang  smote  her  heart, 
it  was  healed  immediately;  for  through 
the  window  she  could  see  a pretty  vision 
of  Manette’s  blue  gown,  with  two  little  fat 
legs  trotting  after  it  along  the  gravel-path. 
She  turned  round  smiling — she  could  af- 
ford to  smile. 

“Iam  glad  you  are  happy  in  your  wife 
and  son.  But  why  leave  them?  What 
call  had  you  to  England  ?” 

“To  see  my  brother — was  it  not  nat- 
ural ? An  old  Times  fell  into  my  hands, 
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in  which  I read  what  (of  course  by  some 
mistake)  he  had  never  told  me — the  pre- 
sentation of  the  Reverend  Austin  Trevena 
to  the  living  of  Tawton  Magna;  value — I 
forget  how  much.  So  I thought  I would 
come,  just  to — to  congratulate  him/’ 

“A  long  journey  for  so  small  an  object. 
And  having  accomplished  it,  I suppose  you 
will  return  ?” 

“ If  my  brother  wishes  it,  and  if  he  will 
give  me  a little  brotherly  help.” 

“I  thought  so.” 

Brief  as  this  conversation  was,  it  showed 
to  both  the  brother  and  sister  in  law  exact- 
ly where  they  stood.  The  big,  hearty, 
well  dressed  man  looked  across  at  the 
homely  little  woman,  and  felt  that  times 
were  changed:  it  was  war  to  the  knife  be- 
tween them,  and  could  not  be  otherwise. 

Had  he  come  like  the  proverbial  prodi- 
gal, in  rags  and  repentance,  Susannah's 
heart  might  have  melted.  She  might  have 
killed  the  fatted  calf,  even  though  fearing 
it  was  in  vain;  she  might  have  put  the 
ring  on  his  finger,  though  with  a strong 
suspicion  that  he  would  pawn  it  the  very 
next  day.  But  now,  when  he  came,  fat 
and  well-liking,  yet  with  the  same  never- 
ending  cry,  like  the  daughters  of  the  horse- 
leech, 44  Give  1 give !”  she  felt  herself  hard- 
ening into  stone. 

“ I am  sorry,  but  your  brother's  income, 
of  which  you  have  evidently  known  the 
extent,  is  absorbed  by  his  own  family  and 
his  parish.  He  has  for  years  supplied  you 
with  so  uuich  that  he  can  not  possibly  do 
any  more.  He  ought  not.” 

“No,  Hal,”  said  the  rector,  gathering  a 
little  courage,  and  taking  Susannah's  hand 
as  she  sat  beside  him.  “Indeed  I ought 
not  You  know  I was  telling  you  this  be- 
fore my  wife  came  into  the  room/’ 

“ My  husband  is  right,”  said  Susannah, 
firmly.  “Therefore,  Captain  Trevena,  all 
I can  offer  you  is  a night’s  hospitality. 
After  that  we  had  better  part.” 

“My  dear  sister,  why  ?” 

“A  man  with  a wife  and  child  has  no 
business  to  leave  them  and  go  wandering 
about  the  world,  even  for  the  very  desir- 
able purpose  of  begging  money  from  his 
relations.  He  had  better  stay  at  home  and 
work.” 

“A  gentleman  work!”  Hal  laughed — 
that  easy,  good-natured  laugh  which  made 
people  think  him  so  charming.  “ My  dear 
lady,  it  is  out  of  the  nature  of  things;  you 
can’t  expect  it.  I never  did  work — I never 
shall.” 
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“I  believe  you.”  The  only  thing  he 
could  say,  Susannah  might  have  added, 
that  she  did  believe.  He  was  such  a con- 
firmed liar  that  she  began  to  think  even 
the  wife  and  child  might  be  mythical  cre- 
ations, invented  in  order  to  play  upon 
Austin’s  feelings. 

“ Nor,”  he  continued, lightly,  “is  there 
any  special  reason  why  I should  work. 
My  wife  is  an  heiress:  her  father  made 
his  fortune  at  the  gold  diggings.  The  old 
fellow  dotes  upon  her — even  more  than 
upon  me.  He  likes  to  keep  her  all  to  him- 
self, and  so  makes  it  easy  for  me  to  run 
away  and  amuse  myself.” 

“How  comes  it,  then,  that  you  want 
money  ?” 

“My  dear  Miss  Hyde  (beg  pardon,  but 
I heard  of  you  as  Susannah  Hyde  for  so 
many  years  that  I almost  forget  you  are 
anything  else  now),  a gentleman  always 
wants  money.  But  it  is  only  a tempo- 
rary inconvenience.  I shall  be  delighted 
to  repay  Austin  every  farthing — with  in- 
terest, too,  if  he  wishes  it — as  soon  as  ever 
I get  back  to  Australia.” 

“And  when  will  that  be  ?” 

“Ceia  depend . By-the-bye,  there  is  a 
pretty  young  bonne  upon  wrhom  I was 
airing  my  French  an  hour  ago  in  the 
road.  I see  her  now  in  your  garden  with 
her  ‘ bebt'  Whose  child  is  that  ?” 

“Mine,”  said  Susannah,  firmly. 

“Yours  ? I thought  Austin  told  me  he 
had  no  children.” 

“Nor  have  we.  This  is  our  adopted 
child.  We  found  him,  and  we  mean  to 
keep  him  and  bring  him  up  as  our  son.” 

“And  heir?  To  inherit  all  you  pos- 
sess ?” 

“ What  little  there  is  left — certainly.” 

As  Susannah  spoke,  slowly  and  reso- 
lutely, Captain  Trevena’s  handsome  face 
grew  dark;  his  bland  voice  sharpened. 

“Truly  this  is  a pretty  state  of  things 
for  a long-absent  brother  to  come  home 
to — a sister-in-law  not  too  affectionate, 
and  an  unexpected — nephew  1 I congrat- 
ulate you,  Austin,  on  your  son.  Some 
beggar's  brat,  I suppose,  whom  your  wife 
has  picked  up  in  the  street  and  made  a pet 
of,  like  a stray  dog  or  half-starved  cat. 
What  noble  charity !” 

“Not  charity  at  all,”  answered  Susan- 
nah, seeing  that  her  husband  left  her  to 
answer,  as  was  his  habit  on  diilicult  occa- 
sions. “ It  pleased  God  to  take  away  our 
only  child,  but  He  gave  us  this  one  in- 
stead. And,  as  I said,  we  mean  to  keep 
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him.  If  we  bring  him  up  rightly,  he  will 
be  the  comfort  of  our  old  age.” 

“Indeed?  But  meantime  a child  is  a 
rather  expensive  luxury — too  expensive  to 
make  it  possible  ever  to  help  others — your 
own  flesh  and  blood,  for  instance.  I 
thought,  Austin,  that  charity  began  at 
home,  and  that  blood  was  thicker  than 
water.” 

Poor  Austin!  he  regarded  his  brother 
with  that  worried,  badgered,  perplexed 
look  so  familiar  to  his  face  once,  but 
which  the  peace  of  later  years  had  almost 
driven  away.  Susannah  knew  it  well 
enough;  it  brought  back  a vision  of  the 
long  hopeless  time  of  their  engagement, 
when  she  was  passive  and  powerless.  But 
she  was  neither  now.  It  was  not  neces- 
sary ; it  was  not  right. 

“Halbert  Trevena,”  she  said,  quietly 
enough,  but  with  flashing  eyes  and  glow- 
ing cheeks,  “how  dare  you,  who  have 
been  a drain  upon  your  brother  all  his 
life — a perpetual  thorn  in  his  side  and 
grief  to  his  heart — how  dare  you  talk  of 
blood  being  thicker  than  water  ?” 

“ Susannah — my  dear  Susannah,  be  pa- 
tient,” said  the  rector,  in  a deprecating 
tone.  “You  see,  Hal,  we  don’t  want  to 
be  hard  upon  you;  but  really  you  seem 
so  well  off,  and  your  wife,  you  say,  is  an 
heiress.  We,  now,  Susannah  and  I,  can 
only  just  make  ends  meet,  I assure  you.” 

He  spoke  meekly,  almost  apologetical- 
ly. But  with  Susannah  the  day  of  meek- 
ness was  past.  “Captain  Trevena,  it  is 
best  to  be  plain  with  you.  I am  mistress 
of  this  house.  I will  give  you  a night’s 
lodging,  but  nothing  more.  With  ray 
consent,  my  husband  shall  not  waste  upon 
you  a single  halfpenny.  What  money  he 
has  left,  that  you  have  not  robbed  him  of, 
he  may  leave  you  by  will ; but  while  he 
lives  his  income  is  not  yours — it  is  mine.” 

Sternly  as  it  was  spoken,  this  was  the 
truth  of  the  case,  both  in  law  and  equity, 
and  both  brothel’s  knew  it.  The  cunning 
one  shrugged  his  shoulders,  the  weak  one 
sighed;  but  neither  attempted  to  contro- 
vert it. 

“ Of  course,”  said  Austin  at  last,  “one’s 
wife  is  nearer  than  one’s  brother;  and  Su- 
sannah never  speaks  without  having  well 
considered  everything.” 

“ Excellent  wife ! Admirable  marriage 
laws!”  said  Hal,  tapping  his  boot  with  his 
cane — a very  handsome  silver  - mounted 
cane.  In  fact,  all  the  attire  of  this  poor 
prodigal  was  of  the  most  expensive  kind. 


“ * What’s  thine  is  mine,  and  what’s  mine 
is  my  own !’  is  a well-known  saying.  But 
I always  thought,  Austin,  that  this  rule 
applied  to  us,  and  not  to  the  ladies.  How- 
ever, tempora  mutant  mores — especially 
family  manners.  Perhaps  I had  better  go. 
k It  may  be  for  years  and  it  may  be  forever  !* 
as  the  song  says.  Well— good-by,  Austin.  ” 

Susannah’s  heart  softened,  her  husband 
looked  so  very  unhappy.  After  all,  Hal 
was  his  brother.  They  had  been  boys  to- 
gether; and  there  was  still  between  them 
that  external  family  likeness  not  incom- 
patible with  the  greatest  unlikeness  inter- 
nally. The  law  of  heredity  has  freaks  so 
strange  that  sometimes  one  almost  doubts 
its  existence;  yet  it  does  exist,  though 
abounding  in  mysteries  capable  of  great 
modification,  and  above  all,  full  of  the 
most  solemn  individual  warnings. 

“ I think  you  should  go,”  said  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena; “but  go  to-morrow,  not  to-day. 
Your  ways  are  so  different  from  ours  that 
we  are  better  apart;  still,  do  not  let  us 
part  unkindly.  And  carry  back  our  good 
wishes  to  your  wife  and  child.  May  you 
live  a happy  life  with  them,  and  make 
them  happy ! It  is  not  too  late.” 

For  a minute,  perhaps,  this  man,  who 
had  never  made  any  human  being  aught 
but  miserable  in  all  his  days,  felt  a twinge 
of  regret;  the  wing  of  the  passing  angel 
touched  his  heart — if  he  had  one.  He 
scanned  his  sister-in-law,  half  in  earnest, 
as  if  questioning  whether  she  was  in  ear- 
nest, and  then  the  light  sarcastic  laugh  re- 
turned. The  good  angel  was  gone. 

“Oh  dear  no!  Not  too  late  at  all.  I 
am  the  most  domestic  man  alive.  I adore 
my  home — when  I am  at  home.  And  my 
wife — when  I can  get  her.  But  as  I said, 
she  has  such  a devoted  papa — a million- 
aire— that  I rarely  can  get  her.  You  see, 
Austin  ?” 

Austin  did  not  see,  but  his  wife  did,  and 
turned  away,  remembering  bitterly  that 
hopeless  proverb  about  the  silk  purse  and 
the  sow's  ear,  and  thinking  with  a vague 
pity  of  her  unknown  sister-in-law— the 
mother  who  had  a son  of  her  very  own. 

But  before  she  had  time  to  speak  came 
the  pattering  of  little  feet  outside,  and  the 
battering  of  tiny  hands  against  the  study 
door.  “I  will  leave  you  now,”  said  Mrs. 
Trevena,  rising.  “You  and  Austin  will 
like  a chat  together.  We  dine  at  two — 
our  early  dinner;  we  are  homely  people — 
as  you  see.” 

“ But  most  delightful ! I think  I never 
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saw  such  a picturesque  house ; or"— as  the 
door  flew  open  and  disclosed  “King"  Ar- 
thur standing  there — a veritable  little  king 
— with  his  rosy  cheeks,  his  cloud  of  curly 
hair,  and  his  sturdy,  healthy  frame — “or 
a more  attractive  child.  Come  in,  sir! 
Let  me  see  the  young  interloper.” 

And  Hal  made  as  though  he  would  take 
him  in  his  arms,  but  Susannah  sprang  for- 
ward and  took  him  in  hers,  from  which 
safe  vantage-ground  the  child  looked  out, 
facing  the  man  with  his  honest  baby  eyes. 

Children  have  strange  instincts — are 
often  wonderful  judges  of  character.  Al- 
lure as  Hal  might,  and  did,  nothing  would 
induce  little  Arthur  to  kiss  him,  or  even 
let  himself  be  touched  by  him.  The  pret- 
ty under  lip  began  to  fall ; he  clung  to  his 
mother,  and  would  shortly  have  burst  into 
an  open  cry  had  not  Susannah  carried  him 
away — as  she  wisely  did — at  all  times  when 
his  angelhood  melted  into  common  baby- 
hood. As  she  did  so,  she  caught  the  ex- 
pression of  her  brother-in-law’s  eyes,  which 
made  her  clasp  her  little  one  all  the  closer. 
“ King"  Arthur — born  amongst  foes,  hav- 
ing to  be  protected  from  his  own  mother, 
and  from  all  his  unknown  kin — would, 
she  perceived,  have  to  be  protected  against 
one  enemy  more. 

Glad  as  she  was  to  escape,  she  knew  she 
must  not  be  absent  long.  She  dared  not. 
If  ever  man  combined  the  serpent  with  the 
dove — the  smoothest,  most  dainty  feather- 
ed, and  low-voiced  of  doves— it  was  Hal- 
bert Trevena.  Many  a time  in  old  days 
he  had  wound  his  brother  round  his  lit- 
tle finger;  flattered  him,  cajoled  him,  and 
finally  fleeced  him  out  of  every  halfpenny 
he  had.  All  right,  of  course,  for  were 
they  not  brothers  ? And  have  not  a man’s 
own  family  the  first  claim  upon  him,  no 
matter  whether  they  deserve  it  or  not? 
So  reason  many  excellent  and  virtuous 
folk.  Are  they  right — or  wrong  ? 

“Poor  Austin!”  the  wife  muttered,  in 
pity  rather  than  in  anger,  as  she  thought 
of  the  two  closeted  together,  and  what 
harm  might  possibly  ensue.  And  then 
Arthur  came  with  his  entreating  “Up — 
up !"  and  the  clinging  of  his  innocent  arms. 

“My  darling!”  cried  Susannah,  almost 
sobbing.  “No,  blood  is  not  thicker  than 
water,  unless  love  goes  with  it,  and  respect, 
and  honor.  My  boy — my  own  boy!”  she 
put  back  the  curls  and  looked  straight 
down  into  the  pure,  cloudless,  infant  eyes. 
“Be  a good  boy,  grow  up  a good  man,  and 
no  one  will  ever  ask  how  you  were  born.” 
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She  allowed  herself  a brief  rest  in  giving 
Arthur  his  dinner,  and  smiled  to  see  how 
before  he  ate  a mouthful  himself  be  insisted 
on  feeding  the  dog  and  the  cat,  and  even  of- 
fered a morsel  to  the  woolly  lamb — his  pet 
plaything,  which  always  stood  on  the  ta- 
ble beside  him.  “The  boy  is  father  to 
the  man;"  and  Susannah  had  already  de- 
tected in  her  baby  many  a trait  of  charac- 
ter which  all  the  education  in  the  world 
could  never  have  put  into  him.  Even  at 
two  years  old  there  was  a natural  courtesy 
about  “King”  Arthur — an  instinct  of  ten- 
derness to  all  helpless  things.  And  Su- 
sannah was  far-sighted  enough  to  be  sooth- 
ed and  cheered.  The  dread  which  every 
mother  must  have  with  every  child,  lest 
it  should  not  grow  up  as  she  could  wish, 
was  in  her  case  doubled  and  trebled ; for 
of  necessity  she  was  ever  on  the  watch 
for  hereditary  qualities,  mental  and  phys- 
ical, which  must  be  modified  and  guarded 
against.  And  yet,  perhaps,  this  battle  with 
unknown  evils  was  not  worse  than  the 
pang  which  some  parents  must  feel  to  see 
their  own  or  others’  faults  re-appearing  in 
their  child. 

“If  I were  Mrs.  Halbert  Trevena,  and 
my  son  grew  up  like  his  father,”  thought 
Susannah,  with  a shudder;  and  almost 
thanked  God  that  her  child  was  not  her 
own,  or  he  might  have  been  like  his  uncle. 

But  little  Arthur— blessed  child !— fear- 
ed no  future  and  no  past.  He  was  per- 
fectly happy  in  his  sunshiny  nursery — the 
room  in  which  the  late  rector  had  died, 
after  inhabiting  it  for  fifty  years,  and 
which  the  servants  had  beeu  half  afraid 
of  till  the  baby  voice  exorcised  all  ghosts. 
There  the  little  “King”  reigned  supreme 
with  his  two  dumb  companions.  They 
lived  in  mysterious  but  perfect  harmony 
— dog,  cat,  and  child.  They  played  to- 
gether, fed  together,  slept  together— for 
often  Susannah  would  come  in  and  find 
Arthur  lying  on  the  rug  with  his  head  on 
the  dog’s  neck  and  the  cat  in  his  arms — 
all  three  sound  asleep. 

It  was  always  hard  to  tear  herself  from 
that  pleasant  room,  where  two  years  of  firm 
control  and  careful  love  had  made  a nat- 
urally healthy  and  sweet-tempered  baby 
into  a thoroughly  good  child,  so  that  his 
mother  and  Manette  had  rarely  any  trou- 
ble with  him,  beyond  the  ordinary  little 
vagaries  of  childhood — the  worst  being  a 
tendency  to  cry  after  “Mammy"  whenever 
he  saw  her  preparing  to  leave  him,  as  now. 

“ Mammy  must  go — she  must  have  her 
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dinner,  my  boy;  but  she  will  come  back 
directly  afterward.  She  promises.” 

Already  the  infant  mind  had  taken  in 
the  fact  that  “ Mammy’s”  promises  were 
always  to  be  relied  on,  that  mammy  nieant 
what  she  said,  and  did  it/  And  though  he 
still  could  not  talk  mtich,  Arthur  under- 
stood every  word  she  said,  and  obeyed  it 
too — for  absolute  obedience  was  the  first 
lesson  Susannah  had  taught  her  child. 
The  little  face  cleared,  the  detaining  arms 
relaxed ; he  toddled  back  to  his  four-footed 
friends,  and  made  himself  quite  happy.  No 
sorrow  lasts  long  at  two  years  old. 

But  Mrs.  Trevena,  the  instant  she  shut 
the  nursery  door,  felt  lier  cares  leap  back 
upon  her  with  double  fierceness:  As  she 
arranged  her  dress  at  the  glass,  she  thought 
of  that  4 4 very  handsome  person,”  her  sis- 
ter-in-law* not  in  envy,  but  in  pity,  won- 
dering what  was  the  real  truth  about  her 
and'about  the  marriage;  for  all  Hal’s  state- 
ments had  to  be  guessed  at  rather  than  be- 
lieved. He  had  never  held  facts  in  the 
least  degree  necessary. 

She  looked  out  into  the  garden,  expect- 
ing to  see  the  brothers  sauntering  round 
it,  for  the  rector  was  always  proud  to 
show  his  garden.  Well  he  might  be,  for 
it  was  a perfect  picture,  with  its  green 
lawn  in  front,  its  background  of  stately 
trees,  and  its  kitchen-garden  at  the  side 
—a  regular  old  English  kitchen-garden, 
where  flowers,  fruit,  and  vegetables  all 
flourished  together.  Polyanthus  and  au- 
riculas edged  the  beds  where  the  young 
peas  were  rising  in  green  rows,  and  the 
high  south  wall,  sheltered  and  sunny,  was 
one  mass  of  peach,  apricot,  and  nectarine 
blossoms.  But  nobody  admired  them — 
the  garden  was  deserted.  Susannah  went 
straight  to  the  study,  and  there  found  her 
husband — alone. 

44  Hal  has  just  gone  out,  but  he  will  be 
back  to  dinner;  unless,  as  he  says,  he  finds 
‘metal  more  attractive.’  Which  is  not 
likely,  as  he  knows  nobody  in  these  parts. 
He  came  direct  from  London,  and  must 
go  back  again  there  immediately.” 

Mr.  Trevena  spoke  lightly,  but  with  a 
certain  deprecation  of  manner  which  at- 
tracted his  wife’s  notice. 

44  Immediately  means  to-morrow, I sup- 
pose ?” 

4 ‘ Or  perhaps  to-night.  Poor  Hal ! He 
is  very  poor,  my  dear.  We  ought  to  be 
kind  to  him.” 

“I  wish  to  be  kind  to  him — if  he  de- 
serves it.” 
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- 44  He  may  do  so.  It  is  never  too  late  to 
mend.  And,  my  Susannah,  you  remem- 
ber the  command,  ‘seventy  times  seven.’” 

Susannah,  feeling  almost  like  a wretch 

— a hard-hearted,  unchristian  wretch — 
clasped  the  long-beloved  hand,  generous 
as  a child’s — and  often  as  unwise  in  its 
generosity.  But  that  instant  something 
roused  her  suspicions.  “Why  is  your 
desk  open,  Austin?  Shall  1 lock  it  for 
you  ? Your  check-book  is  in  it.” 

“Stop  a minute,  dear.  That  check- 
book— Hal  really  had  not  a halfpenny, 
though  his  remittances  from  Australia  are 
due  next  week.  He  will  repay  me — I am 
sure  he  will;  so  I gave  him  a small  sum 
— you  won’t  mind,  dear?  It  was  very 
little/1 

“ How  much  ?” 

“ Only  twenty  pounds.” 

“Twenty-five  pounds  was  all  we  had  in 
the  bank,  and  it  will  be  six  weeks  before 
our  next  dividends  are  due.” 

This  was  all  Susannah  said— what  good 
was  it  to  say  anything  more?  But  she 
dropped  her  husband’s  hand, and  sat  down 
in  passive  acquiescence  to  fate.  The  old 
thing  all  over  again!  the  same  quiet  en- 
durance, but  none  the  less  the  same  bitter,, 
resentful  pain.  All  the  bitterer  that  there 
was  nothing  actually  to  resent.  Austin’s 
invariable  sweetness — his  unbounded  love 
for  her — his  trust  in  her,  almost  as  im- 
plicit as  a child’s — she  could  not  be  angry 
with  him. 

44 1 am  so  sorry,  my  dear,”  said  lie,  pen- 
itently, “ but  I had  no  idea  of  the  state  of 
our  finances.  Ak  Hal  says,  it  is  you  who 
manage  everything.  I will  ask  him  to 
take  a smaller  check — say  just  five  pounds 
— when  he  comes  back  again.” 

“When  he  comes  back  again!”  repeat- 
ed Susannah,  bitterly.  “He  will  not 
come  back.” 

Nor  did  he.  They  waited  dinner — half 
an  hour — an  hour — Austin  was  so  certain 
that  his  brother  had  “ turned  over  a new 
leaf” — except,  perhaps,  in  punctuality  at 
meals.  They  then  sent  down  to  the  vil- 
lage in  search  of  “the  gentleman  who 
had  been  at  the  rectory,”  not  saying  44  the 
rector's  brother,”  lest  he  might  be  found 
at  the  public-house,  though  that  was  un- 
likely, drink  not  being  one  of  Hal's  beset- 
ting sins.  But  they  found  him  nowhere. 
He  had  vanished — probably  by  some  field 
path  to  the  nearest  railway  station — with 
the  check  in  his  pocket;  and  nothing  more 
was  heard  of  him  for  years. 
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BY  MARY  1 

LET  the  reader  who  does  not.  know 
southern  Italy  or  Naples  picture  to 
himself  a city  the  leading-  characteristics 
of  which  are  music,  perfume,  and  color. 
In  spite  of  all  that  has  been  said  and 
written  of  the  filth,  squalor,  and  disgust- 
ing- smells  of  Naples,  and  the  too  suggest- 
ive if  not  absolutely  exact  story  of  the 
English  traveller  who  said  that  if  the 
fleas  could  have  been  \‘  quite  unanimous'* 
they  would  have  dragged  him  out  of  bed, 
the  fact  still  remains  that  this  city  is  for 
beauty  of  situation  and  sensuous  fascina- 
tion one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world. 
Italy  has  majestic  Rome,  Florence,  the 
centre  of  the  glories  of  the  Renaissance, 
and  Venice,  Hie  Queen  of  the  Adriatic,  to 
be  proud  of  ; but  for  luxury,  for  brilliancy, 
for  natural  beauty  and  lazy  enjoyment, 
Naples  stands  alone,  and  lias  stood  alone 
from  the  time  when  the  Caesars  set  their 
seal  upon  it  as  a spot  where  all  care  might 
be  laid  aside*  and  existence  become  one 
protracted  hour  of  soft  delight. 

Naples  is  n blase  of  color.  There  seems 
to  be  a strife  forever  going  on  between 
nature  and  the  inhabitants  as  to  which 
shall  produce  ibe  most  gorgeous  effects. 

Vou 
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Nature  is  responsible  for  the  brilliant 
blue  of  the  bay,  the  splendor  of  the  sky, 
the  varied  greens  of  the  olive  and  the 
vine  wherewith  the  hillsides  are  clothed, 
and  the  bright  tints  of  the  flowers  which 
spread  themselves  like  a carpet  in  every 
public  park  and  garden.  Man  is  respon- 
sible for  the  red  and  yellow  buildings  and 
the  general  gorgeousness  of  coloring  which 
characterizes  nearly  every  object,  from 
the  fresco  on  r ceiling  to  the  cap  of  a beg- 
gar. I am  writing  in  a room  where  the 
gilding  on  the  walls  is  positively  dimmed 
by  the  orange-yellow  of  my  bed  cover,  and 
the  roses  ou  my  table  are  put  to  shame 
by  the  brilliant  crimson  of  furniture  and 
hangings.  By  an  effort  I have  shut  out 
the  sunshine,  but  no  curtains  will  keep 
out  the  heavy  breath  of  the  orange  grove 
beneath  tnv  window,  or  the  sound  of  the 
bagpipe,  Into,  and  mandolin  that  now  at 
ten  o’clock  in  the  morning  have  begun 
the  Song  that  will  not  cease  until  after 
midnight. 

It  would  seem  that  Naples  has  been 
long  enough  on  the  face  of  the  earth  to 
tie  old  and  worn  and  shabby.  Her  his 
tory  extends  back  to  a very  remote  age. 
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a narrow  aud  gloomy  pass.  Alfonso  I..  m -a  lino  whli  the  OroPo  of  Posilippo.  IJ 1 ti- 
about  1 143,  eoneftiyed  the  brilliant  ill*  a of  iiimaljn#.  the  enii h/ugth  .«f  .tlie, gjootpy 
H \>y  Jowtirtj^lf  tbJ?  levi&l  Mf  c^vSttK  ' _ " • 

Mn/L  and  a ci'mitvy  Utw  Don.  Pedro  lift  Kopies  owes  link-  of  i»»r  nttraefiow  f» 
Tol«k<  eauml  it  to  be  pared.  Modern  im-  her  buiklingK.  Her  /National  ;3tn*rm*'. 
wvivtnneuf,  lias  lighted  it.  wit.li  .gas,  and  to-  was  originally  a ftivulry  barrack >,  v reefed 
dtiy  the  long-  narrow  passage,  7<"n  yards  in  by  the  ’ifioatvy  l.H>  be  of  CsKtina  i:.t  .ISfjtfV 
length,  'W3yi  a height  varying:  from  87  Snbmjueiit  ly  it  w as  ceded  >■  (In*  mrS  .-.-.i 
feet  at  the  etiir&ficcf  to  20  feet  in  (tie  iiitn-  forjf  tiAwi: 

rior,  ovnl  a breadth . of  between.  30  raid  Ik)  but  in  179(1  it  was  fitted  P|>  for  lit*?  feyep 
fe#t.  is  the  main  ihorov.e-hfare  hki.w'Ji  linn  of  the. royal  ■M>]i>-elu.in -‘f  ttiefiae*  and 
Naples  and  the  small  siihnrbaJi  towns  !y-  aiifupiif  ier.  Tl>>*  iWWsiiH  co.iUous  imi 
iiur  tbwAnl  the  west.  Just  j*?fV«<v  flu*,  surcso.jf  aptufiplv  from  Hvrenlaneuui  and 
traveller  the  rliofith  of  flje  gas-lit  Pompeik  tageldmf vtvith 

cavern  lie  passes  ti.r  twid  of  Vmni.  all  part*  of  the  world.  TV-  **n|lerik>*i'  is 
There  is  m»tbm£  hut  iM’nhw.biljty  and  lociyl  nnnvalledf.  ESdsides  fhg  vargniH  ■ ’objects- 


St-ilHCisi:  IS  lie  r.MVaV  wiMcK. 


tradition  to  prove  licit  tic-  plies  of  (ho  taken  from  ihe  two  'great  burk'd  cities,  it 
Latin  jmvl  pfuk  lihyud  No  uzvH). .»•;  iiiiite*' tht Faruj*si> enlleetiuM  frsnn fkmie 

mains  of  the  hallowed  urSf,  lv ut -thei-w^pf  ;a.u?l  Parma,  tltf p*  of  :lb'c ;|»alJW^  «ff  IW 
h«; ;ti(>  doubt  y.-eu'il  ojes*  lived  and  fii.i /ind  Oipd  di  MoutPv’auil  ajsii  tivasiuv' 

ivv.np  Mpsio  itiv- nii.  .'i  i'-esi, Bcy-oid  resn(Wi>g  from  .the  iepavpiop  al  li-nta 
Pm  p.-nli  at  ',R  • •iimnit  of  Oh  j>.i-. 

Stand.*  » vlindl.  e.iiappl;  apd  i n thi;  i a thriM?  Naples  a houpilv  i <V  roV ai  pdl.ar.VS.  TbiiW 

ftnt  jhi'Taifkfpl  stop  dpd  say  mm  h * < (jg s.ullntjibs.  vvllteh  Urn 

it  }.*•..•  •■'  • ••,  i - • * i -s,.  > - .;,  Mlvf.-i.  ')%(,••  iil>y  •';>;»  !('  | 'H:.l  s'  IVf  | <h'-'i 

and  iS'ovetnher  xdii»i- tbpisaii' sels-'dd'b^eilj? .-  thfA  aru  mil  ftt  tiA‘  uiiie  oetupifsl  bj  ally 
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comparatively  deserted , but 
in  the  afternoon  or  even- 
ing, when  the  daily  con- 
certs take  place,  the  scene 
is  one  of  life  and  gayety 
almost  beyond  description. 
An  Italian  crowd  is  the 
brightest  and  gayest  to  be 
seen  anywhere  this  side  of 
the  gorgeous  East;  and  the 
Neapolitans  bring  their 
worship  of  light,  perfume, 
and  color  to  its  utmost  cul- 
mination in  their  daily 
promenade  in  the  Villa. 

In  the  centre  of  the  Villa 
stands  a large  white  mar- 
ble building,  the  celebrated 
Aquarium  of  Naples.  It 
belongs  to  the  Zoological 
Station,  and  was  establish- 
ed by  the  German  natural- 
ist. Dr.  Dohrn  for  the  pur- 
pose of  facilitating  a thor- 
ough scientific  investiga- 
tion of  the  animal  and 
vegetable  world  of  the 
Mediterranean.  The  great 
or  part  of  the  expense  was 
borne  hy  Dr.  Dohrn  him- 
self, but  the  German  gov- 
ernment has  repeatedly 
contributed  large  subsidies. 
Several  prominent  English 
naturalists  have  also  pre- 
sented the  institution  with 
important  sums. 

The  inhabitants  of  Na- 
ples number  nearly  half  a 
million  souls.  Yet  in  spite 
of  the  generations  of  men 
of  different  races— -Greeks, 
Goths,  Byzantines,  Nor- 
mans, and  modern  peoples 
— that  have  dwelt  in  this 
beaut  i fut  region , Naples 
has  rarely  attained  even  a 
transient  reputation  in  the 
annals  of  polities,  art,  or 
literature.  All  succumb  to 
the  alluring  influences  of 
the  situation  and  the  cli- 
mate. 

There  are  few  people  in 
tin*  world  with  whom  it  is 
more  difficult  to  arrive  at 
anything  like  familiar  ac- 
quaintance than  with  the 
higher  das#  qf  Neapolitans. 
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oat  \v  meat  nuiii,  will*  his  viands  strung  on 
a long  jH'ili,1,  fnftiu  wliieh  he  divU\Hhr&  & 
phre  nvi<\  i'urv^  d With  hi«  knife  for  h 
of  hiv  four --footed  rjli^n  t»f  is  &mwt% 
dinary  sight.  ptvdtfcWtf! 

m >»  of  the  mn  by  an  ujntMftlki*  • 


: ^itsv#.  u ••fc^hie'  inditing  {^TC-I«tten 

perhaps,  for  d’N*ttpolj?au  darnel  a*  bryui- 

t i ; i^;5U}  fli  J 

fncfure*(jU\V'.  AiiotlHit\r6m^ykii'?4e 

•'Cijjrh  if,  ft  fcft. 

' ■ "%€&$  '^h>p;t:  vrliii  )i\i>  iHnlftii  hiiutaig  fey 
rvhl  w foidi  lie&dl*  to  ni&nat^ytutv 

: eo*  (0  i n tot  !*$  riilingTor  fye^h 

A cigg*r&.  To  thi*se  jimy  htv-atlded  '<&&• 
v;  IPS .w"  bagpiper s,  and  ?i  U0f^Bt  X&U*' 
/’•^;  to*  curious  rViaracteV^  TWiging  aipwvhei'e 
from  A A^rdiwiL  attire*!  in  ^riniAcui  font 
-i  f§  riding  4 foW^I-dy^  .much,  fo  jy 

•; / ' ^ u f I* -after  the-  OUti* 

! io  t he  sVriiji^t  of  !4\v^*Ti3TJr^HL*‘iotIi^>v ^.bil 
•v>  looking :moft  like  arui]  of  liueu  Jn#ff.  efone 
from  i%  drapers  sbotp  |U»n  a human  bi*iujf. 

TlW  iui  v'VHr  of  the  xamj lOgnari  i n Ns- 
film  always  her&kls  fin?  npj^OH OlV  of  mii: 
of  f ile  onmi  iinpottaot  Ghnryh  ■fesftvhls. 
They  eopie  from  tlnur  distauf  lioni^  in 
They  • to  the  laxt  .‘ij(»'igf^%:;  ••%e. .^rhantam^-  of  the  Alnur/ai  to  ;Nai>les 

Their  pride  >ecm*  to  ht*  in  iUr\r  birth*  avid  the  surirmndfog.  km^is  t»i  yvMirule 
t titiir  i Ar ,s  urhgiu'Bi^jb^y  of  their  Immacui&fo'  'CdheeptioK  and  the  ad- 

. 'y?/.wnvn/e.  and  Ihc/hsphiy  they  pifca  fo&lfo 
'flie  cernnKjiii people  cuv.  at  ouda  the  most 
. an-less.  thn  rmist  imloh^rt,  ami.  f tor  mosd 

it  id  the  hj1  mao  Yet  ih#r&  U , 

C y sfe’;  ct^;;  •, . ~ ?\ 

pvi^hj^  :•!$£  k’ 

t ! • » • i i * spirits  No;  all  the  poHtW.al  iem:  ';  k# 

}nsO.  t,)i?»f.  l»nv,>  nv^pi  ^vai-\.i|*.l.*s,  oOf  I he 
oppression  of  tyrMOts,  or  the  terrihh^  «JL 

reMUtinsi.  jV»m  iTMlolefioy  UUpidity.  avid  ^ v . ‘ ' ,"  • • T ♦ 

\iO\  {kw‘i.‘  y.ti pi »••♦*•< .i  o>  Uvl^:  'ffo'yp  i»>  inha.lv  :.'*’h ■***&;.: 

U-:«nls  ■•to*  iVa-U.ne  Mat!  *z  ;st*  ii  v*>*  \r.  .»,  (>«.M.»?.i  sN.  jjhA,  <•, 

ftoh»  the  great  Ruler  ‘,i  »?a-  uji ! w* rs»>  N“ 

v . • ;t  M»uv:  a rt;  deeply  ♦haok fn i,.‘  aitd  /.  — ; 

••’  Ux$h  '■■>  '>'■•'  '.easy,  Onththuiug.  Oiicai- 

& /o.iNev  f.ruiti^  tin  > iilUorsflv  eiijov.  ...'•’  '.K% 

of  ‘ ■ :: ?•. : } ^ ' - ’M  * 

M\  t t)vrMS»;i  V*ss.  Hid  pv.ldtl,  &;  * ' ^ -*3f^ 

«•••  •.'.  e.J  - * 0 • r ’••  eh  if  iu-  J v-  .;  >-;d re 

e vl  ;t  h’dhhog  The  "ilH-v.i'i  U!;S  trtev  Hfijit 

■‘••>  :■.•■  ■••  a !...  ^ ’ r 1 i ;>>  e.,i,:  , !(l;Vv.  pr., 

1-  - •••  * S!  (.he  |';(duih»iutd  s UiV  irr*’-  eeM,.  spN 
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vent  of  Christmas,  Wearing  pointed  felt  of  Hit'  city  reclaimbul  froftnylnii  sea.  To 
bate,  wrapped  in  Jong  brown,  cloaks;  nn-  the  tujst  of  ibe  Jong  etobankrnenl  ami 
iler  ivlijch  occasionally  appaars  H goat- •'  bridge  wbivli  ftoiiHefci  the  show  with  the 
skin  jacket  iwiyrne<!t  tvllh  lirge  inetitl  hut-  fqcky\  w^iefeou  stands  the  Castcl 

tons,  iii.  u-  tegs  encased.  in  tight  - iii dug  del'  Ovo  stretches  what  wits  once  a long 
breeches  as  far  as  the  Irnee,  and  their  ftv.V  anti  narrow  strip  of  dirty  garni  bnx  i>  now 
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adorned  with  rags  fasteiwl  by  leather  a brwid  and  Jiandsonfe  tjuay.  fio.nr.*.  of 
thongs  about  the  ankle  and  calf,  they  are  Neapo'ittah,  lj!^>tOa.y  bd  W.itbvaseil  h«pe  »>i 
most  pjettiresque'  objerte.  Thus  attired,  T^.b^  of;  the  iWhyvmeiy 

the  sampognuri  go  from  bouse  to  hiutee,  which  minx-  decorated  the  struri<i . have 
singing  and  playing  before  the  little  gild-  given  way  to  wharves  and  bridge*.  »nd 
<>d  images  of  tin-  Virgin  and  the  Child,  ami  bundriocn*  i«ajaoes  fo'riit  a background  to 
stopping  before  the  street  shrines.  wliferte  the  view  from  The  water.  I Jut  die  people 
tlit-y  repeat  their  inoiioUuious  song.  On  Sti) ! glftittr  a right ;.Io,  toak^  this  thfir  I»>itn-. 
Christmas  Eve,  when  there  is  a spirit  of  gittg-jdace.  the.  focus'  of  the  s«:*ne  benty  « 
liberality  abroad,  the  sainpogimvo  itsHiklly  spigU  prombtitotj  is:  reached  byoi 

receives,  s large  number  of  copper*  and  'flight  yf  stops,  aud  'vii.  ru  an  elabonito 
«s -much  in  flit  way .of  .food,  And  fpiintain  ploys.  Hv.r*.  too.  £«v.  ii»e  Jiiih 

Jii»  Atom  soil  Vaih  amMOtmalnie.  When  nod  oysl.ei-  siylls,  where  pas*<os-!>y  may 
the  festival  •*»;t>ver  they  rhthm' htakv  u tribal  off  the  ip  samba  ait  express 
niouhtHin  intmvs.  t h*'ry  .faytaan  4fyif  iiiih*  '$$$£ bjf  the  4W: 

as  (aJj<irer«  «r  \ ' Tin-  mini, her  of .■tja^«  aristocratic 

•wetivs. , The  hy^tornwri  "ffir  Uip  niajyrl^y  ffM.ve-'rsitAiip 

<|Hoi»siy  wl  f».v  modt-ls..  Iliei?  'puaum-apW  ".v’&y  t«  aVli  their  warns,  ttyf  eying  them  in 
costume  u»h«piitiy  neoi/  rv.-uJiiy  to  ;#»•! r-t'.r  sum'll  basket* -m-  very  ismio  >i,  the  busi- 
ptiypo-o  - rossst  »mi  g..i>.i->vdj-im.n  only.  '(.<>•:  tnumuH- 

SjthhJtj:  ;to  htu<ly  ;tinnie;y<iL.TlfK_ 

leading  ylinyio'torisi.u's  of  Neapolitan  life  itjhrit  « hen  fin-  position  »*  varniit.-  Tin* 

blacky 

farevf  tsantfi  Lncits.  This  o emnner  part.  ami  .•.lunnonuH'd  by  opo- hoard*,  on  which. 


Tfiifc  Ii?  tf  uptliVv  )k*rt 
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the  marries  of  the  owners  are  inscribed  in  dren  hunt  for  uncomfortable  insects  on 
large  letters,  and  followed  by  such  impos*  each  other’s  heads  and  garments,  with  the 
ing  words  as  44  Qstricaro  tY  Europu/’  44  Os-  utmost  carelessness  as  to  spectators, 
tricaro  fisico,"  etc.  These  people  are  quite  as  fond  of  oper- 

The  lower  class  Neapolitans  live  posi-  atic  and  theatrical  entertainments  as  are 
tivfcly  in  the  street.  They  occupy  the  their  superiors,  and  Naples  abounds  in  the- 
thoroughfares  with  more  than  the  deter-  atres,  concert  halls,  and  shows  of  all  kinds. 
ruination  shown  by  the  upper  classes  in  The  theatre  Ban  Carlino.  the  diminutive 
keeping  out  of  them.  In  Naples  it  is  not  of  San  Carlo,  and  the  home  of  the  famous 
so  much  the  quarter  in  which  one  lives—  Pulcinello,  to  whom  it  was  dedicated  in 
though  certain  parts  of  the  town  are  ah  1770,  is  perhaps  the  most  popular  among* 
ways  avoided  by  decent  people— as  the  these  places.  Patoinello  is  a most  amus- 
heigbt  at  which  one  lives.  The  third  and  iug  personage,  and  of  most  ancient  lino- 
fourth  stories  of  a building,  for  instance,  age.  He  is  usually  attired  in  a loose  jack- 
will  be  occupied  by  families  of  Consider-  et  and  exceedingly  baggy  linen  trousers, 
able  means,  while  in  the  rooms  opening  with  a pointed  cap  ami  a small  black  mask 
upon  the  street  two  or  three  poor  families  that  conceals  the  upper  part  of  his  face, 
will  be  huddled.  Cue  room  is,  indeed.  In  character  he  is  a vivacious  sort  of  wag, 
abundant  space  for  the  accommodation  of  cunning  and  foolish,  cowardly  and  quar- 
a poor  Neapolitan  family,  and  sometimes  relsorne.  good-humored  and  malicious, 
they  even  take  several  boarders  within  its  caustic,  lazy,  gluttonous,  and  thievish, 
limits.  This,  so  to  speak,  renders  neces*  The  image  of  Pulemello  is  said  to  have 
sary  the  appropriation  of  a portion  of  the  been  found  in  Herculaneum,  and  near  the 
thoroughfare.  and  it  is  not  at  all  unusual  Esqniliuc  at  Rome.  He  also  appears  on 
to  see  the  single  apartment  filled  up  with  ancient  Etruscan  vases,  and  in  the  fres- 
hen while  the  cookintr  stove,  the  dinner  eoes  taken  from  Pompeii*  His  name 
table,  and  the  pots,  pans,  atid  dishes  are  changes  frequently  ; it  may  be  Anicllo, 
accommodated  in  the  street,  TheNeapol*  Cineihv,  or  Fiorillo;  hut  his  character  re- 
itan  never  hesitates  to  perform  any  part  mains  tire  same.  The  performances  at 
of  his  toilet  in  the  street.  He  comb*  Ids  Ban  Carlino  generally  turn  upou  domes* 
hair  or  changes  his  clothing,  the  women  tic  infelicities  of  some  kind — conjugal 
nurse  their  infants,  and  adults  and  chil*  quarrels,  disputes  in  regard  to  property — 
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or  restaurant.  By  going:  out,  ati  excellent 
breakfast,  and  a dinner  of  four  or  live 
courses,  with  wine  included,  may  be  had 
at  a cost  of  from  eighty  cents  to  a dollar 
per  day.  Housekeeping;  may  be  conduct- 
ed at  a moderate  expense,  meat  and  vege- 
tables selling  at  low  rales,  and  servants' 
wages  ranging  from  two  to  eight  dollars 
per  month. 

The  business  of  living  having  been  ar- 
ranged, the  person  must  be  difficult  to 
please  who  can  not  pass  his  time  comfort- 
ably, and  with  no  small  degree  of  satisfac- 
tion to  himself,  in  Naples.  There  is  op- 
portunity for  occupation  and  amusement 
of  every  kind.  Days  may  be  passed  in 
the  museum,  where  the  treasures  of  art  are 
inexhaustible,  and  where  there  is  a libra- 
ry open  to  the  public  which  contains  some 
200,000  volumes  and  4000  manuscripts. 
The  number  of  excursions  that  may  be 
made  to  different,  points  of  interest  in  the 
city  and  its  environs  is  almost  without  lim- 
it. To  the  west,  beyond  Posiiippo,  lies 
ancient  PozzuoU ; Bairn;  once  famous  as  a 
watering  place,  now  silent  and  deserted; 
the  baths  of  Nero*  the  chambers  of  which 
were  heated  by  steam  from  a natural 
spring;  the  famous  Lake  Avernus,  across 
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which,  ancient  story  tells  us,  no  bird  could 
fly  without  meeting  death;  and  last,  but 
not  least,  the  terrible  river  Styx.  To  the 
east  are  greater  wonders.  Here  Vesu- 
vius sends  her  clouds  of  smoke  to  heaven 
by  day,  and  her  glowing  tires  by  night; 
Pompeii  emerges  from  Iter  twenty  centu- 
ries of  burial,  and  Herculaneum  and  other 
Cities  stand  three  deep  upon  the  plain. 
Every  foot  of  earth  is  classic  ground,  and 
replete  with  memories  of  the  various 
races  that  have  had  their  habitations 
here.  When  all  other  sources  of  enter- 
tainment have  failed,  hours  may  bo  pass- 
ed in  drifting  about  the  shores  of  the 
bay,  of  which  the  poet  Rogers  writes  : 

**  Nm  a grove, 

Citron  or  pine  or  cedar,  not  ft  grot, 

ScA-wortt  and  munllcd  v% ith  the  gaddtog  vine 
But  breathes  enchantment.  Mot  u el  jiff  hut  llings 
On  tiit1  cle&r  w'avji  some  of  delight* 

Some  ca^in  rmif  flowing  wit  it  mmson  flowers. 
Some  ruined  temple  or  fallen  monument. 

TV  muse  on  as  the  bark  i*  gliding  by.” 

Naples  the  beautiful  has  the  same  fas- 
cination today  that  she  had  when  Cicero 
and  Lucullus  built  their  villas  here,  and 
when  the  potentates  of  Greece  and  Rome 
left  their  great  capitals  to  pass  their  days 

in  indolence  and  luxury  upon  her  shores,, 
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pigeons  has  therefore  been  found  to  be  re- 
munerative by  a large  number  of  persons, 
especially  in  the  country  districts  close  to 
our  large  Eastern  cities.  Many  of  the  cots 
are  kept  up  solely  for  supplying  the  vari- 
ous pigeon-shooting  grounds,  and  a still 
larger  number  for  the  market.  For  these 
two  purposes  the  common  barn  pigeons 
only  are  used.  They  have  no  individual 
intrinsic  value.  A healthy  pair  of  these 
birds  is  not  worth  more  than  fifty  cents, 
and  unlike  the  fancy  birds  which  are  kept 
in  lofts  and  are  well  fed,  the  barn  birds 
which  fly  out  and  shift  for  themselves, 
feeding  on  every  variety  of  food,  are  much 
less  prolific.  At  best,  the  hen  will  not  lay 
oftener  than  six  times  a year,  nor  do  barn 
pigeons  ever  attain  a greater  age  than  fif- 
teen years.  Therefore,  to  make  the  keep- 
ing of  common  pigeons  pay,  the  pigeon 
dealer  must  depend  upon  numbers,  and 
devote  some  care  to  the  rearing  of  his 
squabs;  for,  after  all,  a pigeon  over  six 
months  old,  whether  potted  or  baked  in  a 
pie,  is  found  to  be  objectionably  tough  and 
unsavory. 

Of  late  years  in  America,  as  in  Europe, 
where  squab-raising  has  been  carried  on 
for  many  years,  pigeon-keeping  is  becom- 
ing a substantial  industry.  From  time 
immemorial,  in  England,  the  pigeon  pie 
has  been  regarded  a national  institution. 
In  America,  while  there  was  an  abundance 
of  so  many  choice  varieties  Of  game,  the 
pigeon  pie  was  less  thought  of;  but  now 
that  the  game  supply  begins  to  diminish, 
we  may  expect  to  see  the  squab  usurp 
the  position  formerly  occupied  by  the 
woodcock  and  snipe.  The  extraordinary 
demand  in  England  for  squabs  has  led  to 
their  importation  in  very  large  numbers 
from  Germany  and  France.  These,  are 
taken  by  professional  feeders  and  fattened 
in  a peculiar  manner.  1 remember  once 
witnessing  the  process  in  operation  in  Lon- 
don. The  feeder  was  an  elderly  man 
with  flabby,  sallow  cheeks  and  protruding 
eyes,  long  matted  hair,  and  his  general 
appearance  was  that  of  a man  who  had 
just  emerged  from  a coat  of  tar  and 
feathers.  In  his  youth  lie  had  been  one 
of  the  chief  performers  in  the  Passion 
Play  at  Oberamniergau,  but  in  the  sere 
and  yellow  leaf  he  had  degenerated  into 
a “squab  fattener,”  in  which  calling  he 
was  eminent.  In  a tub  of  water  was  a 
quantity  of  millet  and  split  peas.  The 
feeder  crammed  his  mouth  with  them  un- 
til his  checks  swelled  out  to  hideous  pro- 
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portions.  Catching  up  a young  bird  and 
inserting  its  open  beak  between  his  lips, 
the  feeder  injected  its  crop  full,  and  in  a 
second  you  could  see,  as  Mr.  Tony  Weller 
would  remark,  “it  a-s wellin’  wisibly  be- 
fore your  wery  eyes.”  The  astonished 
bird  at  once  assumed  a complacent  look. 
With  the  greatest  rapidity  bird  after  bird 
was  picked  up  and  the  food  thus  blown 
into  each.  The  feeders  get  about  two 
cents  for  each  dozen  birds  thus  fed,  and 
when  it  is  remembered  that  they  can  fill 
a bird  with  a rapidity  which  excels  the 
mechanical  bottling  of  soda-water,  it  is 
easily  seen  that  the  professors  are  enabled 
to  earn  a tolerably  good  living  at  their 
novel  calling.  The  birds  are  fed  by  this 
process  twice  a day,  and  in  several  days 
become  fat  and  very  tender. 

Leaving  the  plebeian  pigeon  to  be  arti- 
ficially crammed  and  introduced  to  the 
world,  as  a “Philadelphia  squab,”  we  as- 
cend to  the  higher  platform  where  perch 
the  birds  of  gentle  lineage.  Of  these  there 
are  at  least  one  hundred  breeds,  with  an 
indefinite  number  of  varieties  as  to  fea- 
thering and  color.  Prominent  among 
them  are  the  English  carriers,  pouters, 
barbs,  owls,  f&n-tails,  blondinettes,  sat- 
inettes,  and  tumblers.  These  are  among 
the  most  valuable  of  the  fancy  pigeons. 

The  trumpeters  are  also  a valuable  breed, 
while  among  the  cheaper  breeds  known 
in  this  country  are  the  turbots,  swallows, 
ice - pigeons,  nuns,  and  magpies.  The 
owls  are  distinguished  as  the  , smallest 
breed,  and  the  runts,  which  belie  their 
name,  and  are  known  to  have  weighed 
two  and  three-quarter  pounds,  are  the 
largest. 

The  “ pigeon  fancy”  is  of  great  antiqui- 
ty, and  thousands  of  cases  could  be  culled 
from  the  classics  to  show  with  what  ear- 
nest admiration  and  care  several  of  the 
famous  breeds  were  regarded  in  ancient 
times.  Fulton  says  that  the  cultivation 
of  fancy  pigeons  “is  the  pursuit  of  ideal 
beauty  in  its  highest  forms;  it  is  the  con- 
stant effort  to  approach  a standard  of  per- 
fection impossible  of  attainment;  it  is 
progress  ever  approaching  completion, 
yet  never  completed,  toward  a beautiful 
shadow  which  ever  and  anon  seems  with- 
in reach,  yet  which  is  never  grasped.” 

The  same  conscientious  exponent  also 
compares  the  breeder  of  fancy  pigeons 
with  the  enthusiastic  and  painstaking 
floriculturist  who  seeks  to  develop  the 

beauties  of  his  ideals.  Thus  it  is  that 
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the  true  pigeon  fancier  is  anything  but  a 
mercenary  mortal,  and  his  pets  assume 
under  his  care  the  same  position  in  the 
world  as  the  orchids  of  the  floriculturist, 
valued  far  more  highly  by  the  producer 
than  by  the  world  which  looks  on  and 
wonders  at  their  surpassing  loveliness. 

In  this  country  the  “pigeon  fancy” 
dates  back  some  fifty  years.  Recently  its 
growth  has  been  immense,  and  millions 
of  dollars  are  invested  in  perfecting  the 
fancy  and  toy  breeds,  which  are  scattered 
broadcast  over  the  land. 

There  is  not  & more  beautiful  decoration 
to  the  lawn  of  a country  residence  than  a 
collection  of  the  principal  breeds  of  toy 
birds.  To  appreciate  this  thoroughly  one 
has  only  to  visit  the  44  loft”  of  Mr.  Bunting 
Hankins,  at  Bordentown,New  Jersey,  and 
inspect  his  famous  prize-winners. 

“Look,”  he  said  to  me,  when  I made 
him  a visit  early  last  spring:  “ there  are 
ten  pair  of  white  African  owls,  for  which 
I can  readily  get  §1000.  They  are  as  near 
perfection  in  their  class  as  twenty  horses 
would  be  that  could  each  trot  his  mile  in 
2.09^-.  What  you  see  at  one  glance  it  has 
taken  me  over  twenty-five  years  to  pro- 
duce. I paid  $125  a short  time  ago  for  a 
pair  of  birds  of  this  breed,  which  I import- 
ed from  Tunis,  Africa,  simply  to  make  a 
comparison  with  the  birds  of  my  breeding, 
and  the  new-cOmers  were  far  from  ap- 
proaching the  same  high  standard.” 

At  the  time  Mr.  Hankins  was  speaking, 
the  green  lawn  alongside  of  the  “ loft”  was 
covered  with  over  a hundred  white  Scotch 
fan-tails,  of  both  the  booted  and  plain-leg 
varieties,  which  the  owner  values  at  from 
$20  to  §100  a pair.  It  will  therefore  be  seen 
that  the  intrinsic  value  of  some  of  the  fan- 
cy breeds  of  pigeons  is  very  great.  In  Eu- 
rope §1000  is  frequently  paid  for  a pair  of 
pouters  or  English  carriers.  These  are 
generally  the  winners  at  one  or  more  of 
the  principal  shows. 

The  success,  of  course,  of  the  pigeon  fan- 
cier depends  upon  the  proper  management 
of  his  4 ‘loft,”  and  the  judgment  he  exer- 
cises in  the  mating  of  his  birds.  A hobby 
of  this  kind,  especially  when  carried  out 
on  a grand  scale,  requires  unceasing  atten- 
tion, and  a thorough  practical  knowledge 
of  the  thousand  and  one  things  to  be  se- 
cured and  to  be  avoided.  As  Mr.  Han- 
kins's “loft”  is  unquestionably  a model  in 
its  way,  a brief  description  of  it  will  indi- 
cate how  birds  should  be  bred  and  kept. 

The  “ loft,”  as  the  pigeon-house  is  call- 
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ed,  is  located  in  a large  garden.  The  front 
has  a southerly  exposure,  necessary  to 
the  welfare  of  the  birds.  The  house  is 
made  of  a frame- work  of  wood  and  iron, 
the  front  being  entirely  of  glass.  The 
building  is  fifty  feet  long  by  twenty-five 
feet  wide,  and  nine  feet  high.  The  “ fly,” 
as  the  yard  and  lawn  which  surround  the 
“loft”  is  called,  is  seventy-five  feet  long 
and  thirty  feet  in  width.  This  on  all  sides 
is  hemmed  in  with  wire  netting,  and  roof- 
ed with  the  same  material. 

The  loft  contains  200  cages  for  toy  birds, 
placed  on  tiers  of  six  shelves  arranged  on 
the  sides  and  back  of  the  loft,  besides  two 
Centre  tiers  witli  cages  on  both  sides.  Each 
cage  is  2 feet  deep  by  3 feet  4 inches  in 
length,  and  1 foot  6 indies  in  height.  These 
are  faced  with  wire  netting  of  l^.ineh 
mesh,  and  each  provided  with  a wire  door. 
Between  the  two  centre  tiers  is  a large 
fountain  bedded  with  coarse  gravel,  in 
which  the  water  is  constantly  changing. 
It  is  shallow  enough  to  admit  the  birds  to 
bathe,  wade,  and  drink.  The  floor  of  the 
building,  which  is  on  the  ground, is  of  cem- 
ent. In  winter  a stove  is  used,  and  the 
temperature  of  the  loft  is  kept  at  60°. 

Each  cage  contains  a nest  box  15  inch- 
es square,  painted  white,  the  front  being 
of  glass.  The  nest  boxes  for  the  fan-tails 
and  owls  are  each  provided  with  two  nest- 
ings. 

In  the  side  of  each  box  is  a round  hole 
nine  inches  in  diameter.  The  boxes,  which 
are  supported  by  four  legs,  are  movable. 

There  is  a slide  in  the  bottom  of  each 
nest  box  to  permit  the  removal  of  the  nest. 
The  floors  of  the  cages,  are  cleaned  every 
day,  and  then  sprinkled  with  white  beach 
sand.  The  nests  are  composed  of  salt 
hay,  cut  fine,  and  wet  with  a solution  of 
carbolic  acid  to  keep  away  vermin.  It 
may  be  interesting  for  fanciers  to  know 
that  this  admirable  solution  is  made  by 
dissolving  one  pound  of  crystallized  car- 
bolic acidi  in  two  gallons  of  hot  water.  It 
then  can  be  best  used  by  means  of  a bottle 
with  a split  cork. 

A great  many  fanciers  advocate  the 
keeping  of  their  birds,  while  nesting,  in 
dark  boxes.  This  is  the  old-fashioned 
style.  Mr.  Hankins,  however,  originated 
and  advocates  the  use  of  the  glass-fronted 
nest  boxes,  w hereby  the  birds  are  kept  in 
the  light,  and  thus  can  be  watched  at  all 
times.  The  change  has  succeeded  admira- 
bly. It  was  at  once  found  that  it  caused 

the  birds  to  become  very  tame,  and  even 
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when  strangers  yVsvtyd  them they  were  ^traitti'ngw-anU  fitMifrj Mgs-,  are.-.  very  atnu^ 
less;  wild  ;ind  “ihgh  ty  ."; ' Moreover,. -us  a tag  to  witness.  The  3fl>nj»r  is  envied.  \v;ih 
result  uf  the fwejreiisi^:.  sahie  doyee  breed*,  which 
o.nf-  hundred  per  eeut.-.  iuhul  of  the  novice  j£iu*  unavoidable ;'-uiis-' 

The  Visitor  nu  ''hup1  is  tui'o  of  much  Wood.  It  i>  soon  e*id:iuicd 

.astonished  ni  tli«..1.a.njfo}<.-.v^  ,n  U< -him,  however.  Unit  iuu:e  tie.'  bird*  p$|  - 

Tlmy  wtue  el.u>u*riutr  bi^’tWi.  ;.uui  ukUM—  wlurh  is  by  pUdu^-  iU >• 

8<?r»o  .of.  vivinj  b*.hb.tsb  *dU'  foe  to  and  hen  in  the  su.rn*  %.«r  ynnuguoos 

pereli  <>d  There  -hoffas  fur  a-  ’ 

is  t».  oiji«iu'.Li^  nnrm^.  i*?  of  th->  indited  o*  emvU  oihrv  for  the. 
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tiler*."  i::v<'Vy  l:*n bnl  ;-.  | Tor^i  ••  ,,<•. .;*  in  she  ^;s,nds  ov*>r  if  t/i  ?»ivm‘>on  .* 

Theft  lliiteliu^  fol\  Ou  the  third  day  aftOr,  v>he 
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intends  to  lay  another.  This  done,  she  turning  to  her  nest  at  the  proper  hour,  the 
nestles  down  upon  the  twain,  and  bland-  cock  bird  will  go  in  search  of  her,  and  by 
ly  receives  the  compliments  of  her  spouse,  pushing  and  pecking  oblige  her  to  take 
During  the  eighteen  days  which  is  the  wing,  when  he  drives  her  back  to  her  nest, 
period  of  incubation  Mr.  Pigeon  is  a par-  and  then  stands  guard  aver  her. 
agon  of  devotion.  He  even  takes  his  turn  Five  days  before  the  eggs  hatch,  the  old 
in  sitting  on  the  eggs.  The  hen  general-  birds  begin  to  secrete  a soft  milky  sub- 
ly  sits  from  five  o'clock  ill  the  afternoon  stance  in  their  crops.  This  is  partly  di- 


gested food,  and,  i*  in 
reality  the  veritable 
' pigeon  milk/  - i^gard- 
ed  by  so  loamy  a 
myth  The  young- 
lings,.  whn:h  a r*  utmost 
always*  a mate  am}  fe- 
uuite,  u*i  emerging 
from  l}w  shell  rKr$:  be- 
yond question  the  most 
helpless  and  hideous 
offspring  in  the  domes- 
tic animal  kingdom. 
For  ten  days  both  pa- 
until  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  rent  birds  feed,  m turns,  their  offspring, 
then  site  trips  oil  to  chat  with  her  neigh-  taking  the  y oung  birds'  bills  In  their  own, 
bors,  while  the  cock  at  once  takes  her  and  by  n pumping  action  ingesting  this 
place  on  the  nest.  In  rare  instances  when  soft  food  into  the  young  birds' crops.  On 
the  hen  bird  displays  carelessness  in  re-  tins  food  the  young  birds  grow  with  sur- 
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ings;  neglect  will  cause  a terrible  mor- 
tality, but  by  attention  and  proper  treat- 
ment most  young  birds  can  be  reared.  In 
Mr.  Hankins's  “loft”  when  I visited  it,  out 
of  over  five  hundred  birds  there  was  not  a 
sick  one. 

In  the  earlier  stages  of  the  squab’s  life 
it  is  frequently  subject  to  colds.  Arising 
from  these,  when  the  bird  is  about  ten 
days  old,  canker  appears  in  its  throat.  It 
forms  a hard  yellow  pus,  and  is  discerned 
by  the  fancier  on  opening  the  beak  and 
holding  the  bird  in  a strong  light.  The 
only  sure  way  to  relieve  and  save  the  bird 
is  by  this  method,  which  is  known  to  but 
very  few,  and  which  we  confidently  rec- 
ommend as  being  the  most  successful  ever 
adopted:  Hold  the  young  bird  in  one 
hand,  and  with  the  thumb  and  forefinger 
pressing  against  its  jaws,  open  the  mouth 
to  its  greatest  extent,  then,  with  the  bent 
portion  of  a small  hair-pin  run  down  the 
throat,  pull  out  the  canker,  which  can  be 
done  by  an  upward  scraping  movement. 
The  throat  should  then  be  swabbed  out 
with  a camel's-hair  brush,  using  Munsel’s 
persulphate  of  iron  in  liquid,  diluted  with 
a little  pure  water.  The  young  bird’s  crop 
should  then  be  filled  by  means  of  a glass 
syringe  charged  with  cooked  oatmeal 
such  as  is  used  on  the  table.  In  going 
the  rounds  of  the  loft  in  the  evening, 
those  young  birds  which  have  not  been 
properly  cared  for  by  their  parents  should 
receive  a similar  dose  from  the  life-saving 
syringe. 

Much  has  been  said  and  written  about 
the  proper  methods  to  pursue  to  insure 
successful  results  in  breeding.  The  main 
point  to  be  observed  is  to  secure  good 
birds  in  the  first  place,  and  then  use  dis- 
cretion and  judgment  in  making  the 
crosses.  The  breeding  of  toy  pigeons  is 
conducted  on  the  same  principle  as  breed- 
ing horses  and  dogs.  The  defects  of  the 
birds  must  be  studied  and  overbalanced 
by  proper  crosses.  That  this  is  Mr.  Han- 
kins's method  is  apparent  from  the  fact 
that  at  the  second  annual  show  of  the  New 
York  Fanciers’  Club,  held  at  Madison 
Square  Garden,  he  secured  seventy  prizes 
out  of  an  entry  of  seventy-four  pairs  of 
birds,  all  of  which  were  bred  in  his  loft. 
In  pigeon -breeding  the  birds  generally 
get  their  constitution  from  their  mothers, 
and  knowing  this,  the  breeder  can  either 
weaken  or  strengthen  the  breeds  he  has 
in  hand.  Owls  and  tumblers  are  always 
interbrecL^o  produce  small  and  weak 
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birds;  still,  the  infusion  of  new  blood  is 
necessary  when  the  strain  becomes  too 
weak  or  sickly.  Barbs,  pouters,  and  Eng- 
lish carriers,  which  are  termed  the  high- 
grade  birds,  should  never  be  interbred, 
even  in  the  most  remote  degree.  The 
“toys,”  which  include  the  owls,  blondi- 
nettes,  satinettes,  parlor  tumblers,  mag- 
pies, nuns,  fan-tails,  swallows,  turbots, 
German  helmets,  and  ice-pigeons,  are  all 
more  or  less  interbred. 

The  carrier-pigeon,  in  the  opinion  of 
many  high-grade  bird-fanciers,  stands  pre- 
eminent ; and  as  a model  bird  of  this  breed 
embraces  so  many  “points”  or  “proper- 
ties,” to  create  a perfect  one  is  almost  im- 
possible. A proper  carrier  should  mea- 
sure about  seventeen  inches  from  tip  of 
beak  to  end  of  tail.  The  beak  wattle  is 
considered  by  the  “ fancy”  to  be  the  most 
important  quality,  and  next  to  it  the  eye 
wattle.  The  bird  is  bred  in  a variety  of 
colors,  such  as  whites,  blacks,  duns,  blues, 
and  dun  pieds.  Its  name,  ‘ ‘ carrier,  ’ ’ strange 
to  say,  sadly  belies  the  bird,  for  of  almost 
all  the  breeds  it  is  the  least  adapted  to 
carry  messages.  The  extravagant  prices 
which  first-class  specimens  of  this  breed 
command  have  already  been  mentioned 
in  this  article. 

The  pouter,  though  confessedly  one  of 
the  best  known  and  most  popular  birds  iu 
England,  is  not  as  well  known  in  Amer- 
ica. Of  it  Mr.  George  Ure,  of  Dundee, 
Scotland,  in  Cassel's  Illustrated  Book  of 
Pigeons , writes:  “The  pouter  is  beyond 
question  one  of  the  very  finest  of  all  the 
fancy  pigeons;  in  fact,  if  those  who  tell 
us  that  all  our  fancy  birds  are  derived 
from  the  blue  rock  are  in  the  right,  then 
I would  say  he  is  at  the  very  top  of  the 
wrhole,  as  no  bird  has  been  bred  showing 
such  a divergence  from  the  original  type 
as  the  pouter,  and  therefore  no  bird  shows 
theamountof  breeding  which  itdoes.  This 
is  apparent,  whether  we  look  at  the  extraor- 
dinary length  of  limb,  the  wonderful  crop, 
the  great  length  of  feather,  or  the  thin  girth 
and  lightness  in  hand  (the  last  is  a sure 
test  of  a well-bred  bird,  for  no  highly  bred 
pouter  carries  much  flesh) ; and,  in  addi- 
tion, the  lovel}’  colors  and  beautifully  ar- 
ranged markings  all  combine  to  form  a 
most  beautiful  and  striking-looking  bird. 
They  are  also  very  gentle  in  temper  and 
easily  tamed.”  The  standard  colors  of 
the  pouter  are  yellow,  pied  blue,  red,  and 
black. 

The  barb,  which  was  first  known  in 
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tfh:»k<-«p«»rt*''s  tirou  in  England  a* . the  . wl  f;mdaiis.  arigitmlly  mijwrUni  front  Cal- 
Barbary  [dgimnjjos  admirers  in  thf*.  ».«•!*»)-  enUft:.  red  hcn-taiLs  with  plant  Isg-.  am] 
icy . The  chief  (>oi rjtfe-  of  this  bird  tie  to  blaefc  fun  tails  with  pjain  lcjs*.  They  &nt 
its  bead.  The  birds  ary  small  it*  m*c.  ami  valued  a*,  from  St* -to  $100  A pair.  aii*.t 
hi  color  arc  wlnH:,  yellow,  dun.  ml,,  and  a-  most  showy  and  fremiti  I ill  bird, 
block.  Clood  pairs  raiige  i/j  price  iron)  V.atTUig»'-'’o.f  he-ud  fioJ  No*fliJ  lik& 

$10  to  $100.  ' V.  regarded  of  the  Vftitcztt  rar{U>^H<^‘.vr 

Tit#  pvv{s,  «€fxt  It*  the  Kot'h'sli  eurritirs  pkeify'  bUm  d I nyf  ms ' wild ' 'sgimgciek;'  with 
and  pontbrk,  etUiUTSajad  lilt  largest  price  their  lovely  peiicilbyl  i»lutiiagt?»j)d  groits^- 
of  all,  ftm  toy  breeds.  They  voiv  lirst  m-  mu  lied  logs,  am  called  Oriental  bmlm  and 
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out  a change  of  expression;  you  can  see 
all  my  trouble  and  grief,  and  talk  to  me 
about  arrangements.” 

“You  asked  me — you  accused  me—” 
Her  calmness  was  not  as  perfect  as  he  had 
represented  it. 

“What  are  these  arrangements?”  he 
said,  abruptly. 

“ Do  you  think  we  had  better  talk  about 
them  ?” 

“We  will  talk  of  everything  that  con- 
cerns you.  But  don’t  be  supposing  I 
haven’t  heard.  I have  seen  Aunt  Katri- 
na, and  forced  it  out  of  her.  I know  you 
intend  to  go  back  to  Lanse — intend  to  go 
to-morrow.” 

She  did  not  reply. 

“You  don’t  deny  it  ?” 

“No,  I don’t  deny  it.” 

“ And  these  arrangements  ?”  His  face 
had  a dull  white  hue  of  suffering  under 
the  bronze  which  the  surface  always  wore. 

“ I — I had  thought  of  living  here.” 

“ Here,  at  East  Angels,  you  mean  ? Oh, 
you  wish  to  bring  him  here  ? An  excel- 
lent idea.  Aunt  Katrina,  then,  would 
not  be  separated  from  her  dear  boy,  and 
Lanse  and  his  retinue  would  fit  in  so  nice- 
ly among  all  the  comforts  and  luxuries 
we  have  between  us  collected  here.  Yes; 
I see.  It  was  my  place,  to  be  sure,  in  the 
beginning.  I selected  it — the  house — Gra- 
cias— the  whole.  But  I can  go  away,  of 
course,  and  stay  away.  I can  leave  it  to 
Lanse,  to  the  devoted  colony  of  his  ad- 
mirers, who  want  free  range  here  to  make 
him  comfortable.” 

There  was  a quiver  for  an  instant  in 
Margaret’s  throat,  though  her  face  did  not 
alter.  “ My  only  thought  was  that  per- 
haps it  would  be  more  of  a home  for  me,” 
she  answered,  looking  oft*  over  the  green 
open  space  and  the  thicket  beyond  it. 

His  hardness  softened  a little.  “Of 
course  it  would.  That  is,  if  you  must  take 
up  that  slave’s  life  again.  But  I am  not 
yet  convinced  that  you  are  really  going 
to  do  it.” 

“ I am  convinced.” 

“It  will  kill  you.” 

“ Oh  no;  it  won’t  be  so  simple  as  that. 
It  would  be  simple  enough  to  die:  the 
difficult  thing  is  to  live.  And  I shall  live 
— you  will  see;  I shall  live  to  grow  old. 
I feel  it.” 

“It  will  be  death,  all  the  same,  Marga- 
ret— a death  in  everything  save  the  actual 
drawing  of  your  breath.” 

“ YeSjjt  will  be  that.” 
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“You  acknowledge  it  ?” 

“Why  should  I deny  it  ?” 

Her  eyes  were  still  turned  away.  He 
changed  his  position  so  that  he  could  have 
a better  view  of  her  face.  It  was  immov- 
able. 

“You  would  let  me  come  and  see  you 
now  and  then  ?”  he  said,  beginning  again. 
He  spoke  in  what  he  himself  would  have 
called  a reasonable  tone.  “ I could  help 
you  in  a good  many  ways.  Of  course,  in 
saying  this,  you  will  understand  that  I 
agree  to  accept  Lanse— as  well  as  I can.” 

“You  must  never  come.”  There  was 
no  quiver  now;  her  voice  was  firm. 

“Do  you  really  mean  that?” 

“ I mean  it  unalterably.  Forever.” 

“It’s  because  I spoke  as  I did— this  is 
my  punishment.  But  if  I promise  never 
to  speak  in  that  way  again  ?” 

“You  must  not  come.” 

“Tell  me  just  what  it  is  you  intend  to 
do:  we’ll  have  it  out  now.  Tell  me  the 
whole — you  needn’t  spare.” 

“After  to-day,  I wish — I intend — never 
to  see  you  again — that  is,  alone.  It  is  hard 
that  you  should  make  me  speak  it  out  in 
so  many  words.” 

“Oh — make;  you  are  capable  of  say- 
ing whatever  you  please  without  being 
made.  Whatever  will  do  me  the  most 
good  and  hurt  me  the  most— the  two  are 
sjmonymous  in  your  opinion  — that  is 
what  you  delight  in.” 

She  stopped.  She  had  turned  away 
with  her  hand  over  her  eyes. 

“ You  are  not  as  strong  as  you  thought 
you  were;  it  does  hurt  you,  Margaret,  aft- 
er all,  to  say  such  things  to  me.” 

There  was  an  old  stone  seat,  with  a high 
back,  near  the  pillar.  She  sank  down 
upon  it,  her  hand  still  over  her  eyes. 

“What  you  wish  is  to  have  me  leave 
you— tire  you  and  vex  you  no  more.  But 
I can  not  go  quite  yet.  I tell  you  that  I 
will  accept  Lanse,  as  well  as  I can;  I 
promise  never  again  to  open  my  lips  as 
I did  that  day  on  the  palmetto — island; 
and  still  you  are  going  to  shut  your  door 
in  my  face,  and  keep  it  shut;  and  you  as- 
sure me  it  is  forever.  This  is  unreason- 
able— a woman’s  unreason.  And  it’s  an 
insult,  too,  as  though  I were  not  a safe 
person  to  have  about.  Why  shouldn’t  I 
come  occasionally  ? What  are  you  afraid 
of  ? You  will  be  surrounded  by  all  your 
safeguards,  your  husband  at  the  head. 
But  your  own  will  is  a safeguard  no  hu- 
man power  could  break;  you  are  unassail- 
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able,  taken  quite  by  yourself,  Mrs.  Lan- 
sing Harold.” 

She  did  not  look  up. 

44  And  you  wouldn’t  be  able,  either,  to 
carry  it  out — any  such  system  of  block- 
ade,” he  went  on.  44  Aunt  Katrina  would 
send  for  me;  leaving  that  aside,  Lanse 
himself  would  send.  Lanse  doesn’t  care 
a straw  what  my  real  opinion  of  him 
may  be,  so  long  as  he  can  get  some  talk, 
some  entertainment  out  of  me,  and  it  will 
be  more  than  ever  so  now  that  he  is  per- 
manently laid  up.  And  if  you  should 
tell  him  of  my  avowal  even,  what  would 
he  say?  4 Of  course  you  know  how  to 
take  rubbish  of  that  sort’ — that  is  what  he 
would  say.  And  he  would  laugh  delight- 
edly to  think  of  my  being  caught.” 

Still  she  did  not  stir. 

He  walked  off  a few  paces,  then  came 
back.  44  And  here,  again,  Margaret,  even 
if  you  should  be  able  to  influence  both 
Aunt  Katrina  and  Lanse  against  me,  do 
you  think  that  would  prevent  my  seeing 
you — I don’t  mean  constantly,  of  course, 
but  occasionally?  Do  you  suppose  I 
would  obey  your  rules — even  your  wish- 
es ? Not  the  least  in  the  world.  I should 
always  see  you,  now  and  then,  in  some 
way.  I shouldn’t  make  myself  a public 
annoyance.  But — I give  you  warning — 
I shall  never  lose  sight  of  you  as  long  as 
I breathe,  as  long  as  I am  alive.” 

Her  hand  dropped  at  last.  She  looked 
up  at  him. 

“Yes,  I see  you  are  frightened;  you 
wish  me  to  let  you  go— escape,  go  back 
to  the  house  and  shut  yourself  up  out 
of  my  reach,  as  you  usually  do.  But 
this  time  I’m  merciless  ; I feel  that  it’s  my 
last  chance;  you  can  not  go  (you  needn’t 
try  to  pass  me)  until  you  have  given  me 
some  further  explanation  of  that  fixed 
idea  of  yours  not  to  see  me  again— not  to 
see  me  in  spite  of  your  many  unassailable 
protections  (including  yourself),  and  my 
own  promises.” 

She  sat  there,  her  eyes  on  his  set,  insist- 
ent face. 

44  Why  do  you  make  me  more  wretched 
than  I am  ?” 

“Because  I can’t  help  it.  There  is  a 
reason,  then  ?” 

“Yes.”  She  had  bent  her  face  down 
again. 

“I  thought  so.  And  I am  prepared  to 
hear  it,”  he  went  on. 

His  voice  had  altered  so  as  he  brought 
this  out  that  she  looked  up.  “What  is  it 
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you  expect  to  hear  ?”  she  asked,  almost  in 
a whisper. 

4 4 It’s  a new  discovery,  I admit — some- 
thing that  has  only  just  come  to  me. 
But  it  explains  everything — your  whole 
course,  conduct,  which  have  been  such  a 
mystery  to  me.  You  love  Lanse;  you 
have  always  loved  him.  That  is  the  so- 
lution. You  haven’t  been  truthful  in 
pretending  that  you  didn’t.  I suppose 
no  woman  in  such  a position  as  yours 
could  be  expected  to  be  truthful.  You 
love  him ; that  is  it — you  love  him  so 
that,  in  spite  of  the  insult  of  his  long  neg- 
lect of  you,  his  second  desertion,  you  are 
glad  to  go  back  to  him.  There  have  been 
such  cases  among  women,  and  yours  is 
one  of  them.  But  you  do  not  wish  me 
to  see  the  process  of  your  winning  him 
over,  or  trying  to,  now  that  he  has  at  last 
condescended  to  come  home;  so  I am  to 
be  sent  away.” 

She  got  up.  “And  if  I should  say  yes 
to  this,  acknowledge  it,  that  would  be  the 
end  ? You  would  not  wish  to  see  me 
again  ?” 

“Don’t  flatter  yourself.  Nothing  of 
the  kind.  Recollect,  if  you  please,  that 
I love  you.  With  me,  unfortunately,  it’s 
for  life.  You  may  be  weak  enough— de- 
praved enough,  I might  almost  call  it — to 
worship  Lanse.  Do  you  suppose  that 
makes  any  difference  in  my  worshipping 
you  ? Do  you  think  it’s  a matter  of  choice 
with  me,  my  caring  for  you  as  I do  ? Do 
you  think  I enjoy  being  mastered  in  this 
way  by  a feeling  I can’t  overcome — I who 
have  always  mastered  other  people  and 
things  and  circumstances,  and  have  never 
been  mastered  myself  ?” 

“I  am  going  to  tell  you  my  life,”  she 
said. 

44 1 know  it  already.  How  beautiful 
you  look !” 

44 1 ought  to  look  hideous.”  She  walk- 
ed about  restlessly  for  a moment  or  two, 
and  finally  stopped,  facing  him,  behind 
the  old  stone  seat.  Her  clasped  hands 
rested  on  the  high  top. 

4 4 It  will  make  no  difference  what  you 
say.  I can  tell  you  that  now,”  he  said, 
vvarningly. 

“I  think  it  will  make  a difference. 
You  arc  not  cruel.” 

“ Oh  yes,  I am.” 

44 1 never  loved  Lanse,”  she  began,  hur- 
riedly. “ In  one  way  it  was  not  my  fault; 

I was  too  young,  too — too  immature  to 
appreciate  what  love  meant;  I was  pecul- 
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iarly  immature  in  my  feelings — I see  that 
now.  But  in  other  things  I had  high 
ideals,  too  high,  probably,  as  girls  are  apt 
to  have. 

“When  the  blow  came,  the  blow  of  my 
discovering — what  Lanse  has  already  told 
you,  I was  crushed  by  it.  I had  never 
known  anything  of  actual  evil.  All  know- 
ledge of  that  sort  had  been  carefully  kept 
from  me. 

“He  told  me  to  ‘take  it  as  a lady 
should.*  He  seemed  to  have  no  idea  of  a 
moral  view  of  it. 

“ I had  no  mother  to  go  to,  and  I was 
very  young.  I felt  instinctively,  even 
then,  that  Aunt  Katrina  would  be  of  no 
use.  In  the  overthrow  of  everything  I 
had  depended  upon,  the  best  I could  think 
of  to  do  was  to  hold  on  to  one  or  two  ideas 
that  were  left,  and  that  seemed  to  me  right, 
and  one  of  these  was  silence;  I determined 
to  tell  nobody  what  had  really  happened; 
I would  be  loyal  to  my  husband,  or  rather 
to  my  marriage,  as  far  as  I could  be,  no 
matter  what  my  husband  was  to  me. 

“So  I went  back  to  Aunt  Katrina  (as 
Lanse  preferred).  And  I told  nothing. 

“I  have  no  doubt  I appeared  cold 
enough.  In  the  beginning  there  ivas  a 
good  deal  of  coldness,  though  there  was 
always  suffering  underneath;  but  later 
it  wasn’t  coldness,  it  was  the  constant  ef- 
fort to  hide,  to  crush  out  of  existence.  I 
had  thought  my  life  difficult,  but  I had 
yet  to  learn  that  there  was  something 
more  difficult  still.  I had  not  loved  Lanse 
— no ; but  now  I was  finding  out  what  love 
meant,  for— for  I began  to  love — you.” 

Winthrop  started,  the  color  rushed  up 
and  covered  his  face  in  a flood ; in  his  eyes 
shone  the  light  of  a transforming  happi- 
ness which  had  never  been  there  before. 
For  this  man,  in  spite  of  his  successes,  had 
never  attained  much  positive  happiness 
for  himself  in  life;  Lanse,  Lucian,  many 
another  idler,  attained  more.  Happiness 
is  an  inconsistent  goddess,  by  no  means 
has  she  always  a crown  for  strenuous  ef- 
fort; very  often  she  seems  to  dwell  long- 
est with  those  who  do  not  think  beyond 
the  morrow;  there  she  sits  and  basks. 
However,  she  had  come  to  Winthrop  now, 
and  royally,  bringing  him  that  which  he 
cared  the  most  for.  He  thanked  her  by 
his  glowing  face,  the  ardor  in  his  eves. 

“It’s  nothing  to  be  glad  about,”  Marga- 
ret had  said,  sadly.  “It's  only  another 
trouble.  I tell  you  bemuse  I can’t  en- 
dure that  you  should  believe  of  me  what 
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you  thought — about  Lanse.  And  also  be- 
cause I am  weak — yes,  I confess  it.  You 
said  you  intended  to  see  me,  follow  me. 
But  now  that  you  know  how  it  is  with 
me,  you  won’t  do  that.” 

Winthrop’s  face  remained  triumphant. 
“Strange  reasoning,  Margaret.” 

“The  best  reasoning.  So  long  as  it 
was  only  you,  you  could  do  as  you 
pleased.  But  now  that  you  know  that — 
that  others  will  suffer  too — ” She  paused. 

4 4 1 am  sure  I have  not  trusted  you  in  vain  ?” 
she  said,  appealingly. 

But  he  shook  his  head;  the  delight  still 
animated  him.  “You  can  trust  me  in 
any  way;  I won’t  take  advantage;  that  is, 
not  now ; I won’t  come  a step  nearer.  But 
you  needn’t  try  to  make  me  think,  Mar- 
garet, that  it’s  not  something  to  be  glad 
about— to  know  that  you  care  for  me.” 
He  laughed  a little  from  his  sheer  satis- 
faction; then,  in  his  old  way,  he  put  his 
hands  compactly  down  in  the  pockets  of 
his  coat,  and  stood  there  looking  at  her. 

“Is  it  anything  to  be  glad  about — my 
wretchedness?”  she  asked,  strengthening 
herself  for  the  contest. 

“ It  makes  you  wretched  ? Strange !” 

“ I am  so  wretched — I have  been  wretch- 
ed so  long — that  only  my  firm  belief  that 
my  Creator  knows  best  has  enabled  me 
to  live  on,  has  kept  me  from  ending  it.” 

“Why  should  you  be  more  unhappy 
than  I am  ? Nothing  could  make  me  end 
my  life  now.” 

She  looked  at  him  in  silence. 

“If  you  look  at  me  in  that  way — ’'Win- 
throp began. 

She  left  her  place.  He  stood  where  he 
was,  watching  her;  but  he  was  not  pay- 
ing much  heed  now  to  what  she  was  say- 
ing, or  to  anything  that  he  might  reply. 

He  had  the  great  fact.  Man-like,  he  was 
enjoying  it.  It  was  enough  for  the  pre- 
sent— after  all  these  years. 

She  seemed  to  see  how  little  impression 
she  had  made.  She  came  back  to  the  old 
stone  a second  time  to  complete  her  story. 

“I  tried  so  hard — I was  so  glad  when  I 
saw  how  you  disliked  me — ” 

“It  wasn’t  dislike.” 

“I  thought  it  was.  And  I was  miser- 
ably glad.  What  did  I take  charge  of 
Garda  for  but  because  I thought  you  loved 
her?  That  should  be  my  penance;  she 
should  be  like  my  own  sister,  and  I would 
do  everything  that  I possibly  could  for 
her,  for  her  sake  and  yours.  She  was  so 
very  beautiful — ” 
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He  interposed 'here.  “Yes,  she  was 
beautiful;  but  beautiful  for  everybody. 
Your  beauty  is  dearer,  because  it  is  kept 
back,  in  its  fullest  sweetness,  for  the  man 
you  love.” 

But  no  blush  rose  in  her  face;  she  was 
too  unhappy  for  that.  She  was  absorbed, 
too,  in  trying  to  reach  him,  to  touch  him, 
so  that  he  would  see  what  must  be,  as  she 
saw  it.  “I  did  all  I could  for  her,”  she 
went  on,  earnestly — “you  know  I did.  I 
tried  to  influence  her,  I tried  to  love  her. 
And  I did  love  her,  in  spite  of  everything 
— there  is  much  that  is  fascinating  in  Gar- 
da. And  I was  sure,  too,  that  she  cared 
for  you — ” 

“ It  isn’t  everybody,  you  must  remem- 
ber, that  has  your  opinion  of  me,”  inter- 
rupted her  listener,  delightedly. 

“But  she  herself  had  told  me — Garda 
had  told  me.  However,  I begin  to  think 
now  that  I have  never  comprehended 
Garda  at  all.” 

“Don’t  try.” 

“But  I love  her  just  the  same.  That 
afternoon  when  she  was  on  her  way  to 
Madam  Giron’s  to  meet  Lucian  and  I took 
her  place,  it  seemed  to  me  that  day  that  a 
wonderful  opportunity  had  been  given  to 
me  suddenly  to  complete  my  penance  to 
the  full,  and  crush  out  my  own  miserable 
folly.  I could  save  her  in  your  eyes  (I 
thought  she  meant  no  harm,  she  was  only 
lawless),  and  I could  lose  myself.  For, 
after  that, you  could  have,  of  course,  only 
contempt  for  me.  I believed  that  you 
loved  her;  I didn’t  see  how  you  could 
help  it;  I don’t  see  very  well  even  now. 
And  I believed,  too,  that  under  all  her 
fancies  — I confess  they  seemed  to  me 
strange — her  real  affection  was  yours,  or 
would  come  back  to  you.” 

“ All  wrong,  Margaret,  the  whole  of  it. 
Overstrained;  morbid,  too.” 

“ It  may  be  so.  I was  very  unhappy, 
I had  brooded  over  everything  so  long; 
at  least  I was  trying  to  do  what  was  best. 
Next  Lanse  came  back.  And  that  was  a 
godsend.” 

“Godsend!”  said  Winthrop,  his  face 
darkening. 

“ Yes.  It  took  me  away  from  you.” 

“To  him.” 

“You  have  never  understood — I was 
only  the  housekeeper — he  wished  to  be 
made  comfortable,  that  was  all.  It  was 
infinitely  better  for  me  there.” 

“Infinitely!  You  looked  so  well  and 
happy  all  that  time.”  His  joyousness 
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was  all  gone  now;  anger  had  come  again 
into  his  eyes. 

“I  could  not  be  happy.  How  could  I 
be  ? But  at  least  I was  safe.  Then  he 
left  me  that  second  time,  and  you  were 
there;  that  was  the  hardest  of  all.” 

“You  bore  it  well ! I remember  I found 
it  impossible  to  get  a word  with  you.  The 
truth  is,  Margaret,  I have  never  known 
you  to  falter.  You  are  not  faltering  in 
the  least  even  now.  I can’t  quite  believe, 
therefore,  that  you  care  for  me  as  you  say 
you  do.  You  certainly  don’t  care  as  I 
care  for  you ; perhaps  you  can’t.  But  the 
little  you  do  give  me  is  precious;  for  even 
that,  small  as  it  is,  will  keep  you  from  go- 
ing back  to  Lanse  Harold.” 

“Keep  me  from  going  back?  What 
do  you  suppose  I have  told  you  this  for  ? 
Don’t  you  see  that  it  is  exactly  this — my 
feeling  for  you — that  sends  me,  drives  me 
back  to  him  ? On  what  plea,  now,  could 
I refuse  to  go  ? The  pretense  of  unhap- 
piness, of  having  been  wronged  ?”  She 
paused.  Then  rushed  on  again.  “The 
law — of  separation,  I mean — is  founded 
upon  the  idea  that  a wife  is  outraged,  in- 
sulted, by  her  husband’s  desertion ; but  in 
my  case  Lanse’s  entire  indifference  to  me, 
his  estrangement — these  have  been  the 
most  precious  possessions  I have  had ! If 
at  any  time  since  almost  the  first  moment 
I met  you  he  had  come  back  and  asked 
for  pardon,  reconciliation,  promised  to  be 
after  that  the  most  faithful  of  husbands, 
what  would  have  become  of  me?  what 
should  I have  said  ? But  he  did  not  ask — 
he  does  not  now;  I can  only  be  profound- 
ly grateful.” 

“ Yes;  compare  yourself  with  a man  of 
that  sort— do;  it’s  so  just!” 

“It  is  perfectly  just.  I am  a woman, 
surrounded  by  all  a woman’s  cowardice 
and  nervousness  and  fear  of  being  talked 
about;  and  he  is  a man,  and  not  afraid; 
but  at  heart — at  heart — how  much  better 
am  I than  he  ? You  do  not  know.”  She 
stopped.  “ I consider  it  a part  of  my  of- 
fense against  my  husband  that  I have 
never  loved  him,”  she  added. 

“The  old  story!  Go  on  now  and  tell 
me  that  if  you  had  loved  him,  he  himself 
would  have  been  better.” 

“ No,  that  I can  not  tell  you.  Even  if 
I had  cared  for  him,  I might  have  had  no 
influence.”  She  spoke  with  humility. 

“You  sweet  woman — ” He  left  his 
place. 

She  moved  back. 
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4 1 Don’t  be  afraid.”  He  stopped  where 
he  was. 

“Lanse  knew  perfectly  that  I did  not 
love  him,  and  never  had  loved  him;  he 
knew  it  when  I didn’t,”  she  went  on. 
“And  I really  think — yes,  I must  say  it — 
that  if  I had  cared  for  him  even  slightly, 
he  would  have  been  more  guarded,  would 
have  concealed  more,  spared  me  more: 
in  little  things,  Lanse  is  kind.  But  he 
knew  that  I shouldn’t  suffer,  in  that  way 
at  least.  And  it  was  quite  true.  My  real 
suffering  — the  worst  suffering— has  not 
come  from  him  at  all ; it  has  come  from 
my  feeling  for  you.  At  first  I had  plans 
— I was  too  young  to  give  up  all  hope  of 
something  better  and  brighter  for  myself, 
some  time,  in  spite  of  what  had  happened. 
But  my  plans  came  to  an  end ; as  soon  as 
I knew— discovered — that  I was  beginning 
to  care  for  you,  all  my  plans  turned  to 
keeping  in  the  one  straight  track  that  lay 
before  me.  I did  not  think  I should 
fail—” 

“I  can  well  believe  that!”  he  inter- 
rupted. 

44 Oh,  do  not  be  harsh  to  me!  you  do 
not  know.  You  think  my  will  is  strong. 
But  oh!  it  isn’t — it  isn’t.  When  Lanse 
left  me  that  second  time,  and  you  were 
there,  I knew  then  that  there  was  nothing 
for  it  but  to  go,  go  as  far  from  you  as  pos- 
sible; anything  less,  no  matter  how  I 
might  disguise  it,  would  be  staying  be- 
cause I wanted  to  stay.  And  I did  try  to 
go  r I would  not  stop  at  that  hotel  when  I 
saw  you  on  the  shore — I went  back  to  the 
empty  house.  You  kept  saying,  ‘Who 
should  help  you, under  this  blow, if  not  I?’ 
But  you  were  the  last  person.  And  it 
wasn’t  a blow — that  was  the  horrible  part 
of  it;  it  was  freedom,  joy.  I dared  not 
stay  then.  I will  not  now.” 

44  You  do  well  to  change  the  terms,”  he 
answered,  with  unsparing  bitterness.  44  It’s 
nothing  but  will  to-day,  whatever  it  may 
once  have  been.  I don’t  believe  about 
your  not  daring;  I don’t,  in  fact,  believe — 
that  is,  fully — anything  you  have  said.” 

44  Very  well;  why,  then,  should  I stay 
here  talking  longer  ? You  must  let  me 
go.”  She  left  the  place  and  entered  the 
orange  grove,  which  she  was  obliged  to 
pass  through  on  her  way  to  the  house. 

But  he  overtook  her;  he  stepped  in  front 
and  barred  the  way.  “You  have  been 
remarkably  skillfull  I demanded  an  ex- 
planation ; I was  evidently  going  to  make 
trouble.  J3p  you  ga^e  me  this  one:  you 
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said  that  you  had,  unfortunately  for  your- 
self, begun  to  love  me ; that  was  the  ex- 
planation of  everything.  You  threw  me 
this  to  stop  me,  like  a bone  to  a dog,  so 
that  you  could  get  comfortably  away. 
But  I have  this  to  tell  you : if  you  had 
really  loved  me,  you  couldn’t  have  ar- 
gued quite  so  well.  And  you  couldn’t  go 
now,  either,  so  self-complacently  and  con- 
tentedly, leaving  me  here  in  my  pain.” 

“ So  be  it,”  she  said.  She  looked  through 
the  blossoming  aisles  to  the  right,  to  the 
left,  as  if  in  search  of  some  rescuer,  some 
one. 

“ But  what  does  a woman  like  you  know 
of  love,  after  all — real  love  that  burns  and 
throbs  ?”  he  went  on,  with  augry  scorn. 

“ As  a general  thing,  the  better  she  is,  the 
less  she  knows.  And  I have  never  denied 
that  you  were  good,  Margaret.” 

She  moved  to  pass  him. 

“Not  yet.  You  have  reasoned  the  whole 
case  out  too  well;  there  was  rather  too 
much  reason.  A lawyer  couldn’t  have 
done  it  better.” 

“I  have  had  time  to  think  of  the  rea- 
sons. How  often  each  day  do  you  sup- 
pose I have  gone  over  everything — over 
and  over?  And  how  many  days  have 
there  been  in  these  long  years  ?” 

“It  isn’t  the  time.  It’s  your  nature.” 

“ Very  well.  It’s  my  nature.” 

“But  you  needn’t  suppose  that  your 
having  that  nature  will  stop  me,”  he  said, 
with  a certain  violence  of  tone  roused  by 
her  agreement  with  these  accusations. 
“You  have  confessed  to  some  sort  of  lik- 
ing for  me;  I shall  take  advantage  of  it 
as  far  as  it  goes  (not  far,  I fear) ; I shall 
make  it  serve  as  the  foundation  of  all  I 
shall  constantly  attempt  to  do.” 

Her  arms  dropped  by  her  sides.  4 ‘ Con- 
stantly ! I believe  there  is  nothing  in  the 
world  so  cruel  as  a man  when  he  pretends 
to  care  for  you.”  She  moved  off  a step 
or  two.  “I  do  not  love  you,  you  say? 

I adore  you.  From  almost  the  first  day  I 
saw  you;  yes,  even  from  then.  It  is  the 
one  love  of  my  life,  and  remember  I 
am  not  a girl ; it’s  a woman  who  tells  you 
this — to  her  misery.  And  it  is  everything 
about  you  that  I love — that  makes  it  hard- 
er; not  only  what  you  say  and  how  you  say 
it,  what  you  think  and  do,  but  what  you 
are — oh!  what  you  are  in  everything. 
The  way  you  look  at  me,  the  tone  of  your 
voice,  the  turn  of  your  head,  your  eyes, 
your  hands— I love  them,  I love  them  all. 

I suffer  every  moment.  It  has  been  so 
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for  years.  I am  so  miserable  away  from 
you,  so  desperate  and  lonely  I And  yet, 
when  I am  with  you,  that  is  harder. 
Whichever  way  I turn,  there  is  nothing 
but  pain.  It  is  so  torturing  that  I won- 
der how  I can  have  lived.  Yet  would  I 
give  it  up  ? Never!” 

The  splendor  of  her  blue  eyes,  as  she 
poured  forth  these  words,  her  rapt  expres- 
sion, the  slight  figure,  erect  and  tense — he 
could  no  more  have  dared  to  touch  her 
then  than  he  could  have  touched  a beau- 
tiful seraph  that  had  lighted  for  an  in- 
stant in  his  path. 

Her  eyes  suddenly  changed.  “ When 
I have  hurt  you,”  she  went  on,  “it  has 
been  so  hard  to  do  it,  Evert — so  hard!” 
She  was  the  woman  now ; a mist  had  suf- 
fused the  blue. 

He  came  toward  her;  he  sank  down  at 
her  feet.  “I  am  not  worthy,”  he  mur- 
mured, in  real  self-abasement. 

“ No,  you  are  not.  But — I love  you.” 

He  sprang  up.  “I  will  be  worthy. 
You  shall  do  all  you  think  right,  and  I 
— will  help  you.” 

“ Yes,  help  me  by  leaving  me.” 

“ For  the  present — I will  go.” 

“For  always.” 

“Margaret,  do  not  be  too  hard.  And 
now,  when  I know — ” 

“You  do  believe  me,  then  ?”  she  inter- 
rupted, with  winning  sweetness. 

“Yes,  I believe  you!  It  makes  me 
tremble  to  think  what  it  would  be  if  we 
were  married : they  say  people  do  not  die 
of  joy.” 

She  came  out  of  her  trance.  Her  face 
changed,  apprehension  returned — the  old 
pain.  She  rallied  her  sinking  courage. 
“ We  will  not  talk  of  things  that  do  not 
concern  us,”  she  said,  gently.  “All  my 
life— that  is,  the  peace  of  it— is  in  your 
power,  Evert,  now  that  you  know  the 
truth  about  me.  But  I am  sure  I have 
not  put  faith  in  you  in  vain.” 

“Don’t  you  remember  saying  to  me 
once — I have  never  forgotten  it — * Do  you 
wish  me  to  die  without  ever  having  been 
my  full  self  once,  always  kept  back,  re- 
strained ?’  So  now  I say  to  you,  do  you 
wish  to  die  without  ever  having  lived, 
fully  lived  ? You  have  never  lived  yet 
with  anything  like  a full  completeness. 
I am  not  a bad  man,  I declare  it  to  you; 
and  you  are  the  most  unselfish  of  women. 
You  have  a husband  who  has  no  claim 
upon  you,  either  in  right  or  law.  Mar- 
garet, let  us  break  that  false  tie.  And 
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then ! — see,  I do  not  move  a step  nearer. 
But  I put  it  before  you — I plead — ” 

“And  do  you  think  I need  that? — do 
you  think  I have  not  felt  the  temptation 
too  ?”  she  murmured,  looking  at  him. 
“ When  Lanse  left  me,  over  there  on  the 
river,  don’t  you  remember  that  I went 
down  on  my  knees  ? It  was  the  beating 
of  my  heart  at  the  thought  of  how  easily 
after  that  I could  be  freed — freed,  I mean, 
by  law — that  was  what  I was  trying  to 
pray  down.  To  be  free  to  think  of  you, 
though  you  should  never  know  it,  even 
that  would  have  been  like  a new  life.” 

“Take  it  now,”  said  Winthrop.  He 
grasped  her  hand. 

But  she  drew  it  from  him.  “Surely 
you  know  what  I believe,  what  all  this 
means  to  me — that  for  such  mistakes  as  a 
marriage  like  mine  there  is  on  this  earth 
no  remedy.” 

“ We’ll  make  a remedy.” 

Again  she  strengthened  herself  against 
him.  “Do  you  think  that  a separation — 
I will  use  plain  words,  a divorce — is  right 
when  it  is  obtained,  no  matter  what  the 
outside  pretext,  to  enable  two  persons 
who  have  loved  each  other  unlawfully  to 
marry  ?” 

“Unlawfully  — you  make  me  rage! 
Lanse  is  the  unlawful  one.” 

“That  doesn’t  excuse  me.” 

“ Don’t  put  the  word  excuse  anywhere 
near  yourself  when  you  are  talking  of 
Lanse ; I won’t  bear  it.  And  nothing  is 
wrong  that  we  can  not  possibly  help,  Mar- 
garet ; any  one  would  tell  you  that.  If  it  is 
something  beyond  our  wills,  we  are  pow- 
erless.” 

“Against  my  love  for  you  I may  be 
powerless — I am.  But  not  against  the 
indulgence  of  it.” 

“You  are  too  strong,”  he  began.  “ I 
couldn’t  pretend—”  Then  he  saw  how 
she  was  trembling. 

From  head  to  foot  a quiver  had  seized 
her,  the  lovely  shoulders,  the  long  lithe 
length  of  limb  which  gave  her  the  step 
he  had  always  admired  so  much,  the  little 
hands,  though  she  had  folded  them  close- 
ly as  if  endeavoring  to  stop  it,  even  the 
lips  with  their  sweet  curves — the  tremor 
had  taken  them  all  from  her  control;  she 
stood  there  helpless  before  him. 

“ I can’t  reason,  Margaret,  and  I won’t; 
in  this  case  reason’s  wrong,  and  you're 
wrong.  You  love  me — that  I know.  And 
the  power  for  good  of  such  a love  as  yours 
— you  magnificent  woman,  not  afraid  to 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


781 


tell  it — that  power  shall  not  be  wasted 
and  lost.  Have  you  I will!”  It  was 
more  than  a touch  now  ; he  held  her 
white  wrists  with  a grasp  like  iron,  and 
drew  her  toward  him.  44 1 hold  you  so, 
but  it  won’t  be  for  long.  In  reality  I am 
at  your  feet,”  he  said. 

She  had  not  struggled;  she  made  no 
effort  to  free  herself.  But  her  eyes  met 
his,  full  of  an  indomitable  refusal.  “I 
shall  never  yield,”  she  said. 

Thus  they  stood  for  a moment,  the  two 
wills  grappled  in  a mute  contest. 

Then  he  let  her  hands  drop. 

“Useless!”  she  said. 

“Though  you  love  me.” 

44  Though  I love  you.” 

44  It’s  enough  to  make  a man  curse 
goodness,  Margaret;  remember  that.” 

“No,  no.” 

“Oh,  these  good  people!”  He  threw 
his  arm  out  unconsciously  with  a force 
that  would  have  laid  prostrate  any  one 
within  its  reach.  “You  are  an  excep- 
tion — you  are  going  to  suffer ; but 
generally  these  good  people  who  are  so 
hard  in  their  judgment  of  such  things, 
they  have  never  suffered  themselves  in 
the  least  from  any  of  this  pain;  the  com- 
fortably married,  who  have  had  all  they 
want  in  the  way  of  love  and  home,  they 
are  always  the  hardest  upon  those  who, 
like  me,  like  you,  have  nothing,  who  are 
parched  and  suffering,  and  lonely  and 
starved.  They  would  never  do  so — oh  no ! 
they  are  too  good.  All  I can  say  is,  let 
them  try  it.  Margaret” — here  he  came 
back  to  her — “think  of  the  dreariness  of 
it ; leaving  everything  else  aside,  just  think 
of  that.  We  are  excited  now;  but, when 
this  is  over,  think  of  the  long  days  and 
years  without  anything  to  brighten  them, 
anything  we  really  care  for.  That  breaks 
down  the  best  courage  at  last,  to  have  no- 
thing one  really  cares  for.” 

She  did  not  answer. 

“I  could  make  you  so  happy!”  he 
pleaded. 

Her  face  remained  unmoved. 

“I  long  for  you  so!”  he  went  on. 
“Without  you,  I don’t  know  where  to 
turn  or  what  to  do.”  He  said  it  as  sim- 
ply as  a boy. 

This  overcame  her;  with  bent  head  she 
left  him,  and  hurried  through  the  grove 
on  her  way  to  the  house.  He  could  hear 
her  sob  as  she  went. 

Dr.  Kirby’s  figure  had  appeared  at  the 
end  of  one  of  the  orange  aisles ; when  he 
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saw  Margaret  hurrying  forward,  he  hast- 
ened his  steps.  Then  he  ran.  For  now 
Winthrop  was  supporting  her;  her  foot 
had  slipped,  and  he  had  caught  her. 
Both  her  hands  were  over  her  face:  but 
her  strength  was  gone ; the  sobs  that  shook 
her  she  could  no  longer  control. 

The  Doctor  came  panting  up.  “Faint- 
ness, probably,”  Winthrop  explained. 
“Perfumes  affect  her  so,  I believe.  Its 
the  grove.”  He  got  this  out  as  well  as  he 
could. 

“My  dear  Mrs.  Harold — ” began  the 
Doctor. 

But  she  seemed  to  hear  neither  of  them. 

The  Doctor  put  his  hand  on  her  pulse. 
“Nervous  prostration,”  he  murmured. 

“ Will  you  go  to  the  house  for  help  to  car- 
ry her  in  ? Or  shall  I ?” 

“I  can  carry  her  myself,”  said  Win- 
throp, shortly. 

“She’s  light,  I know.  Still,  it’s  quite 
a distance,”  the  Doctor  answered,  object- 
ingly. 

But  Winthrop  had  already  lifted  her. 
Her  hands  had  dropped;  unconsciousness 
was  coming  over  her,  had  already  come; 
the  garden  hat  she  wore  had  fallen;  her 
head  with  the  closed  eyes,  her  fair  cheek, 
the  soft  mass  of  her  hair,  lay  against  his 
shoulder. 

The  Doctor  went  on  with  them  for  sev- 
eral hundred  yards;  he  was  not  sure  that 
Winthrop’s  strength  would  hold  out.  (If 
he  could  have  had  a glimpse  of  this  North- 
erner’s trained  muscles  he  would  have 
doubted  no  longer.)  In  his  anxiety  he 
advanced  all  the  distance  on  tiptoe,  in  or- 
der to  be  able  to  peer  over  Winthrop  s 
arm  and  watch  the  patient’s  face. 

Winthrop’s  strength  appeared  to  be  per- 
fect. 

“I  will  hurry  forward,  then, and  have 
everything  ready,”  the  Doctor  said. 

He  let  himself  down  on  his  whole  foot 
again.  Then,  after  one  good  breath,  he 
set  off.  He  would  have  liked  to  think 
that  he  was  running;  he  was  certainly 
going  as  fast  as  he  could,  but  the  gait  was 
a trot.  Thus  trotting  bravely,  he  passed 
out  of  sight. 

The  grove  was  long.  Winthrop  walked 
steadily.  He  reached  at  last  the  end  of 
the  white-blooming  forest.  Here  the  path 
entered  a high  thicket  that  lay  beyond. 

The  fresher,  unperfumed  air  brought 
Margaret  to  herself.  She  stirred.  Next 
her  eyes  opened;  they  rested  uncompre- 
hendingly  on  his  face. 
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Beyond  this  thicket  lay  the  garden, 
where  their  figures  would  be  in  full  view; 
then  came  the  open  space  and  the  house. 
He  was  human,  and  he  stopped.  44  You 
fainted.  The  perfume  of  the  grove,  I sup- 
pose,” he  said,  explaining. 

Then  it  all  came  back  to  her.  He  could 
see  remembrance  dawn  in  her  eyes,  the 
fear  return. 

It  seemed  a cruel  thing,  her  fear — cruel 
that  she  should  have  to  suffer  from  that. 

But  he  had  her — he  had  her ! Per- 
haps he  could  calm  it.  “Margaret,”  he 
said. 

She  tried  to  put  her  hand  up.  But  it 
fell  lifelessly  back. 

This  sign  of  weakness  struck  him  to  the 
heart.  What  if  she  should  die!  Women 
so  slight  in  frame,  and  with  that  fair, 
pure  whiteness  like  the  inside  of  a sea- 
shell,  were  often  singularly — to  a man  in- 
explicably— delicate. 

Her  eyes  had  closed  again.  He  held 
her  closely;  but  now,  save  for  the  hold- 
ing, he  would  not  touch  her.  For  it 
seemed  to  him  then  that  if  he  should  al- 
low himself  to  yield  to  his  longing  wish 
and  put  his  lips  down  upon  hers,  she 
might  die  there  in  his  arms.  It  would  be 
taking  advantage;  in  her  present  state 
of  physical  weakness  her  will  might  not 
be  able  to  help  her  as  it  had  helped  her 
before;  she  was  powerless  now  to  resist, 
and — she  loved  him.  But  as  soon  as  she 
should  become  fully  conscious  that  she 
had  yielded,  then  the  reaction  might  come. 
For  between  the  depth  of  her  love  and 
the  sensitiveness  of  her  conscience,  this 
proud  will  of  hers  had  held  the  balance, 
and  if  he  should  break  it,  brutally  crush 
it,  her  life  might  yield  too. 

He  hastened  on  now.  He  went  hur- 
riedly through  the  garden  and  across  the 
open  space  toward  the  house.  He  had 
conquered  himself  for  her  sake.  But  of 
course  he  was  not  in  the  least  content. 
44  This  is  temporary,”  he  thought— 44  only 
temporary.  She  will  be  better  soon. 
Then  I can  convince  her.” 

She  seemed  to  have  comprehended  in 
some  vague  way  that  he  would  not  dis- 
turb her,  for  her  breathing  had  become 
less  hurried;  now  she  appeared  to  sleep. 
Yet  as  he  looked  at  her  again,  just  before 
he  reached  the  house,  there  was  in  her 
sleeping  face  an  expression  that  frighten- 
ed him,  a lassitude  as  of  a person  whose 
strength  is  exhausted,  who  has  struggled 
to  the  utmost,  and  given  up. 
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The  Doctor  and  Celestine  were  waiting* 
at  the  lower  door. 

The  Doctor  had  ridden  down  to  East 
Angels  that  day  to  pay  one  of  his  regular 
visits  to  Kate.  And  that  lady,  still  under 
the  disturbing  influence  of  Winthrop’s 
abrupt  appearance  and  still  more  abrupt 
tone,  had  asked  him  to  go  out  and  “res- 
cue” Margaret,  who  was  in  the  garden,  or 
44  somewhere  about.”  44 1 am  sorry  to  say 
that  my  nephew — I refer  now  to  Evert— 
does  not  approve,  strange  as  it  may  seem 
to  you,  of  my  niece’s  returning  to  her  hus- 
band,” Kate  announced,  with  stateliness. 

44  Evert  is  at  times  subject  to  singular  ab- 
errations of  judgment.  It  was  the  same 
with  his  father,  Andrew  Winthrop.  Ah, 
my  poor  sister  could  have  told  a tale! 
But  she  has  gone  where  there  are  no 
more” — it  almost  seemed  as  if  she  meant 
to  say  44  Wintlirops,”  and  the  Doctor  had 
a quick  vision  of  where  it  was  she  must 
consider  them  to  be,  but  she  substituted 
“troubles,”  and  added  that  she  should 
be  much  relieved  if  Margaret  could  be 
“brought  in”  (from  the  harassing  Win- 
throp who  had  not  yet  gone)  to  that  fold 
of  peace  which,  she  gave  the  Doctor  to 
understand,  always  existed  at  her  side. 
That  day  of  happiness  (to-morrow),  when 
Margaret  was  to  return  to  her  4 4 dear  hus- 
band” (Lanse),  ought  not  to  be  marred 
by  any  “unseemly  contentions”  on  this. 

44  Poor  Gertrude!  how  it  reminds  me!” 
(Handkerch  ief . ) 

Much  as  he  admired  Katrina,  the  Doc- 
tor had  not  on  the  present  occasion  taken 
the  trouble  to  return  to  her  sitting-room 
to  inform  her  that  her  niece  was  being* 
“brought  in”  now  by  a harassing  Win- 
throp in  person,  and  that  she  was  ill;  he 
considered  that  he  and  Celestine  were 
quite  enough. 

Winthrop  refused  their  aid.  He  car- 
ried Margaret  up  the  stairs  and  across  the 
hall  to  her  own  room,  where  he  laid  her 
down  upon  the  bed.  It  had  not  been 
sleep,  after  all;  she  was  again  uncon- 
scious. 

44 1 will  wait  below,  Doctor.  Come  and 
tell  me,  please,  what  you  make  out.” 

The  Doctor  had  divined  a good  deal 
during  this  last  quarter  of  an  hour.  In 
this  stricken  woman,  this  abruptly  speak- 
ing man,  he  felt  the  close  presence  of 
something  he  fully  believed  in,  old  though 
he  was— overwhelming  love.  Placid  as 
they  were,  it  could  bring  only  unhappi- 
ness. He  had  no  confidence  whatever  in 
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Winthrop,  simply  because  he  was  a man. 
In  such  situations  men  were  selfish  (he 
himself  should  have  been  no  better).  Of 
course  at  the  time  they  did  not  call  it  self- 
ishness; they  called  it  devotion.  But  in 
Margaret  his  confidence  was  absolute. 
And  it  was  with  a deep,  tender  pity  for 
her,  for  all  she  had  still  to  go  through, 
that  he  now  bent  over  her. 

Winthrop  had  gone  down-stairs ; he 
paced  to  and  fro  in  the  long  stone-flagged 
hall  below.  The  door  stood  open  ; the 
deep  soft  blue  of  the  Florida  sky  filled 
the  square  frame.  “ If  she  only  lifts  her 
head  again — if  only  she  doesn’t  die !”  This 
was  the  paralyzing  dread  that  held  him 
now  like  a suffocation.  He  kept  think- 
ing how  like  a dead  person  she  had  look- 
ed as  he  laid  her  down.  “If  she  only 
comes  to,  if  she  only  revives,  I will  go 
away,  and  stay  away.”  In  his  fear,  he 
could  consent  to  anything. 

The  Doctor  came  down  after  a while. 
They  were  two  men  together,  so  their 
words  were  not  many;  they  were  just 
enough  to  answer  the  purpose.  “ I think 
I can  assure  you  that  she  will  come  out  of 
it  safely,”  the  Doctor  said.  “She  seems 
unaccountably  weak:  she  will  have  to 
keep  her  bed  for  a while ; but  I am  almost 
positive  that  it  is  not  going  to  be  one  of 
those  long  illnesses  which  sometimes  fol- 
low attacks  of  this  sort.” 

“I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,”  Winthrop 
answered.  “If  you  would  let  me  know 
from  time  to  time  ? This  is  my  New  York 
address.”  He  scribbled  it  on  a card.  “It 
will  be  more  satisfactory  to  hear  directly 
from  you.” 

“You  are  going  ?” 

“ Back  to  New  York.  Immediately.” 

“Oh,”  said  the  Doctor.  Then, 44  Ah,” 
he  added,  this  time  with  the  accepting  fall- 
ing inflection. 

Winthrop  was  behaving  much  better 
then  he  had  thought  he  would.  All  the 
same,  it  was  now  the  part  of  every  one  to 
speed  him  on  Ids  way.  The  Doctor  was 
a good  man;  he  was  also  a High  Church- 
mau,  with  the  deepest  veneration  for  the 
sanctity  of  marriage.  He  was  a conserv- 
ative in  all  things.  Yes,  then,  in  spite 
of  everything,  this  Northerner  must  be 
speeded  on  his  way. 

All  the  same,  he  was  ardently  sorry  for 


do  something  for  the  man,  and  this  was 
all  he  could  do. 

He  returned  to  his  patient.  Winthrop 
went  out  to  order  the  negroes  to  rehar- 
ness the  horses  that  had  brought  him  from 
the  river. 

He  came  back  while  they  were  making 
ready.  The  lower  door  still  stood  open ; 
the  house  was  very  quiet.  He  stole  up- 
stairs and  listened  for  a moment  in  the 
hall,  near  Margaret’s  room.  There  was 
no  sound  within.  He  had  the  man’s  usu- 
al fear  — non-comprehension — of  a wo- 
man’s illness.  “Why  are  they  so  quiet 
in  there?”  he  thought.  “Why  don't 
they  speak  ? What  are  they  doing  to 
her  ?” 

But  there  was  a very  good  reason  for 
the  stillness:  the  Doctor  had  given  Mar- 
garet a powerful  sedative,  and  he  and  Ce- 
lestine  were  quietly  waiting  for  the  full 
effect. 

Winthrop  at  length  left  the  door;  he 
realized  that  this  was  not  a good  begin- 
ning in  the  carrying  out  of  his  promise  to 
himself.  The  Doctor  was  not  a man  to 
lie.  Margaret  of  course  was  not  serious- 
ly ill,  or  he  would  at  once  have  said  so. 

As  he  passed  down  the  hall  on  his  way 
to  the  stairs  again  he  happened  to  have 
a glimpse  into  a room  whose  door  stood 
partly  open ; here,  ranged  in  order,  locked 
and  ready,  were  Margaret’s  trunks,  pre- 
pared for  the  journey  to  Fernandina. 

Well,  if  he  was  to  get  away  at  all,  he 
must  go  at  once.  ^ 

Two  weeks  passed  before  the  Doctor 
would  allow  his  patient  to  begin  her  night 
without  an  opiate  to  numb  her  constant 
weariness  into  some  semblance  of  rest. 
During  this  time  he  himself  did  not  leave 
East  Angels. 

If  he  had  known  these  facts,  Evert  Win- 
throp might  have  had  grounds  for  accus- 
ing him  of  some  concealments.  But  when 
the  Doctor  gave  his  first  answer  he  really 
believed  what  he  said.  Margaret  had  not 
rallied  as  he  had  thought  she  would ; her 
strength  had  not  come  quickly  back.  Ce- 
lestine  was  her  devoted  nurse  by  night 
and  by  day.  And  the  two  powers  togeth- 
er, physician  and  attendant,  kept  every 
one  else  from  the  room;  without  a word 
to  each  other  on  this  subject,  firmly  they 
maintained  the  rule. 


him.  “I  will  write  with  great  regulari- 
ty,” he  said,  extending  his  hand  in  good- 
by.  “I  will  write  three  times  a week,” 


Aunt  Katrina,  as  usual,  made  her  la- 
ment over  the  plain  facts  before  her: 
Aunt  Katrina  always  held  to  the  facts. 
“What  a pity  that  it  should  have  hap- 
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pened  now,  at  the  very  moment  when 
Lanse  is  expecting  her!  Now  he  will 
have  to  wait.  Margaret,  poor  child,  has 
next  to  no  stamina,  and  in  the  long-run 
that  tells.  I have  often  wished  that  I 
could  give  her  some  of  my  endurance, 
which  has  borne  me  through  so  much! 
But  all  the  Beekmans  are  noted  for  their 
wonderful  fortitude  ; it’s  constitutional 
with  us,  I think.” 

At  the  beginning  of  the  third  week  the 
pale  woman  in  the  darkened  room  began 
to  recover  some  of  her  vitality;  she  asked 
to  have  the  curtains  drawn  aside  so  that 
she  could  see  the  sky  again ; she  spoke  to 
them ; she  refused  their  opiates,  even  the 
mildest.  The  Doctor  remained  several 
days  longer.  Then,  as  the  improvement 
continued,  he  went  up  to  Gracias  ; he 
thought  he  might  as  well  see  what  the 
student  whom  he  had  taken  into  his  office 
had  been  making  of  his  other  patients 
meanwhile,  this  student  being  Reuben 
Boise,  brother  of  Jeremiah  Boise,  the  law- 
yer from  Maine  (whose  chest  had  gained 
in  breadth  two  full  inches  under  the  Doc- 
tor’s ministrations). 

That  night,  about  one  o’clock,  Margaret 
spoke.  4 4 Celestine  ?” 

A tall  figure  appeared  from  a dark  cor- 
ner. 

“I  told  you  not  to  sit  up  to-night;  I 
feel  perfectly  well.” 

“There’s  a lounge  here,  Miss  Margaret. 
I can  lay  down  nice  as  can  be.” 

“No,  you  are  not  to  stay;  I do  not 
wish  it.” 

Celestine  demurred.  But  as  Margaret 
held  to  her  point,  she  yielded  finally,  and 
went  out.  Some  minutes  after  the  door 
had  closed,  with  a slow  effort  Margaret 
raised  herself.  Then  she  sat  resting  for 
a while  on  the  edge  of  her  bed.  Her  hair, 
braided  by  Celestine  in  two  long  plaits 
whose  soft  ends  curled,  gave  her  the  look 
of  a school-girl.  But  the  face  was  very 
far  from  that  of  a school-girl;  in  the 
faint  light  of  the  night-lamp,  the  large 
sad  eyes  and  parted  lips  were  those  of  a 
woman.  She  rose  to  her  feet  at  last,  feet 
fair  on  the  dark  carpet;  her  long  white 
draperies,  bordered  with  lace,  clung  about 
her.  With  a step  that  still  betrayed 
weakness,  she  crossed  the  room  to  a desk, 
unlocked  it,  and  took  something  out.  It 
was  a little  picture  in  a slender  gilt  frame. 
She  stood  looking  at  this  for  a moment. 
Then  she  sank  down  beside  the  lounge, 
resting  her  arm  and  head  upon  it,  and 

Digitized  by  Google 


holding  her  poor  treasure  to  her  heart. 
She  held  it  closely;  the  sharp  edge  of  the 
frame  made  a deep  dent  there;  and  she 
was  glad  that  it  hurt  her,  that  it  bruised 
the  white  flesh  and  left  a pain.  At  first 
her  eyes  remained  dry.  Then  her  wretch- 
edness overcame  her,  and  she  began  to 
cry : being  a woman,  she  must  cry.  Her 
life  stretched  out  before  her.  If  only  she 
were  old ; but  she  might  live  forty  years 
more — forty  years!  “And  I have  sent 
him  away  from  me.  Oh,  how  can  I bear 
it !”— this  was  what  she  was  saying  to  her- 
self over  and  over  again. 

If  the  man  whose  picture  she  held  could 
have  heard  the  words  her  heart  spoke  to 
him  that  night — the  unspeakable  tender- 
ness of  her  love  for  him,  the  strength,  the 
unconscious  violence  almost,  of  its  sweet 
overwhelming  tide — no  bolts,  no  bars,  no 
promises  even,  could  have  kept  him  from 
her. 

But  he  could  not  hear.  Only  that  Un- 
seen Presence  who  knows  all  our  secrets, 
our  pitiful,  aching,  closely  hidden  secrets 
— only  this  Counsellor  heard  Margaret 
that  night;  guardian  angel,  is  it  ? or  may 
it  be  sometimes  the  mother’s  spirit  that 
comes  back  to  help  her  daughter  ? (For 
our  mother  never  forgets  us,  I think,  even 
in  heaven.)  This  Unseen  Presence  is  al- 
ways merciful;  much  more  merciful  than 
man  would  ever  be.  Margaret,  walking 
up  and  down  the  floor,  now  with  sobbing 
breath  and  bent  head,  now  with  dreaming 
happiness  in  her  eyes  as  she  lost  herself 
for  a moment  in  adoring  fancies ; and  now 
again  with  the  pallor  of  exaltation  and 
self-sacrifice,  only  to  be  succeeded  by  an- 
other access  of  despair,  when,  prone  on 
the  couch,  the  picture  held  again  to  her 
heart,  she  realized  what  it  would  be  to  go 
on,  day  by  day,  without  him,  never  to  see 
him  (for  to  that  it  must  come),  the  man 
who  held  her  whole  being  in  his  hand — 
this  is  what  the  Unseen  Presence  beheld 
that  night  in  the  faintly  lighted  room  with- 
out one  word  of  reproach. 

Women  who  love  but  once,  women  re- 
served, restrained,  apparently  cold,  love, 
if  they  love  at  all,  like  that. 

As  she  herself  had  said,  4 4 Oh,  not  to 
care  so  much !” 

And  again,  in  her  self-abasement,  she 
had  moaned,  “It  is  of  such  that  the  good 
are  made.” 

Some  of  the  good,  no  doubt.  But  those 
who  can  feel  temptation  in  its  utmost 
force,  and  yet  resist  it,  stand  higher,  Mar- 
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garet,  than  those  who  have  never  felt  it  at 
all,  or  only  in  small  degree.  They  are 
very  sweet — some  of  these  saints  in  whose 
gentle  breasts  nothing  answers  when 
Temptation  calls.  But  there  is  another 
sweetness,  that  which,  after  long  pain  and 
suffering  and  struggle,  comes  with  the 
hard-won  victory. 

For  these  tempests  of  fiercely  torturing 
feelings,  the  longing  love,  the  relapses 
into  hopelessness,  and  then  the  slow,  slow 
return  toward  self-control  again,  the  mer- 
ciful Unseen  Presence  had  no  rebukes  at 
all — not  one;  only  pity  the  most  tender. 
For  it  knew  that  this  was  a last  struggle ; 
it  knew  that  this  conscience  would  at  the 
end,  though  torn  and  crushed,  come  out 
on  the  side  of  duty  and  of  right — that 
strange  hard  right  which,  were  this  life 
all,  would  be  plain  wrong.  And  Marga- 
ret herself  knew  it  also,  yes,  even  now 
miserably  knew  (and  rebelled  against  it) 
that  she  should  come  out  on  that  hard 
side,  and  from  that  side  go  forward. 
It  would  be  blindly,  stubbornly;  there 
could  be  for  her  no  hope  of  happiness; 
she  scorned  make-believes  and  substitutes; 
lies  were  no  better  because  they  were  pi- 
ous lies.  She  could  endure,  and  she  must 
endure;  and  that  was  all.  She  could  see 
no  further  before  her  now  than  the  next 
step  in  her  path.  But  that  was  the  way 
it  would  be — from  step  to  step  only : drea- 
ry, dull,  always  the  same  effort:  that 
would  be  her  life. 

She  did  not  come  fully  to  this  now; 
her  love  still  tortured  her;  she  still  wept, 
and  wept.  And  then  at  last  the  merciful 
Presence  gently  touched  her  hot  eyes  and 
despairing  heart,  and,  with  the  picture 
still  in  her  hand,  she  sank  into  dreamless- 
ness, a lethargy  of  exhaustion. 

When  Celestine  ventured  to  steal  softly 
in  an  hour  later,  she  found  her  charge, 
like  a figure  of  snow,  on  the  floor,  the 
lamp-light  shining  across  the  white  throat, 
the  only  place  where  its  ray  touched  her. 

The  New  England  woman  bent  over 
her  noiselessly.  Then  she  lifted  her.  As 
she  did  so  the  little  picture  dropped;  she 
had  no  need  to  take  it  up  to  know  whose 
face  was  there.  “ Poor  child !” — this  was 
the  old  maid's  mute  cry.  She  had  the 
pity  of  a woman  for  a woman. 

She  placed  Margaret  in  bed;  then  lift- 
ing the  picture  with  a delicate  modesty 
which  there  was  no  one  there  to  see,  she 
put  it  hurriedly  back  into  Margaret’s  hand 
withouLlooking  at  it,  and  laid  the  hand 
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where  it  had  been,  across  the  fair  breast. 
“When  she  comes  to,  first  thing  she’ll 
remember  it  and  worry.  And  then  she'll 
find  it  there,  and  think  nobody  knows — 
she’ll  think  she  went  back  to  bed  her- 
self.” Thus  she  guarded  her. 

Grim,  flat-chested  old  Celestine  believed 
ardently,  like  the  Doctor,  in  love.  But 
like  the  Doctor,  too,  she  believed  that  mar- 
riage should  be  held  indissoluble  ; the  Car- 
olina High-Churchman  and  the  Vermont 
Calvinist  were  agreed  at  least  in  this.  Mis- 
takes were  plenty,  of  course;  but  when 
once  they  had  been  made,  there  was  no 
remedy  in  this  life;  of  this  she  was  sure. 
But  how  if  one  happened  to  be  bound 
upon  the  rack  meanwhile — a woman,  for 
instance — how  then?  Margaret  was  on 
the  rack  now. 

The  dress-maker,  after  looking  at  her 
tear- wet  face,  went  off  and  dropped  down 
on  her  knees  in  the  dark  corner  to  “offer 
prayer.”  But  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life  she  found  no  words  ready;  what,  in- 
deed, should  she  pray  for  ? That  Marga- 
ret might  die  ? She  was  too  fond  of  her 
for  that.  That  Lanse  might  be  taken  ? 
That  had  a murderous  sound,  even  if  you 
called  it  “taken.”  That  Margaret’s  love 
might  cease?  But  she  knew  very  well 
that  it  would  not.  So  all  she  said  was, 
“O  Lord,  help  her!”  very  fervently. 
Then  she  got  up  and  briskly  set  about 
applying  restoratives. 

A week  later,  when  Margaret  had  left 
her  room  for  the  first  time,  Celestine,  at 
work  there  alone,  restoring  for  her  own 
satisfaction  that  folded,  speckless,  laven- 
der-scented order  over  every  inch  in 
which  her  soul  delighted,  found  upon  the 
hearth,  mixed  with  the  ashes,  some  burn- 
ed bent  metal  fragments  that  had  once 
been  gilded — the  top  of  a little  frame. 
She  knew  then  that  the  last  sacrifice  had 
been  accomplished.  A small  one,  a de- 
tail; but  to  women  the  details  are  hard- 
est. 

Celestine  thereafter  thought  of  Marga- 
ret with  almost  the  same  reverence  (her 
highest  for  human  beings)  which  she 
gave  to  missionaries.  Missionaries  to  Af- 
rica. 

Nothing,  however,  could  have  made  the 
dress-maker  put  any  of  these  feelings  of 
hers  into  words,  not  even  mute  ones, 
spoken  to  herself  alone.  For  the  sub- 
ject, pure  and  beautiful  as  it  was  (and 
her  spinster  mind  dimly  recognized  that 
it  was  the  most  beautiful  thing  if  had  ever 
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come  near),  this  subject  in  itself  lay  too 
near  the  border  beyond  which  began  what 
she  called  “ Iniquity.”  That  it  stood  there 
without  yielding, that  it  would  never  over- 
pass, this  she  knew  absolutely.  And  this 
she  was  proud  of.  But  instinctively  she 
felt,  too,  that  it  was  “ no  place  for  single 
women.”  And  she  kept  up  all  the  time 
a belief,  like  a tall  screen,  that  in  reality 
she  knew  “nothing  about  it — the  whole 
affair.”  Her  virginal  old  feelings,  shy, 
shrinking,  and  a little  dry,  had  to  have 
that  as  a refuge. 

“I  say,  Morehouse,  I’ve  never  known 
Evert  Winthrop  to  work  as  hard  as  he’s 
doing  now,”  a man  in  “iron”  remarked 
one  day,  in  New  York,  not  long  after  this, 
to  another  of  the  same  guild.  “ I thought 
he’d  got  through.  He  made  enough  for 
ten  when  he  was  in  before,  and  I never 
thought  he  cared  about  money-making 
just  for  its  own  sake.” 

“Then  that’s  where  you’re  mistaken,” 
Morehouse  responded.  “ Winthrop’s  am- 
bitious—that’s  it.  Awful  thing  — ambi- 
tion; curse  of  the  country.  I can  tell 
yer  that,  Jackson.”  He  spoke  in  a mor- 
alizing tone. 

“ Oh,  is  it  ? Who  made  a clean  sweep 
not  three  months  ago,  and  left  us  all 
sprawling?”  demanded  Jackson,  sarcas- 
tically. 

Winthrop  was  ambitious;  ambitious  of 
fully  occupying  himself,  if  that  were  pos- 
sible. It  was  not  always  easy.  His  face 
began  to  wear  a stern  expression.  “ How 
he  drives  things !”  people  said. 

The  Doctor  had  kept  him  strictly  in- 
formed of  Mrs.  Harold’s  health.  At  first 
the  letters  were  all  the  same.  But  after 
a while  he  had  wrritten  that  he  wras  glad 
to  say  that  she  was  much  better.  And 
then  he  wrote  that  she  was  well.  For  a 
long  time  to  come,  however  (he  added), 
any  over-pressure  or  excitement  would  be 
sure  to  prey  upon  and  exhaust  her  nerv- 
ous energy.  And  then,  in  case  of  a sec- 
ond attack,  he  should  not  be  able  to  an- 
swer for  the  consequences ; an  illness, 
months  long,  would  probably  be  the  least 
of  them.  Later  he  wrote  that  Mrs.  Har- 
old’s strength  would  not  now  be  taxed 
by  any  more  “untoward  interruptions”; 
she  had  made  her  intended  journey  to 
Fernandina,  he  was  glad  to  say,  and  had 
returned  in  safety,  Mr.  Harold  having  re- 
turned with  her.  Everything  was  now 
very  comfortably  arranged  at  East  An- 
gels; Mr.  Harold  had  the  west  rooms,  and 
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the  men  he  had  brought  with  him  -he 
had  three  at  present — seemed  to  under- 
stand their  duties  fairly  well.  Mr.  Har- 
old was  carried  every  evening  into  Mrs. 
Rutherford’s  sitting-room,  which  was  an 
agreeable  change  for  all.  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford herself  had  improved  wonderfully 
since  her  nephew's  arrival. 

Concerning  these  letters  of  his  to  Evert 
Winthrop  the  Doctor  felt  such  a deep 
sense  of  responsibility  that,  short  as  they 
were,  he  wrote  them  and  rewrote  them, 
inspecting  each  phrase  from  every  possi- 
ble point  of  view  before  his  flourishing 
old-fashioned  quill  finally  set  it  down. 

This  last  result  of  his  selection  of  the 
fittest, Winthrop  received  one  morning  at 
breakfast.  He  read  it;  then  started  out 
and  went  through  his  day  as  usual,  hav- 
ing occupations  and  engagements  to  fill 
every  hour.  But  days  end ; always  that 
last  ten  minutes  at  night  will  come,  no 
matter  how  one  may  put  it  off.  Win- 
throp put  off  his  until  after  midnight. 
But  one  o’clock  found  him  caught  at  last ; 
he  was  alone  before  his  fire;  he  could  no 
longer  prevent  himself  from  taking  out 
that  letter  again  and  brooding  over  it. 

He  imagined  East  Angels,  he  imagined 
Lanse;  he  imagined  him  in  Aunt  Katri- 
na’s pleasant  room,  with  the  bright  little 
evening  fire  sparkling  on  the  hearth, with 
Aunt  Katrina  herself  beaming  and  happy, 
and  Margaret  near.  Yes,  Lanse  had  ev- 
erything; he  had  always  had  everything. 
He  had  never  worked  an  hour  in  his  life; 
he  had  pleased  himself  invariably;  he 
had  given  heed  to  no  one  and  yielded  to 
no  one;  and  now  when  he  was  forced  at 
last  by  sheer  physical  disability  to  return 
home,  all  comfort,  all  devotion  awaited 
him  there,  bestowed,  too,  by  the  very  per- 
sons he  had  most  neglected  and  wronged. 
“Unjust!  unjust!” — this  was  his  bitter 
thought. 

If  it  had  not  been  for  the  fear  that  kept 
him  all  the  time  fettered  he  would  have 
thrown  everything  to  the  winds  and  start- 
ed again  for  Florida  that  night;  he  would 
have  swept  the  woman  he  loved  out  of 
that  house,  and  borne  her  away  some- 
where— anywhere — and  he  should  have 
felt  that  he  was  justified  in  doing  it.  But 
Margaret— he  had  always  to  reckon  with 
that  determination  of  hers  to  do  what  was 
right,  even  in  the  face  of  her  own  despair. 
And  as  to  what  was  right  he  had  never 
been  able  in  the  least  to  confuse  her,  to 

change  her,  as  a man  can  often  change 
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the  woman  who  loves  him.  Just  the 
same  she  saw  it  now,  and  had  seen  it  from 
the  beginning,  in  spite  of  all  his  argu- 
ments and  pleadings,  in  spite  of  all  her 
own. 

She  loved  him ; but  she  would  not  yield ; 
and  these  two  forces,  both  so  strong  that 
they  bent  her  and  swayed  her  like  tor- 
turers— if  the  strife  should  begin  again  be- 
tween them,  as  it  must  if  he  should  go  to 
her  entreating,  was  there  not  danger  (as 
the  Doctor,  indeed,  had  written)  that  her 
life  would  give  way  under  it,  perhaps 
end  ? He  had  never  forgotten  the  feeling 
in  his  arms  of  her  inert  form  as  he  laid  it 
down  that  day  upon  the  bed,  the  help- 
less fallen  hands,  the  white  still  face.  He 
should  not  be  able  to  overpower — he  felt 
that  he  should  not— that  something,  some- 
thing stronger  than  herself,  which  he  had 
seen  looking  from  her  eyes  that  day  in 
the  orange  grove;  this  would  remain  un- 
changed, unconquered,  though  he  should 
have  carried  her  away  from  everybody,  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  though — she 
loved  him. 

He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  No; 
first  of  all  she  must  not  die.  For  there 
was  always  the  chance  that  Lanse  him- 
self might  die:  this  did  not  seem  to  him 
a murderous  thought,  as  it  had  seemed  to 
poor  Celestine;  if  it  was  to  happen,  it  was 
to  happen,  and  nothing  he  could  do  would 
hasten  or  delay  it.  Meanwhile  the  chance 
existed.  It  came  across  him  suddenly 
that  Lanse  would  probably  be  quite  will- 
ing to  discuss  it  with  him;  he  would  say, 
“Well,  you  know,  I can’t  quite  die  to 
please  you;  but  if  things  are  as  you  say, 
I perfectly  appreciate  liow  very  conven- 
ient it  would  be.”  Lanse  had  no  fear  of 
death.  He  called  it  “a  natural  change.” 
None  but  a fool,  he  said,  could  fear  the 
natural. 

Winthrop  got  up  at  last  and  went  to 
the  window.  The  brilliantly  lighted  street 
lay  below  him;  but  he  was  not  thinking 
of  New  York.  He  was  thinking  of  that 
old  gray- white  house  in  the  South,  the 
house  he  had  been  fond  of,  but  whose 
door  was  now  closed  to  him,  perhaps  for- 
ever. For,  unexplainably,  though  he 
hoped  for  Lanse's  death,  he  had  not  the 
slightest  expectation  of  it  in  reality.  Both 
he  and  Margaret  had  the  sense  of  a long, 
long  life  before  them.  There  would  be 
no  change,  no  relief,  nothing  unusual  or 
exciting;  only  the  slow  flight  of  the  long 
days  aiuLyears,  and  that  would  be  all. 
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He  came  back  to  his  hearth;  the  fire  had 
died;  he  sat  down  and  stared  at  the  ashes. 

The  picture  he  had  seen  had  been  a cor- 
rect one.  That  same  night  the  little  light- 
wood  glow  that  Aunt  Katrina  liked  to  see 
in  the  evening  had  shown  itself  gayly  on 
her  hearth  at  East  Angels,  throwing  out 
its  faint  sweet  odor  of  the  pine;  the  three 
lamps  were  shaded  in  rose-color;  a little 
table  in  one  corner  held  delicate  cups  and 
the  old  silver  coffee-pot  of  Cornelius  Beek- 
man.  Lanse  always  wished  coffee  after 
his  dinner,  and  Aunt  Katrina,  learning 
this,  was  determined  that  he  should  have 
it  “properly”;  so  she  sent  north  for  the 
cups  and  the  massive  squat  old  coffee-pot 
and  sugar-bowl  of  her  grandfather,  a 
highly  respectable  old  Dutchman,  whom 
his  granddaughter  considered  still  (in 
memory)  one  of  the  bulwarks  of  the 
Hudson. 

Lanse  himself  was  extended  upon  a 
sofa,  luxuriously  propped  with  cushions. 
He  looked  well;  he  even  looked  hand- 
some. Aunt  Katrina  declared  that  all 
his  old  beauty  was  coming  back  to  him; 
he  had  lost  flesh,  and  the  well-cut  line  of 
his  features,  the  light  of  his  deep  brown 
eyes,  had  the  predominance  now  over  the 
once  threatening  aspect  of  bulk.  His  roll 
of  fish-nets — for  he  had  carried  out  his 
idea  of  learning  to  make  them — lay  near 
him;  within  reach,  too,  was  the  beloved 
volume  of  Mino  outlines.  But  at  present 
he  was  occupied  with  neither  of  these,  he 
was  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  a 
bird.  The  little  creature  lay  extended  on 
the  palm  of  his  right  hand;  Lanse  was 
surveying  it  thoughtfully,  while  with  his 
left  he  stroked  his  thick  short  beard,  in 
the  way  that  was  habitual  with  him. 

He  knew  much  of  birds.  But  he  was 
not  sure  about  this  one.  It  had  been  shot 
that  afternoon  on  the  barren  by  one  of 
his  men,  and  he  had  given  the  fellow  a 
piece  of  his  mind,  too,  about  it ! To  shoot 
harmless  creatures  that  were  not  to  be 
used  as  food— Lanse  detested  that.  The 
little  dead  songster  was  very  beautiful ; his 
tiny  throat  was  like  dark  green  velvet,  his 
plumage  of  brighter  green  and  gold. 

Margaret  sat  near  a table  which  held 
one  of  the  lamps;  she  was  sewing.  Her 
dress  of  pale  soft  silk,  the  old  gleam  of  a 
few  jewels,  the  mist  of  lace— all  this  was 
as  it  had  been  in  the  house  on  the  point. 

At  the  corner  of  the  hearth  was  Aunt 
Katrina;  as  Winthrop  had  imagined,  she 

had  a very  beaming  face.  She  cared 
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more  for  Lanse  than  for  any  one  in  the 
world.  Real  tears  of  motherly  joy  had 
hi  led  her  eyes  the  6rst  time  he  had  been 
brought  in  to  see  her  after  his  arrival. 

“Comical,  isn’t  it,  Aunt  K.,  that  nei- 
ther of  us  can  stir  a step?”  had  been 
Lanse’s  greeting.  “There  must  be  rheu- 
matism on  one  side  of  the  family  tree, 
gout  on  the  other.” 

“Gout,  gout,”  said  the  lady.  “Sup- 
pressed gout,”  she  explained,  with  gentle 
emphasis. 

On  the  present  evening  Dr.  Kirby  had 
been  paying  them  a visit.  He  had  had 
two  cups  of  the  delicious  coffee;  he  had 
played  several  games  of  backgammon 
with  the  fascinating  Kate.  Then  he  had 
been  obliged  to  take  leave,  as  he  was  to 
ride  back  to  Gracias  that  night,  the  moon 
being  full. 


Aunt  Katrina  had  enjoyed  his  visit:  she 
always  enjoyed  his  visits.  But  even  more 
did  she  enjoy  the  presence  of  her  boy;  she 
now  sat  leaning  back  and  looking  at  him 
in  placid  satisfaction,  holding  up,  mean- 
while, according  to  her  custom,  her  little 
silken  hand-screen  between  her  face  and 
the  fire. 

“Oh,  isn’t  this  comfortable  ?”  she  broke 
out  at  last — exclamation  of  sheer  content. 
“And  to  think  how  many  years , Lanse, 
we  were  without  you !” 

“ I’m  not  satisfied  about  this  bird  yet, 
Gretchen,”  remarked  Lanse,  still  absorb- 
ed. “ I wish  you  would  write  to-morrow 
to  Greeno  about  it  for  me.  If  you  like. 
I’ll  dictate  the  description,  now  to  save 
time.” 

And  then  his  wife  put  down  her  work, 
and  rose  to  get  pen  and  paper. 


CATTLE-RAISING  ON  THE  PLAINS. 

BY  FRANK  WILKES0N. 


ALL  the  region  lyingbetween  the  Sierra 
Nevada  Mountains  and  the  101st  me- 
ridian I rightly  designate  as  the  arid  zone. 
The  tract  of  land  lying  between  the  97tli 
and  101st  meridians  I properly  designate 
as  semi-arid.  The  western  portion  of  the 
semi-arid  belt  is  much  drier  than  the 
eastern.  West  of  the  101st  meridian  the 
land  is,  as  a whole,  unfit  for  agriculture, 
owing  to  insufficiency  of  rainfall.  West- 
ward from  the  95th  meridian  the  rainfall 
steadily  diminishes,  and  the  altitude  of 
the  land  increases.  Along  the  95th  me- 
ridian there  is  an  annual  rainfall  of  about 
37  inches,  15  of  which  fall  during  the 
autumn  and  winter;  along  the  97th  me- 
ridian, about  32  inches,  10  of  which  fall 
during  the  autumn  and  winter;  along 
the  99th  meridian,  about  27  inches,  10  of 
which  fall  during  the  autumn  and  win- 
ter; along  the  101st  meridian,  about  17 
inches,  5 of  which  fall  during  the  au- 
tumn and  winter;  at  Denver,  about  13 
inches.  In  the  basin  lying  between  the 
Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Sierra  Nevada 
Mountains  little  rain  falls.  The  pecul- 
iarities of  the  climate  west  of  the  101st 
meridian  are  determined  by  the  direction 
of  the  wind  and  the  physical  configu- 
ration of  the  country.  The  prevailing 
winds  on  the  Pacific  coast  are  westerly. 

the  warm  Japan  stream, 
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they  strike  the  coast  heavily  laden  with 
vapor.  During  the  summer,  when  the 
land  is  warmer  than  the  water,  the  moist- 
ure these  winds  carry  is  not  precipitated 
in  crossing  the  Sierra  Nevada  Mountains 
or  the  Rocky  Mountains,  nor  is  it  pre- 
cipitated in  the  arid  basins,  or  on  the 
parched  plains,  where  the  air  is  heated  as 
if  by  a furnace.  In  the  winter  the  land 
is  colder  than  the  water.  The  air  is  chill- 
ed as  it  sweeps  over  the  Coast  Range  of 
mountains.  Precipitation  sets  in.  Then 
crossing  the  Sierra  Nevada  Mountains, 
the  westerly  winds  sweep  across  the  arid 
basin  lying  east  of  that  mountain  system, 
and  strike  the  Rocky  Mountains,  consist- 
ing generally  of  three  lofty  and  parallel 
ranges.  The  excessive  cold  encountered 
on  these  snowy  heights,  where  the  mer- 
cury stands  far  below  zero  for  months, 
wrings  the  last  particle  of  precipitable 
moisture  from  the  clouds,  and  they  dis- 
appear, leaving  a cloudless  sky  over  the 
great  plains.  The  truth  of  this  theory  is 
shown  by  the  snowfall  in  the  mountains.^ 
From  fifteen  to  twenty  feet  of  packed \ 
snow  falls  in  the  Cascade  Mountains  in  \ 
Washington  Territory.  The  snowfall  in 
the  Sierra  Nevadas  is  almost  as  great.  In 
the  third  range  of  the  Rockies  I have  seen 
sixteen  feet  of  snow  in  the  timber;  in  the 
second  range,  seldom  more  than  six  feet; 
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in  the  front  range,  not  more  than  three  or 
four  feet  falls.  The  rain-storms  that  oc- 
casionally rage  over  the  arid  plains  during 
the  summer  are  probably  bred  among  the 
mountains,  where  the  snow  lies.  The  pe- 
culiarities of  the  climate  of  the  cattle  or 
range  country  are  probably  unchangeable, 
and  if  it  is  to  remain  a grazing  country,  it 
is  essential  that  it  remain  arid. 

By  the  middle  of  July  the  grass  on 
nearly  all  the  cattle  ranges  is  dry.  It  has 
ripened.  It  is  dead.  Nature  has  not 
saved  the  cattle-growers  the  labor  of  pro- 
viding winter’s  food  for  their  animals,  as 
they  would  have  the  ignorant  believe; 
but  she  has,  in  conformity  with  her  laws 
governing  plant  life  in  an  arid  land,  hast- 
ened the  growth  of  the  grass,  and  brought 
it  to  early  maturity.  After  the  grass  is 
thoroughly  dry,  every  rain  that  falls  in- 
jures it  by  washing  out  some  of  its  nutri- 
ment. This  being  so,  it  is  easy  to  see  why 
the  rains  that  fall  in  late  summer  and  au- 
tumn are  dreaded  by  the  cattle-raisers. 
If  but  little  rain  falls  after  the  grass  is 
dead,  the  stronger  cattle  can  live  through 
almost  any  winter,  it  matters  not  how  se- 
vere it  may  be,  provided  the  range  is  not 
overstocked.  But  if  a large  portion  of 
the  nutriment  has  been  washed  out  of  the 
grass  by  unseasonable  rains,  and  this  dis- 
aster is  followed  by  a hard  winter,  many 
thousands  of  range  and  pilgrim  cattle  die. 
It  is  not  possible  for  an  animal  to  eat  suf- 
ficient quantities  of  dead,  water -soaked 
grass  to  supply  the  fire  of  life  with  fuel. 

During  the  winter  of  1871  and  1872  I en- 
gaged in  the  handling  of  Texas  cattle  in 
the  semi-arid  belt  of  Kansas.  I had  pro- 
vided no  food  for  my  stock.  I knew  that 
cattle  could  and  did  winter  on  the  plains 
far  north  and  west  of  where  I was;  but  I 
did  not  know  that  there  was  a difference 
in  the  nutritious  qualities  of  the  different 
prairie  grasses.  I did  not  understand  the 
peculiarities  of  the  climate  of  the  semi- 
arid  belt,  nor  the  effects  of  rain  falling  on 
dead  grass.  Stupid  of  me,  of  course,  but 
I had  plenty  of  company.  My  neighbors 
were  bright  Germans,  intelligent  English- 
men, and  keen  Americans  from  almost 
every  State  in  the  Union.  We  were  a 
hopeful  band,  young,  strong,  and  eager. 
When  we  gathered  into  our  wretched  hov- 
els o’  nights,  and  the  pipes  were  glowing, 
our  talk  was  of  cattle,  cattle,  cattle.  The 
sales  of  steers  off  the  range  at  six  cents  per 
pound,  live  weight,  made  the  previous 
spring,  were  strongly  dwelt  upon.  I was 
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repeatedly  assured  that  the  Kansas  win- 
ters were  so  mild  that  I would  not  need 
a coat.  The  height  the  new  prairie 
grass  would  surely  be  on  the  1st  of  March 
was  measured  on  table  legs  by  outstretch-' 
ed  and  dirty  index  fingers  for  my  instruc- 
tion and  encouragement.  There  wfas  not 
one  of  all  the  band  of  eager  men  who  rode 
the  Kansas  plains  in  those  days  who  did 
not  firmly  believe  that  our  fortunes  were 
made.  The  country  was  full  of  cattle. 
November  came  in  with  a blizzard,  and, 
with  slight  interruptions,  kindly  allowed 
by  Nature  for  the  purpose  of  affording  us 
opportunities  to  skin  dead  cattle,  the  bliz- 
zard lasted  until  March,  and  the  cold, 
stormy  weather  for  two  months  longer. 
There  was  no  new  grass  until  the  middle 
of  May.  In  all  the  Texas  herds  held  in 
Kansas  the  losses  were  heavy.  Hardly  a 
herd  lost  less  than  50  per  cent.,  and  60,  70, 
and  80  per  cent,  losses  were  common.  By 
spring  we  learned  that  great  herds  of 
heavy  beef  cattle,  held  on  the  Smoky, Cot- 
tonwood, and  Arkansas  rivers,  had  been 
frozen  on  the  range,  and  that  the  Tex- 
ans had  saddled  their  horses  and  gone 
home.  The  creeks  were  dammed  with  the 
decaying  carcasses  of  cattle.  The  air  was 
heavy  with  the  stench  of  decaying  ani- 
mals. The  cruelties  of  the  business  of 
starving  cattle  to  death  were  vividly  im- 
pressed on  me.  Every  wagon  sent  from 
the  cattle  ranges  to  the  railroad  towns 
was  loaded  with  hides.  The  next  sum- 
mer, bankruptcy  stalked  over  the  Kansas 
plains  and  struck  men  down.  Our  trou- 
ble was  that  none  of  us  knew  that  the  tall 
blue- joint  grass  was  worthless  for  winter 
feed  unless  it  were  made  into  hay,  none 
of  us  knew  that  the  fall  rains  had  washed 
the  nutriment  out  of  it,  and  none  of  us 
knew  that  about  once  in  ten  years  there 
is  a hard  winter  in  the  far  West,  during 
which  the  mercury  modestly  retires  into 
the  bulb  of  the  thermometer,  and  blizzard 
chases  blizzard  over  the  plains  in  quick 
succession.  Some  of  us  learned  the  les- 
son at  once;  others,  who  claimed  that 
the  cattle  needed  protection,  not  food, 
erected  sheds,  which  proved  to  be  death- 
traps, the  cattle  ‘‘stacking”  under  them 
during  cold  weather,  and  tried  it  again, 
and  went  into  bankruptcy  promptly  after 
the  second  venture.  As  it  was  in  Kansas, 
so  it  is,  in  a less  degree,  in  the  so-called 
“cattle  country.”  A wet  autumn,  follow- 
ed by  a hard  winter,  kills  the  cattle  held 
on  Northern  ranges  by  the  .thousand. 
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Where  are  the  cattle  ? The  cattle-grow- 
ers who  graze  their  herds  on  the  northern 
ranges  have  kept  the  fact  of  their  being 
engaged  in  that  business  so  constantly  be- 
fore the  public  that  they  have  created  the 
impression  that  the  larger  portion  of  the 
cattle  in  the  country  graze  on  the  arid 
plains  or  in  the  Rocky  Mountain  valleys 
and  parks.  This  is  a mistake. 

Given  a country  where  corn  thrives, 
there  will  be  found  cattle  and  hogs  in 
large  numbers.  All  intelligent  agricul- 
turists know  that  the  Mississippi  Valley 
is  divided  into  great  belts  of  land,  each 
distinguished  by  some  marked  peculiarity 
of  soil  and  climate  that  determines  the  use 
to  which  it  is  devoted.  The  upper  Missis- 
sippi V al  ley  is  wheat  land ; the  lower  upper, 
corn  land;  the  upper  lower,  cotton  land; 
$nd  the  lower,  so-called  sugar  land.  It  is 
true  that  corn  can  be  raised  in  the  wheat 
and  in  the  cotton  belt,  and  even  in  the  su- 
gar belt;  but  it  is  not  corn  as  the  Western 
corn-growers  use  the  word.  The  corn  belt 
proper  includes  Illinois,  Iowa,  Missouri, 
and  Eastern  Kansas  and  Nebraska.  Por- 
tions of  Ohio,  Indiana,  Kentucky,  and 
Tennessee  properly  belong  in  this  belt. 
But  I use  the  first  division  for  convenience 
of  illustration.  Where  corn  grows  to  per- 
fection there  is  always  plenty  of  feed  for  cat- 
tle. Millet  will  grow  and  yield  bountiful 
crops  throughout  the  region.  The  same  is 
true  of  oats;  and  wheat,  though  not  a sure 
crop  in  the  corn  belt,  is  extensively  sown. 

In  1870  there  were  22,501,337  domestic 
horned  cattle  in  the  United  States.  In 
1880  the  census  shows  that  there  were 
34,931,670  cattle  in  the  country — an  in- 
crease of  12,430,333  during  the  decade.  Of 
this  increase  5,022,968  were  in  the  five  corn 
States  of  Illinois,  Iowa,  Missouri,  Kansas, 
and  Nebraska.  When  the  last  census 
was  taken,  more  than  one-fourth  of  the 
cattle  in  the  country  were  in  those  States. 
In  1880  our  production  of  corn  was 
1,754,591,676  bushels.  The  five  corn  States 
produced  1,071,505,344  bushels  — more 
than  half  the  crop.  It  is  plainly  seen 
that  where  the  land  yields  large  crops  of 
com,  there  the  cattle  naturally  gravitate. 

In  1880  there  were,  in  all  that  extensive 
area  composed  of  Montana,  Wyoming, 
Colorado,  New  Mexico,  Arizona,  Utah, 
Idaho,  Nevada,  Oregon,  and  Washington, 
1,786,262  cattle,  or  594,714  less  than  there 
were  in  Illinois,  and  but  351,974  more  than 
there  were  in  the  young  State  of  Kansas. 
New  York,  which  is  never  spoken  of  as 
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a cattle-growing  State,  contained  in  1880 
2,300,088  cattle — 613,826  more  than  then 
grazed  on  the  whole  of  the  arid  belt,  the 
much  vaunted  grazing  grounds  of  the 
West.  In  my  opinion  the  census  of  1890 
will  show  that  there  will  be  more  cattle  in 
the  three  corn-growing  States  of  Illinois, 
Iowa,  and  Missouri  than  in  the  entire  plain 
region,  excepting  Texas,  of  course.  And 
there  will  not  be  as  much  acute  suffering, 
nor  as  many  miserable  deaths  from  starva- 
tion and  cold,  in  the  three  States  as  there 
will  be  among  the  cattle  existing  through 
the  winter  in  a single  county  in  the  so- 
called  cattle  country. 

In  1880  there  were  3,994,102  cattle  in 
Texas.  The  Texas  cattle  men  so  thorough- 
ly understand  their  business,  and  the 
State  is  so  well  adapted  to  raising  cattle, 
that  nothing  need  be  said  of  them  or  their 
lands.  All  Texas  cattle -growers  realize 
that  they  must  not  overstock  their  range, 
now  fully  stocked.  Those  at  all  familiar 
with  Texas  know  that  as  long  as  grass 
grows  and  water  runs  that  State  can  be  re- 
lied upon  to  supply  from  750,000  to  1,000,000 
cattle  annually;  cows  can  raise  calves  on 
the  Texas  ranges  and  live,  and  the  same  is 
true  of  New  Mexico  and  Arizona  and  por- 
tions of  the  Indian  Territory. 

The  map  of  the  United  States  shows 
that  the  unoccupied  western  portion, 
where  the  arid  grazing  lands  lie,  is  about 
equal  in  area  to  the  eastern  or  agricultur- 
al portion.  It  has  been  the  fashion  of 
Americans  to  boast  of  these  uninhabited 
lands,  and  to  assert,  with  intense  self-sat- 
isfaction, that  we  have  room  for  all  the 
oppressed  of  all  nations.  The  truth  is 
that  the  agricultural  lands  of  the  United 
States  are  practically  exhausted.  The 
land  that  figures  so  brightly  on  the  maps 
is  but  an  arid  tract  scantily  covered  with 
herbage.  A large  portion  of  it  lies  so  re- 
mote from  water  that  it  has  no  value  at 
all,  even  to  cattle  - growers ; other  por- 
tions are  sandy  deserts;  still  others,  alka- 
line plains.  How  large  an  area  of  the 
uninhabited  West  is  available  for  cattle- 
raising ? An  accurate  answer  can  not  be 
given  to  that  question,  but  I will  state 
some  facts  that  are  vital  factors  in  all 
estimates  of  the  value  of  the  grazing 
ground. 

On  the  trail,  when  the  cattle  crowded 
off  the  Texas  ranges  are  travelling  north, 
they  are  driven  an  average  of  fifteen 
miles  per  day — some  days  a little  more, 
some  a little  less.  They  ( £be  best 
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travellers  of  all  domestic  cattle  : they 
travel  free;  they  do  not  fret;  they  are 
easily  guided.  Many  years’  experience 
has  taught  the  Texas  cattle  men  that  fif- 
teen miles  per  day  is  the  utmost  distance 
these  cattle  can  travel  without  serious  loss 
of  flesh.  Driven  that  distance,  they  about 
hold  their  own.  It  is  true  that  the  year- 
lings and  calves  do  not  thrive  when  on 
the  trail,  but  they  live,  and,  if  not  driven 
over  alkaline  plains,  are  not  seriously  in- 
jured. The  distance  these  cattle  can  trav- 
el being  known,  it  is  easy  to  compute  the 
value  of  high-lying  and  waterless  land. 
If  the  range  is  more  than  ten  miles  from 
water  (and  there  are  many  extensive 
areas  within  the  arid  zone  that  are  twen- 
ty miles  from  water),  it  is  worthless,  it 
matters  not  how  plentiful  the  feed.  It 
is  true  that  cattle  ranging  at  will,  and 
free  from  the  control  of  man,  which  they 
resent,  will  travel  farther  and  hold  their 
flesh  better  than  if  driven.  Say  they 
can  thus  travel  twenty  miles  per  day. 
Then,  if  their  grazing  ground  is  not  more 
than  ten  miles  from  water,  they  can  live, 
and  maybe  thrive.  So  far  as  the  range 
lying  beyond  the  ten-mile  line  is  con- 
cerned, it  might  as  well  be  a grassless 
desert.  The  cattle  can  not  use  it.  The 
cattle  like  to  loiter  along  the  streams,  to 
graze  on  the  low  lands,  to  make  the  val- 
ley their  home.  They  journey  long  dis- 
tances for  food  only  when  compelled. 
The  effects  of  the  cattle  loitering  in  the 
valley  can  be  plainly  seen  in  the  upper 
Arkansas  Valley,  in  Colorado,  where  they 
have  tramped  the  grass  out.  What  has 
occurred  in  the  Arkansas  Valley  will  in- 
evitably occur  in  other  valleys  if  the 
range  is  overstocked.  Once  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  grass  in  the  valley  begins,  the 
lines  of  destruction  will  annually  recede 
farther  and  farther  from  the  water,  until 
all  the  grass  within  grazing  distance  of 
the  stream  is  destroyed,  and  the  range 
rendered  valueless.  In  1873  the  Arkan- 
sas Valley  in  Colorado  was  carpeted  with 
nutritious  grass;  in  1881  it  was  a desert 
where  dust  clouds  coursed.  The  destruc- 
tion of  the  grass  in  this  valley  was  the 
direct  outcome  of  overstocking  the  ranges. 
Fifteen  miles  from  the  river,  on  the  up- 
lands, the  grass  is  as  good  as  ever  it 
was. 

The  native  grasses  of  the  arid  belt  do 
not  stand  close  grazing,  as  the  pastures 
of  the  Eastern  States  do.  During  the 
summer  pt,  1871  I was  in  northern  Mon- 
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tana,  in  the  region  between  the  Rocky 
Mountains  and  the  Belt  range,  and  north- 
ward to  the  Belly  River  in  the  northwest 
territory.  At  that  time  the  Dearborn  Val- 
ley range  was  virgin.  On  it  was  the  best 
bunch-grass  I saw  in  the  Territory,  ex- 
cepting on  the  upper  Milk  River.  The 
Sun  River  Valley  was  a famous  cattle- 
feeding ground  in  those  days.  To-day 
the  whole  region,  that  was  in  1871  cov- 
ered with  tall  bunch-grass,  has  been  prac- 
tically abandoned  by  the  cattle  men. 
The  grass  is  eaten  out.  The  range  was 
overstocked.  Its  value  has  been  destroy- 
ed. The  per  cent,  of  loss  among  the  cat- 
tle unwisely  held  there  during  the  two 
winters  last  past  was  very  large. 

In  1883  the  grass  in  northern  Colorado 
was  very  badly  injured  by  overstocking — 
so  much  so  that  many  cattle  men  believed 
that  it  had  been  permanently  injured. 

The  number  of  acres  of  arid  land  neces- 
sary to  carry  an  animal  without  injury  to 
the  grass  varies  widely.  The  species  of  the 
grass,  whether  bunch,  buffalo,  or  gamma, 
and  the  quantity  standing  on  an  acre,  as 
well  as  the  character  of  the  soil,  whether 
it  is  sandy  or  gravelly,  must  be  taken  into 
consideration.  Intelligent  cattle-growers 
assert  that  on  a new  range,  such  as  the 
Yellowstone  Valley  was  a few  years  ago, 
fifteen  acres  per  head  of  cattle  is  suffi- 
cient to  insure  the  permanency  of  the 
range.  Others,  more  conservative,  or 
maybe  more  greedy  for  range,  assert  that 
twenty-five  acres  is  not  too  much  if  the 
range  is  to  be  a permanent  one.  This  in 
the  arid  belt,  of  course. 

In  the  semi-arid  belt  the  grass  forms  a 
thick  sod,  and  when  the  region  is  virgin 
there  are  but  few  weeds  among  the  grass. 
But  let  this  prairie  be  closely  pastured  for 
two  years,  and  weeds,  rauk,  unwhole- 
some, and  worthless,  make  their  appear- 
ance. If  the  cattle  are  held  on  the 
ground,  the  grass  wfill  almost  disappear 
in  four  or  five  years,  and  what  looked  to 
be  an  indestructible  pasture  will  be  only 
a field  of  weeds. 

Westward  from  the  9Gth  meridian  all 
prairie  grass  lacks  vitality.  Close  feed- 
ing injures  it.  Mowing  seriously  affects 
it.  When  the  natural  meadow’s  lying 
within  the  arid  belt  were  first  mown,  they 
yielded  large  crops  of  the  most  nutritious 
hay  in  the  w orld.  The  first  cutting  was 
heavy;  the  successive  crops  were  lighter 
and  lighter,  until  now  all  these  meadows 
must  be  carefully  irrigated,  or  the  grass 
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crop  will  be  so  light  as  not  to  be  worth 
cutting.  So  to  a great  extent  is  it  in  the 
semi-arid  belt.  But  there,  owing  to  the 
slight  fall  in  the  streams,  irrigation  can 
not  be  practiced.  In  the  semi-arid  belt 
land  that  has  once  been  good  hay  land  is 
always  good  corn  land,  and  many  mea- 
dows that  no  longer  yield  sufficient  hay 
to  pay  for  cutting  will  be  ploughed  and 
devoted  to  corn. 

I have  said  that  the  annual  drive  from 
Texas  will  probably  be  from  750,000  to 
1,000,000  cattle.  A large  proportion  of 
these  will  be  stock  cattle— cows,  heifers, 
and  young  steers.  Where  are  these  cat- 
tle to  be  held  until  fit  for  market  ? At 
the  Cattle  Growers’  Convention,  held  in 
St. Louis,  November,  1884,  the  Texas  cattle- 
growers  were  unanimous  in  advocating 
the  creation  of  a national  cattle  trail,  six 
miles  wide,  and  extending  from  Texas  to 
our  northern  boundary.  The  Northern 
grazers  opposed  the  proposed  trail  on  the 
ground  that  the  Texas  cattle  were  infect- 
ed with  a disease  known  in  the  business 
as  the  Spanish  fever.  They  asserted — 
and  truthfully,  too — that  the  driving  of 
through  Texas  cattle  along  the  trail  would 
infect  their  herds.  The  Spanish  fever 
does  not  injure  Texas  cattle;  but  all  na- 
tive cattle— that  is,  all  Northern  stock,  no 
matter  what  their  blood — catch  the  dis- 
ease by  grazing  on  the  ground  over  which 
through  Texas  cattle  have  passed,  and 
they  generally  die.  Here  were  two  par- 
ties disputing  about  a fact  that  both  knew 
to  be  a fact,  both  cunningly  endeavoring 
to  conceal  their  real  hopes  and  fears. 
There  are  Territorial  and  State  laws  in 
force  in  the  West  that  forbid  the  driving 
of  through  Texas  cattle  on  to  many 
ranges.  A national  law  enacted  for  the 
purpose  of  providing  a cattle  trail  would 
override  these  local  laws,  which  many 
lawyers  pronounce  unconstitutional,  and 
open  the  Northern  grazing  ground  to  the 
Texas  cattle.  The  Southern  stock-grow- 
ers want  the  trail  created  so  that  they  can 
drive  young  steers  that  are  strong  enough 
to  endure  the  severe  winters  of  the  North- 
west through  to  the  bunch  and  buffalo 
grass  pastures  of  Wyoming  and  Montana 
in  one  season,  and  so  avert  overstocking 
their  home  range,  which  is  secure  from 
invasion  of  Northern  herds,  as  no  native 
cattle  can  be  driven  on  to  the  grazing 
ground  of  Texas  and  live.  The  Spanish 
fever  stalks  abroad  there.  The  Northern 
men  assert  and  re  assert  that  the  opening 
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of  the  trail  would  endanger  their  herds. 
They  ignore  the  fact  that  the  first  heavy 
frost  kills  the  Spanish  fever,  and  ends  all 
danger.  They  endeavor  to  conceal  their 
real  reason  for  opposing  the  opening  of 
the  trail,  which  is  the  danger  of  overstock- 
ing the  Northern  grazing  ground  if  the 
Texas  men  are  allowed  to  drive  their  sur- 
plus young  steers  there.  They  dread  hav- 
ing from  200,000  to  300,000  young  steers 
annually  driven  North  to  feed  on  a range 
that  they  all  realize  will,  under  the  pre- 
sent land  laws,  be  speedily  overstocked, 
and  eventually  destroyed,  and  destroyed 
by  the  greed  of  the  cattle  men. 

Underlying  all  talk  of  renting  the  pub- 
lic lands,  or  of  buying  them,  and  of  any 
and  all  schemes  concerning  the  disposi- 
tion to  be  made  of  the  public  domain  that 
emanate  from  the  cattle-growers,  is  the 
determined  purpose  to  secure  the  land, 
and  to  place  it  under  the  control  of  the 
cattle-growing  associations,  and  then  lim- 
it the  number  of  cattle  that  shall  be  al- 
lowed to  graze  on  it.  The  spectre  that  is 
ever  present  to  the  Northern  cattle-grow- 
ers is  overstocking.  All  talk  of  their  de- 
sire to  conserve  the  public  domain  is  false. 
They  desire  to  secure  absolute  possession 
of  the  range;  and  if  they  succeed,  they 
will  as  surely  stop  agricultural  settlers 
from  entering  the  arid  belt  to  acquire  low- 
lying  farms  along  the  streams  as  if  they 
owned  the  land  in  fee-simple. 

During  the  few  years  last  past  cattle 
ranches  have  changed  hands  freely,  at 
very  extravagant  prices.  The  price  of 
beef  has  been  high,  and  the  profits  of  cat- 
tle growing  or  grazing  exceedingly  large. 
During  this  same  time  the  tendency  has 
been  to  the  consolidation  of  individual 
cattle  owners  into  corporate  associations, 
for  the  more  economical  administration 
of  the  business.  Corporations  can  man- 
age the  business  of  growing  cattle  cheap- 
er and  better  than  individuals,  provided 
the  active  officers  of  the  company  hold  its 
stock,  for  which  they  have  paid  either  mon- 
ey or  cattle.  But  if  the  stock  is  held  by 
Eastern  men  or  by  foreigners,  and  their 
agents  on  the  plains  do  not  own  stock 
for  which  they  have  paid,  the  stock  of  that 
cattle-growing  association  would  be  about 
as  valuable  as  that  issued  by  some  of  the 
silver-mining  companies  of  Colorado. 

The  reason  for  the  high  price  of  cattle 
during  the  past  four  years  has  never  been 
fairly  stated  so  that  Eastern  investors 

could  understand  it.  For  three  years 
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previous  to  1884  the  West  did  not  make  a 
full  corn  crop.  The  failure  of  the  corn 
crop  forbade  the  breeding  of  swine  on  a 
sufficiently  extensive  scale  to  keep  pace 
with  our  increase  iu  population,  and  at 
the  same  time  supply  the  foreign  demand. 
With  corn  worth  forty-fiveaud  fifty  cents 
per  bushel,  the  farmers  could  not  afford 
to  assume  the  risks  incident  to  breeding 
swine  in  large  numbers.  They  bred,  to 
be  sure,  but  they  did  not  stock  their  breed- 
ing pens.  The  small  supply  of  pork  in- 
creased the  demand  for  beef,  and  the  price 
of  the  latter  rose.  But  since  1884  large 
corn  crops  have  reversed  the  situation, 
and  we  have  entered  upon  an  era  of  low 
prices. 

The  grazing  grounds  of  great  altitude 
are  the  grave-yards  of  cows.  For  years 
the  trails  leading  from  Texas  to  the  North- 
ern ranges  have  been  crowded  with  stock 
cattle  that  wer3  driven  North  to  be  used 
in  establishing  ranches.  The  number  of 
cattle  in  Texas  is  so  great,  and  so  near  the 
capacity  of  the  land  to  carry,  that  during 
the  decade  ending  in  1880  from  500,000  to 
700,000  cattle,  old  and  young,  male  and 
female,  were  driven  from  the  State  annu- 
ally. It  is  fair  to  assume  that  in  the  past 
at  least  one-fourth  of  the  Texas  drive  were 
females,  and  young  females  generally. 
Where  are  the  cows  that  have  been  driven 
from  the  mesquite  and  gamma  ranges  of 
Texas  during  the  past  decade  ? The  busi- 
ness of  raising  cattle  on  the  Northern 
plains  is  not  old.  It  is  safe  to  assert  that 
at  least  1,000,000  female  cattle  have  left 
Texas  for  the  Northern  grazing  ground 
during  the  ten  years  last  past.  In  a suit- 
able climate  these  cattle  would  have  been 
alive  to-day.  Where  are  they?  The  bones 
of  thousands  of  them  lie  bleaching  on  the 
wind-swept  flanks  of  the  foot-hills  of 
mountain  ranges;  they  pave  the  bottoms 
of  miry  pools;  they  are  scattered  among 
the  pines  standing  below  the  eternal  snow- 
drifts of  the  Rocky  Mountains;  they  lie 
in  disjointed,  wolf-gnawed  fragments  on 
the  arid,  bunch -grass  ranges;  they  are 
scattered  over  the  short  buffalo-grass, low- 
lying  monuments  of  man's  inhumanity 
to  the  dumb  animals  he  has  arrogantly 
assumed  charge  of;  they  have  died  of 
hunger;  they  have  perished  of  thirst, 
when  the  icy  breath  of  winter  closed  the 
streams;  they  have  died  of  starvation  by 
the  tens  of  thousands  during  the  season 
when  cold  storms  sweep  out  of  t-lie  North 
and  course  over  the  plains,  burying  the 
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grass  under  snow.  Other  thousands  have 
been  frozen  into  solid  blocks  during  blood- 
chilling  blizzards. 

There  has  been  a movement  of  young 
cattle,  steers  generally,  from  the  corn 
States  to  the  plains,  for  several  years. 
Many  of  the  men  who  own  or  coutrol 
Wyoming,  Dakota,  and  Montana  ranges 
have  practically  abandoned  the  business 
of  breeding  cattle,  driven  out  of  it  by  the 
severe  losses  of  female  cattle  during  the 
winters,  and  now  confine  their  attention 
to  grazing  young  steers,  known  as  “pil- 
grims,” which  they  bring  upon  the  range 
from  Eastern  States.  These  animals  are 
generally  high-grade  steers  from  the  corn 
States,  or  long-horned  cattle  from  Texas. 

If  the  latter  are  bought,  those  that  have 
been  held  over  one  winter  in  Kansas 
or  Nebraska  or  Indian  Territory  are  pre- 
ferred. In  the  past,  this  business  has 
proved  to  be  fairly  remunerative.because, 
since  it  has  been  started,  the  price  of  beef 
has  been  high,  and  there  has  been  no  ex- 
ceedingly severe  winter  on  the  plains. 
The  country  these  cattle  are  held  in  has 
been  in  the  white  man's  possession  for  but 
a few  years.  The  men  who  have  accurate 
knowledge  of  its  climate  can  be  counted 
on  the  fingers  of  one  hand.  The  North- 
ern cattle-growers  assert  that  the  climate 
is  mild  and  the  winters  balmy.  There  are 
a few  men  in  the  Northwest  who  have 
traded  in  the  Yellowstone  Valley  in  the 
winter  and  early  spring  when  the  Sioux 
occupied  the  land.  Some  of  these  men 
have  told  me  that  during  some  winters  the 
snow  was  deep  on  the  ground  for  weeks, 
and  the  cold  was  most  intense.  They 
said  that  occasionally  the  winters  were  so 
severe  that  large  numbers  of  hardy  Indian 
ponies  died.  It  is  a well-known  fact  that 
Indiau  ponies  can  endure  a greater  degree 
of  cold  than  American  horses,  and  that 
American  horses  can  endure  a greater  de- 
gree of  cold  than  cattle,  it  matters  not 
where  the  latter  are  raised. 

It  is  estimated  that  220,000  cattle  were 
driven  or  carried  into  Montana  and  Da- 
kota during  1884.  The  larger  portion  of 
this  stock  was  brought  on  to  the  range  to 
be  fattened.  They  were  young  steers.  It 
is  also  estimated  by  competent  authorities 
that  100,000  of  the  220,000  cattle  that  en- 
tered the  far  Northern  range  during  1884 
were  young  native  cattle  from  the  corn 
States.  The  number  of  “through”  cattle 
that  were  included  in  the  great  herd  of 
Texans  no  man  can  tell.  The  Texas 
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drover  is  famous  throughout  the  arid  belt 
for  never  telling  the  truth  as  to  where  his 
cattle  come  from.  He  is  always  willing 
to  swear  that  they  passed  the  previous 
winter  in  Kansas  or  Nebraska,  and  as 
cold  weather  kills  the  Spanish  fever,  his 
cattle  are  sound,  and  he  is  not  responsible 
for  damages  if  the  disease  makes  its  ap- 
pearance in  Northern  herds.  The  truth 
is  that  a large  proportion  of  the  Texas 
cattle  driven  into  Montana  and  Dakota 
during  the  season  of  1884  were  fresh  from 
the  Southern  range.  The  young  cattle 
that  are  brought  on  to  the  Northern  graz- 
ing  grounds  from  the  agricultural  States 
come  from  a land  of  plenty.  They  have 
been  well  fed  and  attentively  watered 
from  the  day  of  their  birth  until  they  are 
sent  West.  They  have  been  protected 
from  severe  winter  storms.  They  have 
had  intelligent  and  anxious  care.  Their 
instincts  have  been  blunted  by  the  pro- 
tective care  of  man.  These  immature  an- 
imals have  been  taken  West  and  turned 
on  the  range  to  shift  for  themselves. 
They  can  do  so  in  a mild  winter.  Last 
year,  up  to  September  8,  the  Northern 
Pacific  Railroad  carried  68,860  young  cat- 
tle from  the  East  into  Montana  and  west- 
ern Dakota.  Many  thousands  have  been 
driven  in,  and  other  thousands  carried  in 
by  other  railroad  companies.  But  let  a 
hard  winter  come,  following  a wet  au- 
tumn, and  the  grazing  ground  be  covered 
with  snow,  and  blizzard  after  blizzard 
sweep  out  of  the  frozen  North  in  quick 
succession.  Then  how  will  these  cattle 
fare?  and  how  will  the  through  Texans 
fare  ? I answer,  just  as  they  did  in  Kansas 
in  the  winter  of  1871-2.  They  would  dis- 
appear from  the  range.  And  if  the  winter 
should  be  as  severe  as  some  of  the  Indian 
traders  told  me  they  had  seen  in  the  Yel- 
lowstone Valley,  so  severe  that  the  In- 
dians were  forced  to  cut  cottonwood-trees 
so  that  their  ponies  could  feed  on  the  buds 
and  tenderer  limbs,  the  toughened  range 
cattle  will  be  decimated  before  spring. 

It  has  frequently  been  asserted  by  in- 
terested parties  that  cattle  keep  fat  on  the 
range  all  winter.  If  this  were  true,  the 
cities  situated  in  the  heart  of  the  cattle 
country  would  be  supplied  with  beef  from 
the  adjoining  ranges.  A stranger  walk- 
ing through  the  streets  of  Denver  would, 
knowing  himself  to  be  in  the  cattle  coun- 
try, suppose  that  the  prime  quarters  of 
beef  he  saw  hanging  in  the  butchers’ 
shops  were  the  carcasses  of  range  cattle. 
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But  if  he  will  go  to  the  railroad  depots  lie 
will  see  those  choice  quarters,  or  others 
just  like  them,  unloaded  from  cars  that 
came  from  the  corn  belt.  If  a Denver 
butcher  is  remonstrated  with  for  charging 
exorbitant  prices  for  his  beef,  he  defends 
himself  by  saying  that  he  has  to  bring  his 
meat  from  Kansas  City,  and  that  trans- 
portation charges  are  high  on  the  Union 
Pacific  Railroad. 

Recently  a new  method  of  handling 
beef  cattle  on  the  range  has  sprung  into 
existence,  and  one  that  has  made  one 
branch  of  the  cattle  business  on  the  plains 
safe,  reasonably  profi table,  and  humane. 
The  hay  cut  on  the  irrigated  meadows  ly- 
ing within  the  strictly  arid  belt  is  the 
most  nutritious  m the  world.  The  rule 
seems  to  be  that  the  greater  the  altitude 
of  the  meadow,  the  finer  and  more  nutri- 
tious the  li it  yields.  A few  years  ago 
it  was  discovered  that  steers  that  were  full 
fed  on  this  liay  would  gain  flesh  during 
the  winter.  I have  seen  as  fat  beeves 
killed  in  Wyoming  in  March  as  are  killed 
in  the  smaller  towns  in  the  corn  belt. 

There  are  many  small  meadows  lying 
along  the  streams  that  flow  through  the 
grazing  country  that,  with  irrigation, 
would  annually  yield  from  100  to  150  tons 
of  hay.  Each  of  these  spots  would  afford 
a young  man  of  modest  means  a home, 
where  he  could  live  in  comfort  and  save 
money  for  his  old  age.  He  could  keep  a 
hundred  head  of  stock  cattle,  or  he  could 
feed  from  fifty  to  seventy-five  steers,  ev- 
ery winter.  That  the  industry  of  feeding 
steers  hay  during  the  winters  will  rapidly 
increase  is  inevitable,  and  many  men  of 
small  means,  or  who  are  conscientiously 
opposed  to  freezing  and  starving  cattle  to 
death,  will  engage  in  it,  providing  that  the 
cattle-growing  associations  do  not  seize  all 
the  water  rights  and  all  the  meadows, 
which  they  will  surely  do  if  they  can. 

It  is  the  aim  of  all  cattle  growing  or 
breeding  associations  which  operate  in  the 
arid  belt  to  secure  the  water  rights  in  the 
plain  country,  and  the  natural  meadows 
of  the  grazing  land  of  high  altitude.  On 
the  plains  the  water  determines  the  value 
of  the  land.  In  the  highlands  there  is 
plenty  of  water;  but  hay  is  an  article  of 
prime  necessity  to  the  man  of  small  means 
who  seeks  a home.  So  when  an  unoccu- 
pied meadow  is  found  in  the  range  used 
by  a cattle-growing  association,  one  of  the 
employes  of  the  association  is  instructed 
to  homestead  or  enter  it,  which  he  prompt- 
ly rig  in-a  I from 
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]y  does.  When  he  procures  a patent  from 
the  government,  he  deeds  the  land  to  the 
association  employing  him.  Another  poor 
man  has  been  deprived  of  a home,  but  the 
association  has  been  benefited. 

Where  is  the  best  cattle  country  ? Where 
can  cattle  be  handled  or  raised  with  small 
loss  and  sure  profit  and  no  cruelty  ? Un- 
hesitatingly I answer  in  the  semi-arid  belt. 
Here  are  the  requirements  of  a perfect  cat- 
tle country.  Grass  to  usually  start  early 
in  the  spring,  say  by  the  middle  of  April. 
The  summers  should  be  warm.  The  win- 
ters dry,  so  that  the  cattle  will  not  tramp 
their  feed  into  the  ground,  where  the  hogs 
that  follow  them  can  not  find  it.  Corn 
should  grow  to  perfection.  The  land 
should  be  comparatively  free  from  hog 
and  cattle  diseases.  Such  a land  is  the 
semi-arid  belt,  lying  between  the  97th  and 
99th  meridians,  and  extending  from  Da- 
kota to  Texas.  Within  tha.  area  hog 
cholera  is  almost  unknown.  The  cattle 
are  free  from  disease.  There  is  plenty  of 
cheap  corn.  Large  crops  of  millet  can 
be  grown  on  all  the  land.  Wheat  is  al- 
most a sure  crop.  The  corn  stalks,  wheat 
straw,  and  millet  supply  the  cattle  with 
an  abundance  of  roughness  during  the 
winter.  All  points  of  the  belt  are  con- 
venient to  market.  The  creeks  seldom 
freeze  over  solidly,  and  the  cattle  have 
free  access  to  water.  The  ground  seldom 
becomes  miry,  and  the  cattle's  feet  are  al- 
ways sound.  The  business  of  raising  cat- 
tle, or  of  feeding  them,  in  the  semi-arid 
belt  is  profitable.  There  are  plenty  of 
well-bred  and  intelligent  people  in  the 
country.  The  country  is  healthful.  There 
are  good  schools  in  every  town.  Land 
may  be  purchased  on  reasonable  terms, 


but  only  the  bottom  land  in  the  western 
portion  of  the  semi-arid  belt  is  com  land. 
The  best  of  corn  land,  say  twenty  miles 
from  a thriving  town,  can  be  bought  for 
from  $20  to  $30  per  acre.  Near  the  towns 
good  bottom  land  can  be  bought  for  from 
$50  to  $75  per  acre.  The  upland  of  the 
western  portion  of  the  belt  is  dear  at  any 
price. 

The  increase  in  the  number  of  cattle  in 
the  semi-arid  belt  during  the  five  years 
last  past  has  been  most  remarkable.  As 
long  as  wheat  sold  at  remunerative  prices 
the  farmers  did  not  pay  much  attention 
to  cattle-growing.  But  when  the  price  of 
wheat  began  to  fall,  and  the  value  of  cattle 
to  increase  rapidly,  they  realized  that  it 
was  no  longer  wise  to  burn  their  straw, 
or  to  devote  corn  land  to  wheat  culture. 
To  show  how  closely  intelligent  men  who 
are  engaged  in  the  same  business  employ 
the  same  methods  of  thought  and  arrive  at 
the  same  conclusions,  I instance  the  farm- 
ers of  Kansas.  Up  to  the  autumn  of  1881 
calves  were  freely  sold  by  these  men.  Aft- 
er the  crop  of  calves  of  1882  was  bom,  it 
was  rare  to  see  veal  hanging  in  a butcher  s 
shop.  Almost  all  the  calves  born  in  the 
semi-arid  belt  of  Kansas  since  1882  have 
been  raised.  Last  spring,  when  travelling 
in  Kansas,  in  a region  where  but  few  cat- 
tle were  held  three  years  ago,  I saw  small 
herds  of  cattle  in  every  barn-yard.  The 
statistics  of  Kansas  for  1883  show  that  there 
were  1,801,348  in  the  State  in  the  spring 
of  that  year.  There  are  about  2,500,000  in 
the  State  now.  There  has  been  a similar 
increase  in  Nebraska;  and  there  has  been 
an  astonishing  increase  since  1880  in  the 
number  of  cattle  in  the  five  corn  States — 
amounting  now  to  13,000,000. 


A BIRTHDAY. 


BY  JENNY  POULTNEY  BIGELOW. 

0 BIRTHDAY  of  the  long  ago, 

The  joy  that  filled  my  bosom  then 
But  makes  the  darker  seem  the  woe 
With  which  the  days  now  overflow. 

Like  bird  in  safely  sheltered  nest, 

A child  within  my  arms  was  pressed, 
And  sipped  life’s  blossoms  at  my  breast. 
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The  bird  to  safer  shelter  flown, 
The  nest  is  empty,  and  alone 
I make  my  broken-hearted  moan. 
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AN  experience  of  over  two  years  in  one 
of  the  large  offices  to  which  the  Civil 
Service  Act  applies  has  given  me  an  op- 
portunity to  observe  its  workings,  and  to 
compare  its  merits  with  the  old  system  of 
making  appointments. 

Many  years  of  continuous  employment 
in  the  government  service  had  taught  me 
the  absolute  necessity  of  some  change  in 
the  mode  of  selection  for  subordinate  posi- 
tions, and  had  also  convinced  me  that  even 
isolated  cases  of  administrative  reform 
were  not  to  be  looked  for  in  our  larger 
cities,  no  matter  how  high  the  character, 
honest  the  purpose,  or  marked  the  attain- 
ments of  the  head  of  the  office  might  be. 

It  required  the  sanction  of  a law  of 
Congress  and  the  support  of  an  honest 
and  conscientious  Chief  Magistrate  to  en- 
able a postmaster  or  collector  to  stem  the 
current  for  the  first  two  years  in  which 
he  was  engaged  in  “commending  an  un- 
welcome law  to  an  unwilling  people.”  In 
some  few  cities,  to  be  sure,  a system  of 
examinations  had  been  inaugurated,  and 
a board  of  examiners  had  been  appointed ; 
but  their  duties  were  merely  nominal, 
and  their  functions  were  never  exerted  to 
the  exclusion  of  a political  favorite  whose 
appointment  was  necessary,  or,  if  already 
appointed,  whose  promotion  would  ad- 
vance the  interests  of  the  appointing  offi- 
cer or  his  political  friends. 

When,  therefore, the  announcement  was 
made  that  on  and  after  July  16, 1883,  in 
the  larger  offices  of  the  country  and  in  the 
departments  at  Washington,  all  save  a 
few  excepted  places  were  to  be  filled  only 
by  those  who  had  passed  a competitive  ex- 
amination, there  was  at  first  a feeling  of 
incredulity  on  the  part  of  the  Old  Guard 
of  office-seekers,  which  soon  became  one 
of  indignation  and  astonishment  when  it 
was  found  that  the  law  was  really  to  be 
enforced. 

To  be  sure  it  only  applied,  outside  of 
Washington,  to  the  post-offices  and  cus- 
toms offices  having  more  than  fifty  em- 
ployes, but  as  these  offices  had  heretofore 
afforded  the  largest  number  of  political 
places,  their  loss  was  sure  to  be  severely 
felt. 

The  head  of  a large  office  (to  which  it 
was  subsequently  found  the  law  did  not 
apply),  meeting  me  in  Washington  about 
the  time  the  law  was  to  go  into  effect,  in- 
quired, gravely,  “ What  are  you  going  to 
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do  about  it?  how  are  you  going  to  get 
round  it  ?”  and  seemed  paralyzed  with  as- 
tonishment when  I replied  that  I was  not 
going  to  do  anything  about  the  new  law 
except  to  enforce  it  in  the  office  under  my 
charge,  and  that  I did  not  intend  to  try  to 
“get  round”  it.  “But,”  he  replied,  “it 
will  break  up  the  party  in  my  district.  I 
must  take  care  of  the  4 workers’.  How  is 
it  to  be  done  ?”  I answered  that,  melan- 
choly as  it  was, the  workers  must  now  take 
their  chances  with  others  in  passing  the 
examination.  The  look  of  disgust  on  his 
face  convinced  me  that  he  did  not  regard 
this  as  practical  politics,  nor  the  plan  sug- 
gested as  a feasible  one;  nor  did  my  fur- 
ther suggestion,that  possibly  leaders  with- 
out sufficient  intelligence  or  education  to 
enable  them  to  pass  a simple  examination 
in  the  rudimentary  branches  might  be 
supplanted  without  serious  detriment  to 
the  body-politic,  meet  with  any  better  re- 
ception. I concluded  that  Ephraim  was 
joined  to  his  idols,  and  left  him  to  rumi- 
nate on  a plan  of  “ how  not  to  do  it.” 

When  it  became  known  that  the  law 
was  really  a fixed  fact,  and  that  an  exam- 
ination had  actually  been  held  at  the  of- 
fice under  my  charge,  there  was  no  little 
curiosity  to  see  the  new  appointees.  Had 
they  been  men  of  an  entirely  different 
race  from  ours,  their  advent  in  the  office 
would  hardly  have  been  awaited  with 
more  interest.  Thera  was  something  so 
extraordinary  in  appointing  to  a place  in 
the  public  service  a man  entirely  un- 
known to  the  representatives  of  the  old 
regime , gathered  from  every  ward  in  the 
city,  that  the  representative  of  this  de- 
parture from  a time-honored  custom  nat- 
urally became  the  centre  of  discussion 
and  speculation. 

The  office  at  this  time  had  been  pretty 
thoroughly  weeded  out,  not  in  the  sense 
of  general  and  sweeping  removals,  for 
changes  had  been  made  only  for  cause, 
but  rather  in  the  policy  of  the  survival  of 
the  fittest,  and  it  therefore  afforded  in  the 
character,  intelligence,  and  standing  of  its 
employes  a high  standard  of  comparison 
by  which  to  judge  the  new  appointees. 

The  annual  allowance  made  soon  after 
the  1st  of  July  gave  the  office  an  in- 
creased force  that  year,  and  there  was 
therefore  an  early  opportunity  to  carry 
the  law  into  execution. 

The  two  persons  first  appointed,  Select- 
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ed  from  the  highest  on  the  eligible  list, 
did  not  prove  satisfactory,  and  both  were 
speedily  dismissed,  one  for  intemperance, 
and  the  other  for  general  unworthiness, 
insubordination,  and  absence  without 
leave  during  business  hours.  These  two 
men  were  at  once  compared  with  two  oth- 
ers appointed  to  fill  vacancies  occurring  a 
short  time  before  the  law  went  into  effect, 
and  who,  as  it  happened,  were  both  thor- 
ough representatives  of  the  old  system  of 
official  rewards  for  faithful  party  service, 
but  who  proved,  in  this  instance,  to  be 
capital  clerks,  and  soon  earned  advance- 
ment by  intelligent  and  quick  perception 
of  their  duties. 

Had  I entered  upon  the  duty  of  admin- 
istering the  new  law  with  preconceived 
prejudices,  and  with  doleful  forebodings 
as  to  the  future,  the  comments  made  at 
this  juncture  would  have  been  consoling 
in  a melancholy  degree;  but  with  the  cer- 
tainty that  the  principle  was  right,  with 
the  knowledge  that  all  things  must  have 
a beginning,  and  that  all  is  wrell  that  ends 
well,  I replaced  the  dismissed  men  with 
the  next  on  the  list,  and  with  this  unfor- 
tunate episode  the  unfavorable  aspect  of 
the  new  law  ended.  Only  a single  addi- 
tional case  of  this  character  occurred  dur- 
ing the  ensuing  two  years,  and  these, with 
one  other  case  growing  out  of  a disposi- 
tion to  incur  debts  which  the  employe 
could  not  possibly  liquidate,  and  which 
were  assumed  on  the  strength  of  his  offi- 
cial position,  constitute  the  sum  total  of 
removals  during  the  two  and  one- sixth 
years  in  which  the  law  has  been  in  opera- 
tion, and  embracing  a total  of  about  sev- 
enty-five appointments. 

Not  one  of  the  number  has  failed  to  se- 
cure a favorable  report  at  the  end  of  his 
six  months’  probationary  period,  and  all 
at  the  end  of  that  time  have  been  recom- 
mended for  permanent  appointment. 

This  report  has  been  made  upon  the 
daily  record  kept  by  the  different  superin- 
tendents to  whom  they  have  been  assign- 
ed, and  who,  themselves  appointees  of  the 
old  system,  and  most  of  them  party  men 
of  the  strictest  sect,  could  hardly  be  sus- 
pected of  undue  leniency  or  favoritism 
in  making  up  their  estimate  of  the  six 
months’  wrork. 

One  of  the  assistant  superintendents, 
who  was  known  to  be  hostile  to  the  law, 
and  who  was  sharply  critical  in  his  esti- 
mate of  the  work  of  the  new  men,  came 
into  my  office  one  afternoon,  in  the  ab- 
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sence  of  his  superintendent,  who  was  ab- 
sent on  his  annual  vacation,  and  remark- 
ed that  Mr.  A , one  of  the  civil  service 

men,  who  had  been  in  the  office  a couple 
of  months,  was  exceedingly  slow,  and  ap- 
parently unable  to  master  the  details  of 
the  work,  and  at  the  same  time  desiring 
to  know  if  the  instructions  I had  previ- 
ously given  to  report  for  dismissal  men 
found  to  be  incapable  after  a fair  trial 
were  to  be  applied  to  the  “civil  service 
men,”  or  if  they  were  to  be  allowed  to 
serve  out  their  six  months’  probationary 
period,  regardless  of  the  character  of  their 
service. 

I informed  him  that  although  a six 
months’  probationary  period  had  been  fix- 
ed before  granting  a permanent  appoint- 
ment, it  was  not  my  understanding  that 
the  government  was  bound  to  be  afflicted 
during  this  time  with  the  services  of  an 
appointee  found  hopelessly  dull  or  inca- 
pable of  practical  work,  but  that  after  a 
reasonable  trial  such  a clerk  would  be  im- 
ported to  me  for  dismissal  for  cause;  all 
that  I should  require  would  be  satisfacto- 
ry evidence  of  the  man’s  inefficiency  and 
his  inability  or  indisposition  to  do  the 
work  assigned  him,  and  that  I should  ex- 
pect this  fact  to  be  ascertained  and  report- 
ed without  the  slightest  prejudice.  He 
stated  that  he  wanted  a little  more  time 
in  which  to  observe  the  progress  of  the 
clerk  in  question. 

Two  weeks  later  he  reported  marked 
improvement,  and  at  the  end  of  six  months 
he  joined  with  the  superintendent  in  cor- 
dially recommending  the  man  for  perma- 
nent appointment.  The  responsibility  for 
the  clerk's  retention  resting  with  him 
aroused  his  American  sense  of  fair  play, 
and  his  personal  honor  was  enlisted  in 
seeing  that  justice  was  done,  notwith- 
standing he  came  into  my  office  with,  I 
believe,  a strong  prejudice  that  would 
have  grown  stronger  had  he  found  a dis- 
position on  my  part  to  keep  an  appointee 
of  the  new  system  beyond  the  time  allot- 
ted to  others  who  failed  to  come  up  to  the 
average  standard  of  good  office  work. 

Little  by  little  the  ice  was  broken,  and 
the  relations  between  the  old  and  the  new 
men  became  less  strained.  The  “civil 
service  men”  were  joked  and  chaffed,  not 
unpleasantly,  about  being  “school -mas- 
ters,” and  were  plied  with  absurd  ques- 
tions picked  up  from  the  opposition  pa- 
pers, which  teem  with  impossible  questions 

and  burlesque  examinations;  they  sensi- 
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bly  took  it  in  good  part,  and  soon  a spirit 
of  comradeship  was  manifested  in  good 
words  and  kind  deeds,  and  now  the  last 
signs  of  jealousy  and  ill  feeling  are  rapid- 
ly disappearing.  I attribute  this  result, 
in  part  at  least,  to  the  policy  I have  deem- 
ed it  not  only  wisest  but  manifestly  fair- 
est to  pursue,  that  of  placing  the  new  men 
in  the  lower  grades  and  at  the  minimum 
salaries  paid  in  the  office,  and  leaving  it 
entirely  with  themselves  whether  they 
staid  there.  Occasionally  where  good  pen- 
manship was  an  indispensable  requisite, 
or  where  record  work  was  to  be  done,  and 
none  of  the  old  employes  in  the  lower 
grades  could  well  be  promoted,  or  where, 
as  in  some  cases,  they  did  not  desire  a 
change  of  work,  the  new  men  were  as- 
signed at  once  to  the  advanced  work,  but 
always  at  the  minimum  salary,  which  was 
never  increased  during  the  probationary 
period,  and  often  not  within  the  first 
year. 

Many  of  the  new  appointees  came  from 
the  rural  districts,  and  nearly  all  of  them 
were  entirely  unacquainted  with  office 
work  of  any  description.  Their  progress, 
under  the  circumstances,  was  something 
remarkable,  and  indicated  a degree  of  in- 
telligent appreciation  and  close  study  for 
which  I was  unprepared,  although  hope- 
ful of  good  things  from  the  new  system, 
and  entirely  confident  of  the  final  result. 
Many  of  those  who  had  passed  the  ex- 
amination and  had  been  certified  for  ap- 
pointment seemed  to  be  imbued  with  the 
spirit  of  doubt  and  uncertainty  about  the 
new  law  “ meaning  anything”  which  was 
so  generally  prevalent,  and  upon  being 
ordered  to  report  for  duty  manifested  con- 
siderable anxiety  to  know  if  the  appoint- 
ment was  permanent,  and  if  an  opportu- 
nity would  be  given  them  to  learn  the 
work  before  requiring  full  and  efficient 
service.  On  being  assured  that  impossi- 
bilities were  not  expected,  and  that  pre- 
cisely the  same  chance  would  be  given 
them  that  had  been  extended  to  clerks 
now  experienced  in  the  service,  they  took 
hold  with  alacrity,  and  soon  overcame 
the  nervousness  incident  to  new  duties 
performed  under  the  observation  of  a large 
number  of  skilled  employes. 

My  greatest  fears  were  for  the  letter- 
carriers,  who,  in  addition  to  mastering  the 
details  of  the  new  work,  had  also  to  learn 
the  city,  to  which  many  of  them  were  al- 
most entire  strangers.  In  this  work,  as  in 
the  office,  however,  I found  that  there  was 
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no  ground  for  apprehension;  they  enter- 
ed upon  their  work  vigorously  and  with 
marked  intelligence,  and  I do  not  now 
recall  a single  reasonable  complaint,  ex- 
cept in  the  case  of  one  or  two  who  became 
financially  embarrassed  by  reason  of  an- 
ticipating and  exceeding  the  small  salary 
earned  as  substitute  or  auxiliary  carriers. 

But  while  the  new  employes  were  grow- 
ing in  grace  and  favor  with  the  public  and 
their  fellow-clerks,  what  shall  be  said  of 
the  effect  of  the  adoption  of  the  new  sys- 
tem upon  the  appointing  officer?  On 
this  subject  it  is  impossible  to  convey  to 
the  general  public  any  conception  of  the 
relief  experienced.  Senators,  Representa- 
tives, and  heads  of  bureaus  in  Washing- 
ton may  have  some  idea,  but  even  they 
can  not  adequately  estimate  the  complete- 
ness of  the  change  that  followed.  The 
former  could  sometimes  escape  the  army 
of  office-seekers  and  their  friends  by  ab- 
sence from  their  hotels  or  rooms,  or  by 
pleading  the  necessity  for  their  presence 
in  the  House,  while  the  bureau  officer 
could  always  secure  a certain  degree  of 
privacy  not  attainable  in  a local  office. 
The  general  public  are  properly  very  sen- 
sitive on  the  subject  of  the  exclusiveness 
of  government  officials.  There  w*as  ac- 
cordingly nothing  for  it  but  to  face  the 
music,  and  receive  day  after  day  the 
ceaseless  throng  of  office-seekers  and  their 
friends.  From  early  morn  till  dewy  eve 
they  came  in  singly,  in  twos  and  threes, 
in  half-dozens,  and  in  dozens. 

If  the  aggregate  influence  they  repre- 
sented and  the  number  of  votes  they  con- 
trolled had  been  accepted  at  their  own  es- 
timate, the  Republican  party  in  our  city 
would  have  had  such  a majority  that  no- 
thing would  have  been  left  to  the  unfor- 
tunate Democrats  but  to  move  to  make  it 
unanimous.  Some  of  these  interviews 
terminated  in  a manner  that  would  have 
been  as  startling  to  the  applicant,  could  he 
have  heard  the  conversation,  as  it  was 
disgusting  to  myself,  who,  less  fortunate 
than  he,  was  bound  to  stay  and  listen. 
After  a long  and  fulsome  encomium  on 
the  merits  and  political  solidity  of  the  ap- 
plicant, and  a full  statement  of  his  varied 
services  to  the  party  in  his  waixl,  he 
would  be  dismissed  with  the  remark  that 
they  wished  to  see  me  personally  for  a 
few  minutes.  The  door  would  scarcely 
be  closed  before  I was  saluted  about  as 
follows:  “Say!  wo  don’t  want  that  feller 
appointed;  he's  no  good.  We  want  So- 
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and-so  appointed.  We  had  to  show  up 
with  him,  you  know,  to  keep  his  friends 
from  kicking.”  In  one  case,  on  being 
pressed  for  the  name  of  their  real  candi- 
date, and  the  reason  for  his  absence,  it  ap- 
peared that  he  was  in  durance  vile  for 
some  “indiscretion,”  and  therefore  could 
not  be  produced.  The  man  thus  shame- 
fully betrayed  and  fooled  was  often  an  in- 
telligent, upright  citizen,  who  had  proba- 
bly rendered  his  party  far  more  valuable 
and  certainly  more  gratuitous  service 
than  the  “heeler”  who  came  to  recom- 
mend him,  and  whose  measure  of  fealty 
and  usefulness  in  a campaign  was  gener- 
ally in  exact  proportion  to  the  amount  of 
funds  he  was  allowed  to  handle. 

One  of  the  peculiarly  unfortunate  fea- 
tures of  the  old  system  was  that  the  press- 
ure for  places  was  greatest  at  the  very 
time  when  the  officer  was  most  engrossed 
with  the  pressing  duties  incident  to  as- 
suming control  of  a new  office.  For  three 
months  after  the  commencement  of  ray 
term  of  office  I did  not  find  a single  hour 
of  the  day  when  I was  free  from  the  im- 
portunities of  office-seekers,  and  often  for 
a week  at  a time  I would  dismiss  one  man 
or  delegation  only  to  receive  another,  and 
finally,  worn  out  with  the  unequal  con- 
test, would  run  the  gauntlet  on  my  way 
home  only  to  find  a delegation  awaiting 
me  there.  Had  I desired  to  do  so,  it  would 
have  been  impracticable,  if  not  unjust,  to 
attempt  to  deny  these  men  a hearing.  It 
was  not  the  applicant,  but  the  system, 
that  was  in  fault.  Times  were  hard. 
These  men  were  poor,  and  needed  employ- 
ment. They  believed  that  my  appoint- 
ment meant  the  removal  of  a large  num- 
ber of  employes.  That  I was  going  to 
retain  any  considerable  number  of  the 
old  employes  to  the  exclusion  of  my  own 
“friends,”  present  or  prospective,  they 
could  hardly  persuade  themselves  to  be- 
lieve. The  realization  that  vacancies 
would  come  singly  and  for  cause  only,  in- 
stead of  by  dozens  and  scores,  as  they  had 
fondly  anticipated,  never  did  fully  come 
home  to  them  until  the  advent  of  the  new 
law  extinguished  the  last  lingering  hope 
of  somehow  obtaining  a place  through 
favoritism  or  influence. 

The  change  that  followed  the  adoption 
of  the  new  system  was  greater  than  I had 
dared  to  hope,  although  I had  expected  a 
great  deal.  There  was  at  first  the  usual 
protest  when  some  man  unknown  in  local 
political -circles  was  appointed  through 
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the  examination,  and  this  protest  changed 
into  angry  denunciation  and  unmeasured 
personal  abuse  of  the  appointing  officer 
when  it  became  known  that  the  appointee 
was  of  the  opposite  political  faith  to  the 
party  in  power.  Some  even  of  the  more 
thoughtful  men  of  the  party,  men  really 
entitled  to  rank  as  leaders,  and  presuma- 
bly acquainted  with  the  mandatory  char- 
acter of  the  civil  service  law  in  its  appli- 
cation to  the  appointing  officer,  called  to 
remonstrate  at  this  point,  and  suggested 
that  this  was  perhaps  going  a little  too 
far.  A reference  to  the  law  and  regula- 
tions, however,  satisfied  them  at  once,  and 
after  the  first  few  days  the  situation  was 
quietly  accepted  by  these  gentlemen,  and 
no  further  objections  were  ever  made — at 
least  not  to  me.  But  there  was  a class 
into  whose  souls  the  iron  entered  deeply, 
and  for  a long  time  they  refused  to  be 
comforted. 

The  relief  from  pressure  for  places  was 
felt  at  once,  and  grew  more  marked  when 
it  became  known  that  no  exceptions  were 
to  be  made  to  the  rule  requiring  examina- 
tions for  positions  in  the  office.  If  one 
of  the  places  exempt  by  law  became  va- 
cant, it  was  filled  by  promotion  from  a 
lower  grade,  and  this  vacancy  by  anoth- 
er promotion,  and  the  place  finally  left 
vacant  by  the  appointment  of  the  civil 
service  eligible,  and  in  almost  every  in- 
stance in  the  exact  order  in  which  they 
passed,  beginning  with  the  highest  on  the 
list,  and  working  down  to  the  lowest. 
Unless  there  vras  delay  in  responding  to 
the  notification  to  report  to  the  office  for 
appointment,  or  unless  some  one  of  the 
four  certified  possessed  peculiar  know- 
ledge or  experience  rendering  him  more 
immediately  available  and  valuable  than 
those  above  him,  the  first  of  the  group 
was  always  selected.  The  knowledge  that 
promotions  would  be  made  from  the  inside 
instead  of  from  the  outside  has  had  an 
inspiring  effect,  and  has  insured  a service 
not  otherwise  possible.  The  time  previ- 
ously given  to  applicants  for  office  has 
been  devoted  to  the  vast  accumulation  of 
details  that  are  constantly  arising  in  a 
large  office,  not  individually  perhaps  of 
great  importance,  but  making  up  in  the 
aggregate  that  indefinable  something 
which,  if  properly  attended  to,  makes  good 
service,  and  which,  if  neglected,  gradually 
leads  to  demoralization. 

It  was  not  alone  the  pressure  for  appoint- 
ments that  so  severely  taxed  the  head  of 
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an  office,  but  the  pressure  for  removals  was 
equally  great.  I do  not  believe  that  a 
more  severe  trial  of  the  patience  and  tem- 
per of  an  officer  could  be  devised  than  an 
interruption  at  some  unusually  busy  time 
by  a delegation  whose  business  it  was  to 
urge  the  immediate  removal  of  some  thor- 
oughly efficient  clerk,  about  whose  charac- 
ter and  standing  as  a citizen  there  was  no 
question,  and  whose  ability  and  usefulness 
in  the  office  had  been  established  by  years 
of  good  service  and  an  excellent  record. 
Often  no  attempt  was  made  even  to  assail 
his  political  fidelity  to  the  party;  it  was 
conceded  that  as  a voter  and  contributor 
he  was  all  right,  but  the  place  was  wanted 
for  another  man — a “worker.”  In  one 
instance  an  attack  was  made  on  a clerk  of 
the  highest  character  and  responsibility, 
and  of  known  loyalty  to  the  party,  and 
his  summary  removal  demanded,  to  make 
place  for  a man  who  one  week  later  was 
before  the  police  court,  a candidate  for 
work-house  honors. 

It  is  impossible  for  a man  of  candor  and 
unbiassed  judgment  to  look  back  over 
four  years’  control  of  an  office  having 
large  patronage  and  say  that  he  has  not 
made  some  mistakes  in  his  appointments, 
but  I can  review  the  situation  from  the 
advanced  stand  point  I now  occupy,  and 
say,  with  much  confidence,  that  I have  not 
made  a mistake  in  my  removals.  I start- 
ed out  with  the  determination  to  make 
removals  only  for  cause,  and  adhered  to 
it,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  more 
than  half  the  employes  of  the  office  were 
at  one  time  or  another  selected  by  out- 
siders for  removal,  and  pursued  in  many 
instances  with  a malevolence  that  could 
hardly  have  been  exceeded  had  it  come 
from  unscrupulous  political  enemies,  in- 
stead of  being,  as  it  was,  the  work  of  their 
own  party  friends. 

It  has  not  been  deemed  best  to  institute 
an  examination  for  promotions  other  than 
a practical  test  of  the  knowledge  gained 
in  the  office;  in  this  way  the  old  em- 
ployes have  not  only  had  a fair  chance, 
but  a manifest  advantage,  growing  out  of 
greater  length  of  service  and  experience 
in  the  different  branches  of  the  work  to  be 
done.  Notwithstanding  this  fact,  the  civil 
service  appointees  have  earned  their  full 
share  of  promotion,  and  in  case  examina- 
tions and  on  the  average  found  by  check- 
ing errors  they  have  attained  a high  rank, 
while  their  general  superiority  in  pen- 
manship has  given  them  an  advantage  in 
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promotions  and  assignments  to  purely 
clerical  positions.  The  interest  in  the 
work  and  the  evident  ambition  to  succeed 
have  increased  in  a marked  degree  through- 
out the  office  since  the  passage  of  the  law, 
and  it  is  no  longer  treated  as  a make-shift 
position  intended  to  last  simply  during  the 
term  of  the  present  head  of  the  local  office, 
but  as  one  promising  permanency  and  pro- 
motion, if  earned  by  good  work  and  strict 
attention  to  the  business  of  the  office. 

Wherever  the  law  has  failed— -if  it  has 
failed  any  where— the  cause  will  be  found 
to  be  the  prejudice  of  the  appointing  of- 
ficer, or  exemptions  made  to  defeat  the 
purpose  of  the  law.  Let  the  Commission 
define  just  who  in  each  office  shall  be  ex- 
empt from  the  operation  of  the  law,  let 
this  exempted  list  be  made  as  small  as  the 
law  itself  will  admit,  taking  especial  pains 
to  see  that  the  lower  grades  in  an  office 
are  not  exempt  from  examination,  and 
many  of  the  so-called  imperfections  will 
disappear.  Let  it  be  further  understood 
that  this  law  is  to  be  obeyed  like  any  oth- 
er law,  without  discussion  or  comment, and 
that  its  evasion  will  be  attended  with  the 
same  consequences  that  would  inevitably 
follow  conversion  of  government  funds, 
appropriation  of  government  stamps,  or 
any  other  unlawful  act,  and  the  “crudi- 
ties” of  the  law  will  soon  be  forgotten. 

Appointing  officers  do  not  seem  called 
upon  to  assume  the  arduous  duties  of 
critics  or  censors,  nor  to  construe  laws  of 
Congress.  The  scope  of  the  reform  might 
be  largely  extended.  It  is  difficult  to  see 
why  a post-office  having  more  than  fifty 
employes  should  come  within  the  scope  of 
a law  from  which  the  internal  revenue 
office  in  the  same  city,  with  an  equal  or 
greater  number  of  employes,  is  exempt. 

No  thinking  man  will  insist  that  the 
duties  of  an  internal  revenue  officer  are 
less  important  than  those  of  a post-office 
clerk,  or  that  a lower  standard  of  educa- 
tion and  intelligence  suffices  to  discharge 
those  duties  properly.  Upon  these  of- 
ficers devolve  the  collection  of  almost 
one-half  the  revenues  of  the  government. 
There  will  not,  I judge,  be  any  dissent 
from  the  opinion  that  there  was  never  a 
time  when  examinations  were  more  im- 
peratively demanded  than  now, when  this 
service  seems  selected  for  sweeping  and 
rapid  changes. 

To  say  that  the  head  of  an  office  will  of 
his  own  volition  institute  an  examination 
tending  to  show  the  fitness  of  an  appli- 
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cant,  or  that  he  will  select  for  appoint- 
ment only  intelligent,  capable,  and  wor- 
thy men,  is  to  belie  the  experience  of  ev- 
ery competent  observer  during  the  last 
fifty  years.  So  long  as  appointments  are 
made  the  mere  stepping-stone  to  some  ad- 
vanced political  position,  so  long  will 
subordinates  be  selected,  unless  the  law 
intervenes  to  prevent,  solely  for  their 
ability  to  advance  the  political  interests 
of  their  superior,  and  to  satisfy  the  de- 
mands of  the  worst  elements  in  each  par- 
ty. Confident  of  the  support  of  the  ward 
and  precinct  boss,  sure  of  the  delegation 


in  the  next  convention,  he  is  in  position 
to  make  to  the  long-suffering  people  the 
same  dreary  old  answer,  44  What  are  you 
going  to  do  about  it?”  Let  the  civil  serv- 
ice regulations  be  extended  so  as  to  em- 
brace offices  having  very  much  less  than 
fifty  employes,  let  it  include  all  branches 
of  the  civil  service,  enforce  it  as  other 
laws  are  enforced,  and  the  reign  of  such 
bosses  will  soon  come  to  be  regarded  as 
impossible  as  would  now  be  the  revival 
and  enforcement  of  the  old  blue  laws,  the 
trials  for  witchcraft,  or  the  persecution 
of  the  Quakers. 


(Suitor's  €nst)  CJniir. 


THERE  is  always  a pleasant  strain  of  com- 
edy in  the  most  solemn  and  imposing 
public  affairs,  and  the  utmost  official  decorum 
is  always  at  the  mercy  of  a joke.  If  Dr.  Parr’s 
wig  was  awry,  his  most  serious  exhortations 
in  the  pulpit  ceased  to  be  impressive ; and  the 
sense  of  humorous  incongruity  between  tradi- 
tions of  costume  and  conduct  and  the  spirit 
of  the  age  or  the  consciousness  of  the  spec- 
tator— as  if  a Lord  Chancellor  should  wear 
motley — is  sometimes  so  acute  that  all  gravity 
is  lost.  Nothing  is  more  important  at  the 
time  than  the  due  observance  of  social  con- 
ventions. It  is  as  foolish  and  unavailing  to 
protest  that  the  immortal  soul  of  man  is  su- 
perior to  mere  fashions  of  dress  as  it  was  for 
the  indignant  friend  to  assure  the  incumbent 
of  the  stocks  that  lie  couldn’t  be  put  in  the 
stocks  for  the  offense  alleged.  44  Perhaps  not,” 
was  the  philosophical  reply ; “ but  here  I am.” 
To  violate  the  social  conventions  is  to  be 
laughed  at.  The  instinctive  feeling  is  that  a 
man  who  insists  upon  wearing  knee-breeches 
and  a scarlet  coat  flowered  in  gold  upon  an 
occasion  when  everybody  else  wears  a black 
broad  clot]  i coat  and  trousers  is  to  betray  an 
eccentricity  which  does  not  comport  with 
sound  judgment. 

The  Easy  Chair  knew  a well-meaning  youth 
who  was  much  oppressed  with  a sense  of  the 
artificiality  and  insincerity  of  society,  and  he 
resolved  for  his  part  to  protest  by  drawing 
nearer  to  nature.  He  decided  to  begin  the 
protest  with  his  dress.  “Can  any  sensible 
man,”  said  the  ingenious  youth,  “give  a good 
reason  for  the  shape  of  our  trousers?” — they 
were  then  made  very  loose  around  the  ankle. 
44  Why  should  not  our  tailoring  follow  nature, 
and  our  trousers  conform  to  the  shape  of  the 
limb?  The  leg  does  not  expand  toward  the 
foot — why  should  the  trouser  ?”  To  this  great 
question  the  child  of  nature  prepared  a prac- 
tical answer  which  would  have  charmed 
Rou3seauT>  It  was  summer,  and  he  caused  a 
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pair  of  white  duck  trousers  to  be  made  which 
fitted  Ids  legs  closely,  and  buttoned  around 
the  ankles.  But  when  he  issued  from  his 
room  arrayed  in  a garment  conformed  to  the 
leadings  of  nature,  although  his  legs  were 
dressed  like  those  of  our  ancestors  who  wore 
44  tights,”  the  impression  was  irresistible  that 
he  had  forgotten  to  put  on  all  his  clothes. 
The  courage  which  sustained  the  well-mean- 
ing youth  during  the  storm  of  chaff  that  ac- 
companied his  very  brief  appearance  in  this 

farb  was  admirable.  But  it  was  also  wasted. 

he  courage  was  excellent,  and  it  is  a great 
quality.  But  so  is  common-sense. 

The  heroism  of  this  good  youth  is  kindred 
to  the  patriotism  which  greets  with  uproarious 
enthusiasm  “the  plain  evening  dress”  of  the 
American  Minister  at  foreign  courts  amid  the 
glittering  embroideries  of  the  court  dresses  of 
royal  ami  imperial  ambassadors.  Fashion  is 
a great  humorist,  and  it  happens  that  the  dress 
which  an  American  gentleman  properly  wears 
in  the  evening  at  the  President’s  reception  is 
also  that  of  a waiter  in  many  a fine  foreign 
house.  Our  republican  pride  is  naturally 
great,  but  it  is  not  wholly  clear  that  it  must 
be  agreeable  to  republican  pride  to  have  the 
Minister  of  the  republic  mistaken  for  a waiter. 
Undoubtedly  man  is  superior  to  his  accidents, 
and  dress  is  the  merest  accident.  Undoubt- 
edly, also,  the  resplendent  costumes  of  courtly 
ceremony  are  mediaeval  and  even  grotesque, 
like  the  triple  crown  of  the  Pope,  or  the  uni- 
form of  the  British  beef-eaters.  And,  again, 
undoubtedly  simplicity  is  the  best  decoration 
of  the  lady  or  the  gentleman.  But  these  com- 
fortable axioms  do  not  atone  for  the  possible 
indignity  of  ordering  the  American  Minister 
to  bring  a glass  of  negus,  nor  do  they  console 
his  compatriots  who  have  their  own  opinions 
of  titled  flunkies  and  a lofty  scorn  of  royal 
liveries. 

At  the  state  receptions  of  the  first  President 
of  the  French  Republic  in palace  of  the 
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Elysde,  the  President,  whose  name  wa9  Louis 
Napoleon  Bonaparte,  stood  in  a military  uni- 
form beneath  a portrait  of  the  first  Napoleon, 
who  was  depicted  in  imperial  velvet  and  er- 
mine and  lace— a costume  in  fact  which  would 
cover  an  American  President  with  the  utmost 
ridicule.  But  it  was  not  ridiculous  when  Na- 
poleon wore  it,  as  the  four  stars  upon  the 
shoulder  of  General  Sheridan  are  not  ridic- 
ulous now.  It  was  simply  the  conventional 
costume  of  an  Emperor,  as  the  distinctive  but- 
tons and  stars  upon  the  coat  are  the  conven- 
tional uniform  of  the  American  General.  But 
the  dress  in  both  cases  is  symbolic  as  well  as 
ceremonial. 

Charles  Fox  used  to  rise  on  his  field  days  in 
the  House  of  Commons  dressed  in  blue  and 
buff.  They  were  the  traditional  colors  of  the 
Whigs,  and  Daniel  Webster,  the  great  Ameri- 
can Whig,  also  wore  them  when  he  made  an 
important  speech.  The  colors  were  tradition- 
al and  conventional  symbols.  Blue,  as  the  Lib- 
eral color,  was  adopted  by  the  Covenanters  as 
against  the  scarlet  of  the  King’s  troops,  and 
they  took  the  color  from  the  Book  of  Num- 
bers, in  which  the  children  of  Israel  were  di- 
rected to  make  fringes  to  their  garments,  and 
to  put  upon  the  fringe  a ribbon  of  blue.  Grad- 
ually the  reason  fades  out  of  memory.  The 
colors  become  conventional,  but  they  are  sym- 
bolic, like  the  crown  and  sceptre  of  royalty. 
Now,  fellow-republican,  why  not  a ceremony 
of  dress,  since  royalty’s  self  is  but  a ceremony  ? 
A man  should  dress  with  propriety.  But  what 
is  propriety  in  such  a matter  but  a nice  regard 
for  the  fitness  of  the  occasion  ? 

In  the  same  sense  ambassadors  and  ministers 
arc  but  ceremonies,  and  if  a republic  chooses 
to  send  a minister  to  a foreign  court,  what  bet- 
ter guide  in  regard  to  social  conventions  can 
there  be  than  common-sense?  When  a sensi- 
ble Protestant  enters  a Roman  Catholic  church, 
he  does  not  emulate  Brown  or  Jones  or  Rob- 
inson in  Doyle's  delightful  picture,  and  stand 
bolt-upright  staring  about  him  while  the  con- 
gregation around  him  is  reverently  kneeling 
toward  the  altar,  nor  does  he  abjure  the  Luther- 
an heresy  and  become  reconciled  to  Rome  be- 
cause he  behaves  like  a gentleman  and  not  like 
a Hottentot.  So  when  the  Misericordia  passes 
in  Florence,  and  everybody  lifts  his  hat  in  salute 
to  that  swift  errand  of  mercy,  does  the  Amer- 
ican who  is  worthy  of  the  name  pull  his  hat 
over  his  forehead  and  sneer  at  superstition  ? 

There  is  no  court  dress  at  the  White  House. 
That  is  happily  true,  and  it  is  recorded  that 
fellow-citizens  in  their  shirt  sleeves  have  en- 
tered at  a public  levee  to  pay  their  respects  to 
the  President.  It  follows,  then,  probably,  that 
the  American  Minister,  the  official  representa- 
tive of  republican  simplicity,  should  salute  the 
Queen  in  his  shirt  sleeves.  Away  with  flum- 
mery and  toggery  and  liveries ! But,  siste , via- 
tor! Tiie  Easy  Chair  read  this  very  morning 
that  the  President  received  last  evening  at  the 
White  House  in  full  evening  dress.  Alas! 
away  with  flummery  and  toggery  and  liveries  I 
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Wliat  is  a white  cravat  but  flummery,  and  a 
dress-coat  but  toggery  and  livery  ? Why  did 
not  true  republican  simplicity  dictate  to  the 
President  the  morning  business  suit  of  plain 
tweed  ? Alas ! alas ! again,  what  is  a business 
suit  in  the  morning  but  a miserable  livery  ? — 
that  is  to  say,  a dress  suitable  to  the  occasion. 

That,  indeed,  is  the  dictate  of  common-sense, 
and  our  tornadoes  of  republican  wrath  with  of- 
ficial gold-lace  and  the  courtly  liveries  of  snobs 
and  flunkies  may  be  calmed  by  the  consoling 
reflection  that  a man  who  is  fit  to  be  a minister 
of  the  republic  is  capable  of  dressing  himself 
and  of  behaving  himself  properly.  The  free  and 
independent  fellow-citizen  whom  it  is  necessary 
to  warn  not  to  stir  his  neighbor's  tea  with  his 
own  finger,  nor  to  wear  arctics  into  the  Queen's 
drawing-room,  nor  to  don  the  dress  of  a Feejee 
when  he  goes  to  a court  dinner,  may  be  a para- 
gon of  all  the  virtues,  but  he  is  not  fitted  to  be 
a foreign  minister  of  the  republic.  If  for  that 
reason — that  is,  because  there  arc  Americans 
who  can  not  be  trusted  to  dress  with  propriety 
— all  the  American  legations  in  foreign  coun- 
tries should  be  abolished,  so  let  it  be.  But, 
brethren— for  that  reason? 


It  was  hoped  that  the  worthy  people  who 
have  been  in  the  habit  of  disturbing  the  opera 
with  loud  talking  and  laughing  had  returned 
to  the  congenial  circles  of  miners  and  Iudian 
reservations  upon  the  frontier.  But  they  have 
delayed  their  departure,  and  are  still  to  be 
heard  and  marked  at  their  old  tricks  of  an- 
noying the  intelligent  and  well-bred  persons 
whom  an  unkind  fate  dooms  to  sit  near  them. 
The  wrath  of  some  of  these  latter  sufferers 
is  great,  and  it  has  found  expression  in  the 
newspapers.  But  the  expression  is  a cry  of 
despair  rather  than  a suggestion  of  practical 
relief.  It  is  evident  that  the  sufferers  regard 
the  offenders  like  a swarm  of  mosquitoes,  or 
an  epidemic  of  the  measles,  or  an  obnoxious 
stench,  for  which  the  only  remedy  is  flight. 

It  is  not  a fault  that  an  ear  for  music  has 
been  withheld  from  a man  or  woman,  or  that 
circumstances  have  deprived  them  of  the  ben- 
efit of  refined  associations,  or  that  nature  lias 
denied  them  that  fine  instinct  of  courtesy 
which  is  not  due  to  training,  but  is  found 
equally  in  savage  and  civilized  life.  But  as 
the  city  regulations  protect  the  innocent  citi- 
zen by  prohibiting  the  driving  of  wild  cattle 
through  the  streets,  and  as  public  nuisances 
are  abated  by  law,  it  should  seem  that  the  wis- 
dom of  educated  men  might  devise  some  ef- 
fectual method  of  suppressing  this  common 
enemy  in  a place  of  amusement,  and  even  in 
so  choice  a retreat  ns  the  opera-house. 

On  behalf  of  the  excellent  people  who  chat- 
ter and  giggle  in  the  boxes,  however,  and  who 
are  wholly  ignorant  of  good-breeding,  it  must 
be  said  that  they  behave  after  their  kind,  and 
furnish  a spectacle  and  entertainment  which 
were  not  promised  in  the  bills.  While  we  ex- 
pected to  hear  and  to  see  the  beauty  and  the 

melody  of  imaginative  genius,  to  be  touched, 
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elevated,  and  inspired  by  the  sweet  enchant-  . But  we  must  not  be  lured  from  our  trail, 
ment  of  the  musical  drama,  and  to  watch  the  Whether  the  side  company  whose  perform- 
idealized  play  of  human  emotions  and  pas-  ances  distract  the  unhappy  neighbors  from 
sions,  we  are  suddenly  summoned  by  the  neigh-  the  music,  and  destroy  the  pleasure  of  the 
boring  box  to  behold  the  manners  and  the  evening  for  which  they  have  paid,  be  in  truth 
decencies  and  the  vulgarities  of  Dead  Man's  a party  of  genuine  Gulchers  from  Poker  Flat, 
Gulch,  or  Sandy  Barren,  or  Poker  Flat,  or  which  is  the  only  probable  theory,  or  Mrs. 
some  other  semi-civilized  community — vul-  Tiptop  and  her  friends  masquerading — a sup- 
garities  which  are  made  the  more  ludicrous  position  which  pains  every  polite  mind — the 
because  they  are  presented  by  persons  dressed  pressing  question  is  that  of  relief.  How  can 
in  the  most  extravagant  fashion  of  the  hour  the  nuisance  be  abated?  If  people  disturb 
and  showing  the  usual  signs  of  good  society,  the  reverent  silence  of  a church,  they  are  ei- 
although  with  the  under-breeding  of  excess,  tlier  overwhelmed  by  the  indignation  #f  the 
It  must  be  said,  also,  that  the  rival  side  com-  congregation  or  they  are  removed  from  the 
pany  in  the  box  is  usually  quite  as  successful  building  by  the  proper  officers.  Could  such 
in  its  performance  as  the  more  legitimate  com-  a process  be  employed  in  the  opera-house  ? 
pany  upon  the  stage.  However  skillfully  the  The  directors  are  not  exactly  deacons,  but 
singers  upon  the  stage  may  represent  the  ro-  might  they  not  have  power?  A desperate 
mantic  or  fairy  world  which  they  feign,  not  correspondent  suggests  44  a strong,  shrill  po- 
less  admirably  is  the  world  of  the  Gulch  and  liceman’s  whistle.”  But,  as  he  hints,  that 
the  Flat  and  the  mines  depicted  by  the  rival  might  be  mistaken  for  a fine  Wagnerian  out- 
company  in  the  box,  without  the  advantage  break  in  the  orchestra.  The  effect  of  a per- 
of  scenery  or  costume,  and  in  ordinary  even-  sonal  appeal  was  tried  a year  or  two  since, 
ing  dress.  But  the  Gulchers  have  held  their  ground,  and 

But  the  most  amusing  suggestion  in  regard  Poker  Flat  still  reigns  triumphant  in  certain 
to  the  side  company  from  the  Gulcli,  and  boxes.  Hissing  wfould  be  a well-meant  re- 
which  might  be  therefore  called  the  Gulchers,  monstrance,  but  sure  to  be  misunderstood, 
is  that  they  are  really  masqueraders,  and  not  and  the  hissers  might  be  hissed,  which  would 
true  Gulchers  at  all.  Indeed,  the  Easy  Chair  produce  confusion,  and  consequent  failure  of 
has  heard  the  names  of  the  reputed  revellers,  moral  effect. 

and  there  can  be  no  violation  of  trust  in  say-  The  case  plainly  demands  heroic  treatment, 
ing  here,  in  the  strictest  confidence,  that  the  Theodore  Thomas  was  equal  to  the  occasion 
side  company  in  the  box  which  so  accurately  when  he  stopped  his  orchestra  and  feared  that 
presents  the  social  characteristics  of  the  Dead  the  music  interrupted  conversation.  II is  ex- 
Man’s  Gulcli  and  other  centres  of  fashion  at  ample  gives  the  precedent.  Let  the  perform- 
the  mines  is  declared  to  be  no  other  than  Mrs.  ance  be  arrested  in  mid-career,  and  an  appeal 
Tiptop  and  her  friends.  This  is  an  excellent  be  made  to  the  audience  whether  the  singers 
jest,  and  shows  the  best  spirits  upon  the  part  or  the  talkers  shall  stop.  As  the  disturbers 
of  the  jester.  But  it  lacks  the  charm  of  prob-  might  say,  in  the  choice  dialect  of  their  native 
ability  which  gives  so  fine  a point  to  such  flats,  that  would  smoke  out  the  Gulchers. 
jokes.  Mrs.  Tiptop  is  a lady  who  would  not  Would  this  course  threaten  the  summary  clos- 
giggle  and  chatter  in  her  pew  at  church,  and  ing  of  the  house  ? Well,  then,  there  is  another 
she  knows  that,  so  far  as  mere  manners  or  con-  heroic  method.  It  is  the  way  of  the  sun,  not 
sideration  for  others  are  concerned,  it  is  as  ill-  of  the  wind.  When  the  Gulchers,  masquerad- 
bred  to  disturb  your  neighbors  at  the  opera,  ing  as  Mrs.  Tiptop  and  her  friends,  display  the 
or  a concert,  or  a lecture,  as  at  church.  manners  of  the  mine,  and  talk  and  laugh  witli- 

The  basis  of  good  manners  is  good  feeling,  out  regard  to  the  hideous  disturbance  of  neigh- 
Their  very  purpose  is  to  spare  annoyance  to  bors  interested  in  the  music,  suppose  that  all 
others.  It  is  ill-bred  and  vulgar  to  whisper  the  neighborhood,  all  the  sitters  in  boxes  and 
audibly,  or  to  laugh,  or  to  rustle  and  move  in  the  parquette  who  are  annoyed,  should  turn 
constantly,  in  a room  where  others  are  intent  en  vtasxe  and  silently  fix  their  gaze  upon  the 
upon  a song,  or  an  address,  or  any  other  sub-  vulgar  disturbers!  That  still,  concentrated 
ject  of  common  interest.  And  why?  Be-  look  woujd  quell  the  rioters.  As  the  lamia, 
cause  it  disturbs  others.  That  is  the  simple  under  the  steady  eye  of  the  philosopher,  shrank 


reason  ; and  does  the  jester  suppose  that  Mrs. 
Tiptop  does  not  know  it?  Would  he  assert, 
or,  jus  legislative  debaters  say,  is  the  honorable 
gentleman  from  Skittles  prepared  to  affirm, 
that  Mrs.  Tiptop,  knowing  this  fundamental 
rule  of  good  manners,  deliberately  breaks  it  ? 
To  maintain  that  is  to  argue  that  Mrs.  Tiptop 
is  vulgar.  For  surely  the  honorable  gentle- 
man is  not  prepared  to  affirm  that  ladies  who 
occupy  boxes  at  the  Metropolitan  Opera  are 
vulgar.  For  if  he  be  ready  for  such  an  ap- 
palling assertion,  what  is  to  become  of  the 
foundations^of  society  ? 
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to  a snake  and  glided  away,  the  long-tolerated 
nuisance  would  be  abated. 

If  a man  were  compelled  to  choose  which 
sense  he  would  lose,  he  would  not  relinquish 
his  sight.  That,  indeed,  is  the  last  sense  with 
which  he  would  part.  How  precious  it  is  is 
shown  in  the  pathetic  tenderness  of  feeling 
with  which  we  regard  the  blind,  and  the  feel- 
ing is  deepened  by  the  sweetness  of  disposi- 
tion and  manner  which  is  characteristic  of 
them,  as  if  nature  would  atone  for  that  depri- 
vation. They  have  also  a fondness  and  often 
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a striking  talent  for  music.  The  story  of  the 
blind  Milton  at  his  organ  always  recalls  to 
those  who  knew  the  blind  organist  Oliviero 
that  devoted  and  diligent  musician,  whose 
hand  every  Sunday  seemed  to  the  young  fancy 
to  evoke  the  voices  of  cherubim  and  seraphim 
as  he  pressed  the  keys  of  the  great  organ  and 
filled  the  church  with  heavenly  harmony. 
Those  young  pfetists  in  the  pews  used  to  shut 
their  eyes  to  have  a more  vivid  sense  of  the 
actual  darkness  in  which  Oliviero  lived,  and 
nothing  touched  the  young  hearts  with  softer 
pity  than  to  see  him  passing  in  the  street,  led 
by  a child  in  whom  he  confided  so  fully  that 
he  walked  without  shrinking. 

But  to  add  to  blindness  extreme  poverty  is 
to  produce  as  sad  a situation  as  can  befall  a 
human  being.  There  is  no  figure  which  ap- 
peals more  strongly  to  sympathy  than  that  of 
the  blind  child  in  the  squalor  of  the  tenement- 
house,  or  in  any  den”  of  utter  destitution. 
With  eyes,  a child  may  somehow  emerge  and 
fight  his  way.  In  any  event,  he  will  not  seem 
to  the  parent  a hopeless,  helpless,  life  long 
burden;  and  it  is  the  tragedy  of  such  desti- 
tution that  the  parental  heart  is  often  harden- 
ed, and  the  helplessness  that  naturally  softens 
merely  exasperates.  The  fate  that  follows  is 
terrible.  In  that  unbroken  night,  without  oc- 
cupation, without  education,  without  the  kind- 
ly society  of  fond  comrades,  alone  in  an  un- 
speakable sense  of  solitude,  the  young  soul 
shrinks  and  wastes;  the  human  child  sinks 
toward  the  brute.  It  is  a horrible  enchant- 
ment, one  of  the  sorest  trials  of  human  faith, 
as  well  as  a fearful  form  of  human  suffering. 

Wiien  the  late  Dr.  Howe — one  of  the  noble 
and  heroic  Samaritans  who  in  every  age  and 
in  every  sphere  of  suffering  and  sorrow'  vindi- 
cate human  nature  and  restore  the  faith  that 
weavers — first  opened  the  School  for  the  Blind 
at  South  Boston,  he  w as  accustomed  to  receive 
the  youngest  blind  children  from  the  most 
squalid  retreats  and  renew  their  lives  with 
the  sw’eet  magic  of  affection  and  intelligence. 
No  man  in  this  country,  whatever  his  ambi- 
tion or  his  career,  pursued  his  purpose  with  a 
loftier  enthusiasm  and  success  than  Dr.  Llow’e, 
and  the  institution  wdiich  owes  so  much  to 
him  still  feels  his  animating  impulse  under  the 
conduct  of  his  daughter  and  son-in-law',  who, 
with  the  same  earnest  and  disinterested  devo- 
tion, seek  like  him  to  lead  benighted  child- 
hood with  that  kindly  light  which  shines  on 
when  the  clearest  eye  is  dimmed. 

Some  time  ago,  the  Easy  Chair — assured  of 
the  patience  and  sympathy  of  its  parish,  or, 
more  truly,  its  diocese — mentioned  the  hope 
of  Mr.  Anagnos  to  establish  a Kindergarten,  or 
primary  school,  for  the  blind.  This  would  be 
“a  complete  and  sunny  nursery”  into  which 
the  poor  waifs  who  arc  resistlessly  drifting 
toward  mental  barbarism  could  be  gathered 
from  their  mournful  and  degrading  circum- 
stances, and  under  friendly  intelligence  and 
experience  and  care  acquire  the  command  of 
powers  wUich  would  make  them  self-helpful, 
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contented,  and  happy,  but  wdiich  otherwise, 
like  limbs  absolutely  dormant,  w’oukl  shrivel 
and  w’aste  into  imbecility.  The  experiment 
of  the  Kindergarten  for  the  blind,  as  far  as  it 
has  been  tried,  is  most  successful.  The  result 
is  inspiring.  By  the  gentle  and  unconscious 
tutelage  of  plays  and  exercises  and  occupa- 
tions, the  young  children  learn  to  observe  at- 
tentively, to  perceive  correctly,  to  listen  intel- 
ligently, to  apprehend  readily,  to  think  spon- 
taneously, to  express  themselves  clearly,  to 
gain  bodily  activity  and  manual  dexterity,  to 
acquire  a taste  as  well  as  capacity  for  labor,  an 
appreciation  of  beauty,  and  a love  of  truth  and 
goodness. 

So  says  the  director  of  this  good  work.  The 
spell-bound  soul  is  awakened  to  its  powers  as 
the  helpless  hand  is  taught  first  to  feel,  then 
to  move,  then  to  grasp,  and  on  and  on  until 
the  flying  fingers  hover  over  the  keys  of  an 
instrument  and  draw  out  its  melody,  or,  busy 
in  some  other  form  of  pleasant  industry,  en- 
able the  blind  child  literally  to  work  his  w'ay 
with  those  who  see.  Nothing  is  more  inter- 
esting and  touching  than  the  zeal  w ith  which 
the  children  who  have  been  trained  at  the 
Kindergarten  contribute  their  labor  and  share 
their  gifts  to  promote  the  extension  of  the 
opportunity  to  their  fellow’s.  Oue  little  girl 
gave  part  of  her  Christinas  presents  to  a ba- 
zar to  aid  the  enterprise ; one  little  fellow'  sent 
liis  top.  The  generous  benefactors  of  all  good 
works  have  not  forgotten  the  Kindergarten 
for  the  destitute  blind  children,  and  already 
a pleasant  estate  is  bought,  upon  which  the 
buildings,  cottages  for  homes,  school  - rooms, 
music -rooms,  libraries,  workshops,  museum, 
gymnasium,  will  be  created  as  the  means  are 
furnished. 

It  is  a noble  and  pathetic  charity,  which 
among  all  the  worthy  and  necessary  and  hu- 
mane beneficences  makes  its  own  penetrating 
appeal.  To  rouse  the  dwindling  soul,  to  open 
the  inward  eye  of  the  poor  young  children 
w'lio  shall  never  see  the  beauty  of  the  world, 
to  enable  the  most  helpless  to  help  themselves 
— this  is  the  charity  for  which  this  little  ser- 
mon is  preached,  and  for  which  the  box  w ill 
nowT  be  passed  around. 


When,  a month  or  two  since,  the  Easy  Chair 
playfully  spoke  of  erecting  a statue  to  the 
authors  of  the  Gilbert-Sullivan  opera  as  pub- 
lic benefactors,  it  had  little  thought  that  Mr. 
Gilbert  himself  would  so  soon  pose  himself 
upon  a pedestal.  Punch  used  to  make  great 
fuu  of  the  statue  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington 
in  London.  But,  at  least,  the  Duke  was  not 
his  ow'n  sculptor.  Mr.  Gilbert,  however,  has 
chosen  to  make  so  comical  a figure  of  himself 
that  it  is  impossible  not  to  laugh  at  it.  lie 
has  written  the  libretto  of  several  comic 
operas  which  Mr.  Sullivan  has  set  to  music, 
and  which  have  been  justly  very  popular  in 
this  country,  to  the  great  emolument  of  Mr. 
Gilbert  and  his  associate.  The  verses  of  Mr. 
Gilbert  are  very  amusing,  and  although  he 
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could  sell  no  right  to  their  publication  in  this 
country,  and  no  publisher  who  should  issue 
them  could  have  the  least  protection,  or  be 
sure  that  the  fact  of  the  publication  would  not 
attract  a dozen  competing  editions  the  next 
day,  yet  the  publishers  who  chose  to  issue 
them  at  this  risk  also  chose  to  show  their 
good-will  to  Mr.  Gilbert,  the  author,  which  is 
all  that  they  could  do  under  the  existing  law, 
by  sending  him  a draft  for  a small  amount. 

It  was  a simple  act  of  courtesy,  which  show- 
ed that  the  publishers  were  disposed  to  recog- 
nize the  claim  of  the  author  to  his  own  work, 
although  the  law  did  not  acknowledge  it,  and 
in  fact  the  publishers  had  been  actively  en- 
gaged for  some  years  in  securing  such  a legal 
acknowledgment  for  the  foreign  author.  But 
the  courtesy  of  this  particular  foreign  author 
led  him  in  hot  wrath  to  send  the  letter  of  the 
publishers  to  the  newspapers,  and  to  take  the 
air  of  holding  them  up  in  some  way  to  public 
reproof  for  assuming  to  send  to  him  for  the 
republication  of  his  verses  money  which  the 
law  did  not  require  them  to  send.  This  au- 
thor’s courtesy  rested  this  extraordinary  con- 
duct upon  the  plea  that  he  was  not  a beggar, 
and  that  other  publishers  in  this  country  had 
pillaged  him  right  and  left.  His  courtesy 
selected  as  proper  objects  of  public  oppro- 
brium the  publishers  who  had  not  pillaged 
him,  but  who,  on  the  contrary,  had  sent  him 
a perfectly  fair  consideration  for  issuing  his 
work  without  any  kiud  of  security  against 
competing  issues.  There  is  really  no  situa- 
tion in  any  comic  opera  of  Mr.  Gilbert's  so 
farcical  as  this.  He  has  chosen  to  surpass  in 
his  own  conduct  the  utmost  absurdities  of  Sir 
Joseph  Porter  and  Pooh-Bah  and  Bunthomc. 

There  is  no  international  copyright.  Mr. 
Gilbert  may  properly  think  that  there  ought 
to  be  such  a copyright.  He  may  hold  that 
American  publishers  have  no  moral  right  to 
issue  his  verses  without  his  authority.  But 
since  he  can  not  confer  such  authority,  and  if 
he  could,  the  object  of  conferring  it  would  be 
to  receive  compensation,  and  since,  although 
he  can  not  confer  it,  nor  secure  any  advantage 
to  the  publisher,  the  publisher  chooses  never- 
theless to  acknowledge  the  claim  which  Mr. 
Gilbert  asserts,  but  which  the  law  does  not 
allow  nor  protect,  and  chooses  also  to  send 
him  compensation,  is  there  off  the  deck  of  the 
Pinafore , or  out  of  the  streets  of  Titipu,  a be- 
ing who  would  gravely  and  defiantly  shout, 
“Sirs,  I am  not  a beggar,  and  I scorn  your 
gift;  I have  been  outrageously  robbed  by  some- 
body, and  therefore  I kick  your  money  into  a 
poverty-stricken  hospital”  A It  is  a situation 
which  moves  pity.  The  best  advice  to  give 
to  a man  overtaken  by  such  a whim  of  melan- 
cholia as  this  would  be  to  go  and  see  one  of 
Gilbert’s  operas. — What  does  he  say?  Alas! 
alas ! I am  Gilbert ! 

This  is  a cast;  in  which  Doctor  Charles  Lamb 
would  have  called  for  candles  to  examine  the 
bumps  of  the  patient.  If  the  sufferer  were  not 
plainly  for-fche  nonce  ibeyond  the  pale  of  com- 

Digitized  by  (jjOOQlC 


mon-sense,  he  might  be  asked  why,  if  he  be 
not  a beggar,  he  does  not  promptly  toss  back 
money  which  he  stigmatizes  as  alms,  or  how 
it  is  that,  if  sending  the  money  be  so  gross  an 
outrage,  keeping  it  is  not  equally  outrageous, 
and  giving  it  to  a hospital  simply  absurd.  Or, 
again,  in  the  absence  of  an  international  copy- 
right law,  and  consequently  of  any  protection 
to  the  American  publisher  who  issues  an  Eng- 
lish book,  would  it  seem  to  anybody  but  Ivo-Ko 
an  abominable  iniquity  for  that  publisher  to 
prove  in  a substantial  way  that,  law  or  no  law, 
he  recognizes  the  author's  right  ? If  Mr.  Gil- 
bert were  resolved  never  to  touch  an  American 
penny  until  the  great  wrong  of  the  copyright 
should  be  rectified,  very  well ; but  why,  then, 
does  he  take  the  money  which  he  so  publicly 
disdains  ? and  why  does  he  pocket  the  dastard- 
ly American  receipts  from  the  performance  of 
his  operas  ? 

There  are  other  English  authors,  and  of  a 
larger  and  somewhat  different  renown  from 
that  of  Mr.  Gilbert,  who,  pending  an  interna- 
tional copyright,  have  hitherto  made  such  ar- 
rangements with  American  publishers,  each 
for  his  own  interest,  as  the  situation  permitted, 
and  with  mutual  satisfaction.  Recently  such 
arrangements  have  become  impossible,  and  less 
compensation  has  been  paid  to  English  authors 
than  for  many  years  before,  and  American  au- 
thors and  publishers  are  now  actively  co-op- 
erating in  the  most  friendly  spirit  to  secure  by 
law  an  equitable  adjustment  for  the  authors 
of  both  countries.  This  is  the  felicitous  mo- 
ment that  Mr.  Gilbert  has  chosen  for  sneering 
at  American  publishers  who  offer  him  the  best 
poasible  proof  of  their  good  faith.  He  steps 
up  not  to  the  pedestal  of  the  public  benefactor 
whom  the  Easy  Chair  had  in  mind,  and  who 
moves  the  public  laughter  at  extravagance 
and  folly,  but  to  the  seat  of  the  common  scold, 
who  moves  the  public  laughter  at  himself  as 
a more  ludicrous  figure  than  his  most  ridicu- 
lous creation. 


Ever  since  Jeremy  Collier  took  a short  view 
of  the  immorality  and  profaneness  of  the  Eng- 
lish stage,  when,  under  Charles  the  Second, 
the  reaction  against  Puritanism  was  extreme, 
the  protest  against  the  theatre  has  been  con- 
stantly renewed,  but  without  relaxing  its  hold 
upon  public  interest.  The  proof  of  this,  in 
our  own  experience,  is  not  only  the  number 
of  play-houses  which  are  open  day  and  night 
in  every  great  city,  but  in  the  large  space 
which  the  daily  papers  give  to  descriptions 
of  plays  and  criticisms  of  actors  and  the  gos- 
sip of  the  theatre.  Amusement,  indeed,  is  a 
business  of  the  utmost  importance,  and  those 
whose  profession  it  is  to  amuse  others  are  nat- 
urally solicitous  of  their  professional  honor, 
and  remark  with  indignation  and  censure  what 
they  feel  to  be  its  decline  or  degradation. 

In  generalizing  the  function  of  the  stage  as 
amusement  the  Easy  ('hair  does  not  depre- 
ciate it.  The  word  includes  the  instruction, 
the  quickening  of  lofty  impulses  ai|^  ofgencr- 
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ous  sympathy,  indeed,  every  form  of  influence 
and  impression  which  belongs  to  the  stage. 
To  amuse  is  to  entertain,  and  to  entertain  is  to 
hold  the  attention  agreeably,  as  a fine  picture 
or  statue  or  building  holds  it.  The  most  sen- 
sitive u professional”  need  not  disclaim  his 
part  of  entertainer  of  the  public,  and  his  views 
of  the  true  canons  of  such  entertainment  are 
worthy  of  attention.  When,  therefore,  a vet- 
eran speaks — a comedian  of  an  older  day — his 
words  are  those  of  one  who  cherishes  a high 
sense  of  the  honor  and  duty  of  the  stage,  and 
may  well  be  heeded. 

Such  a veteran  lately  deplored  the  decline 
of  true  dramatic  art  since  he  began  to  act. 
Scenic  effects,  he  admits,  have  improved  amaz- 
ingly, and  the  payment  of  players  is  much  more 
liberal ; but  the  stage  now,  he  thinks,  appeals 
to  the  eye  rather  than  to  the  mind.  Fine 
scenery,  he  says,  insures  the  success  of  a poor 
play,  but  “long  runs”  are  injurious  to  young 
actors.  This  is  worth  heeding;  but  before 
testing  the  justice  of  the  censure  it  is  neces- 
sary to  remember  how  much  larger  were  the 
peaches  of  boyhood  than  the  attenuated  fruit 
of  to-day,  and  how  much  more  exquisite  the 
enjoyment  of  the  balls  at  which  we  danced 
when  Hercules  Jackson  was  grappling  with 
the  hydra-headed  Bank  than  the  wild  and  un- 
seemly revels  in  which  our  grandchildren 
whirl  to-day. 

Edmund  Kean,  says  our  veteran,  used  to 
play  Othello  in  a costume  that  no  human  be- 
ing on  the  earth  or  below  it  ever  wore.  But 
Lamb  and  Hazlitt,  Dana  and  Verplanck,  sat 
in  the  pit  upon  a bench  without  a back,  and 
thought  of  the  acting,  not  of  the  clothes.  Gar- 
rick, too,  or  some  other  great  actor,  used  to 
play  Hamlet  in  a full-bottomed  wig,  and  amid 
the  chairs  and  tables  of  contemporary  Eng- 
land. And  did  not  Rachel  lay  her  superb 
spell  upon  the  New  York  of  thirty  years  ago 
in  a grotesque  poverty  of  scenery  which  added 
severity  to  the  stern  old  tragedy  ? Yes,  genius 
surmounts  and  confounds  circumstance.  The 
Easy  Chair  has  seen  the  elder  Booth  in  a barn, 
and  that  particular  peach  is  one  of  the  hugest 
that  it  recalls.  But  had  the  stage  presented 
the  scene  of  Phedre  as  truly  as  Rachel  the  un- 
happy woman,  would  the  art  have  been  in- 
jured or  the  effect  have  been  weakened  ? If 
Booth’s  bare  scenic  environment  in  Shylock 
had  been  enchanted  into  the  vivid  semblance 
of  Venice,  with  the  fit  perspective  and  tone 
and  suggestion  and  romance  with  which  Ir- 
ving surrounded  it,  would  the  scene  have  dom- 
inated the  actor’s  power,  or  Shylock  have 
seemed  less  Shylock  ? If,  indeed,  the  scenery 
be  more  faithful  than  the  actor,  and  bear  off 
the  honors  of  the  play,  it  is  unfortunate  for  the 
actor ; but  is  it  the  faithful  scenery  that  should 
be  discarded  ? Might  not  the  actor  wisely 
ponder  that  deep  saying  of  the  Aesthete,  “I 
hope  to  live  up  to  my  tea-pot”  ? 

It  is  easy  to  see  that  the  “ long  run”  may 
deprive  the  younger  actor  of  his  chance.  He 
is  cast  in  A*poor  part,  and  must  remain  in  it  so 

Digitized  by  (jOOQIC 


long  as  the  public  demands  the  play,  and  con- 
sequently there  is  no  opportunity  of  trying  an- 
other part  that  might  reveal  Ins  genius  and 
make  his  fame.  It  is  hard  for  the  young 
actor.  But  shall  the  public  lose  the  beautiful 
play  of  genius  that  creates  Rip  Van  Winkle 
in  order  that  the  young  actor  may  discover 
whether  he  also  may  not  have  genius  ? More- 
over, as  our  veteran  admits,  the  question  of  dol- 
lars must  be  considered  also,  and  if  the  man- 
ager fills  his  house  nightly  with  a play  which 
gives  unquestioned  genius  full  scope,  could 
he  do  better  for  himself  or  please  the  public 
more  ? 

Into  the  mazes  of  the  veteran’s  comments 
upon  the  ballet  how  shall  an  Easy  Chair  ven- 
ture ? It  did  not  see  the  Black  Crook , but  it 
saw  Taglioni  and  Cento  and  Fanny  Elssler, 
and  the  ballet  then  was  a pretty  pantomime 
with  marvellous  grace  of  movement.  But  all 
except  the  famous  dancers  were  ludicrous  and 
painful  posturers.  And  in  the  latter  day  there 
seem  to  be  few  famous  dancers.  The  coming 
of  Fanny  Elssler  to  New  York  was  almost  as 
great  an  event  as  that  of  Jenny  Lind.  Is  there 
any  dancer  now  whose  horses  the  gilded  youth 
of  the  Metropolitan  and  the  Academy  would 
unharness  that  they  might  draw  the  peerless 
dim  home  ? The  realm  of  the  ballet  is  like 
that  of  the  opera.  They  are  l>oth  a fairy-land 
in  which  the  only  absurdity  is  to  think  it  ab- 
surd that  men  and  women  should  sing  instead 
of  talk,  or  communicate  by  kicking  up  their 
heels.  The  wise  man  must  take  care  lest  he 
turn  the  laugh  against  himself  by  declaring 
that  a man  who  expires  in  a roulade,  or  a wo- 
man who  expresses  fond  affection  by  poising 
herself  upon  her  foot  and  twirling  on  her  toe, 
is  unworthy  of  serious  consideration.  True, 
good  sir,  and  so  are  Puss  in  Boots  and  Jack 
the  Giant-Killer.  They  are  palpably  untrue 
stories.  How  could  a boy  climb  to  the  sky 
upon  a bean-stalk  ? It  is  sheer  nonsense,  as 
you  say,  quite  unworthy  of  serious  atten- 
tion. And  meanwhile,  good  sir,  the  smile  is 
general. 

Our  veteran  will  not  misunderstand,  nor 
doubt,  the  Easy  Chair’s  hearty  acquiescence 
in  his  honest  denunciation  of  every  abuse  of 
his  ancient  and  honorable  profession  which 
tends  in  the  slightest  degree  to  relax  the  rule 
of  innocence  and  propriety  which  the  self-re- 
specting player  in  his  gayest  moment  instinct- 
ively respects.  But  spare  us  the  wholesome 
nonsense,  the  merry  laugh,  the  genuine  rol- 
licking fun  of— for  instance — the  Rehearsal  of 
the  Christmas  Pantomime  with  which  Rosina 
Vokes's  company  amused  the  town  during  the 
last  holidays.  It  would  not  bear  serious  con- 
sideration. No,  indeed;  that  was  its  great 
merit.  Seriousness  was  impossible. 


The  Autocrat  of  everybody’s  breakfast  table 
lately  reminded  everybody,  in  his  delightfully 
incisive  wray,  that  he  w^as  extremely  sorry  that 
he  could  not  mind  everybody’s  business*  He 

has  learned  by  much  experience  one  of  the 
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chief  penalties  of  fame  and  popularity,  and  he 
has  discovered  that  a man  who  shows  himself 
worthy  of  universal  confidence  is  very  sure  to 
receive  it.  When  an  author  proves  by  his 
published  word  that  he  knows  the  mysterious 
working  of  the  heart  of  young  women  and 
the  generous  impulse  and  aspiration  of  young 
men,  and  when  by  sympathy  and  delicate 
skill  he  reveals  the  mother  and  the  father  to 
themselves,  he  has  attracted  them  to  himself 
with  a force  as  fine  and  resistless  as  that  of 
the  magnet  rock  which  drew  out  the  nails 
from  Sindbad’s  ship. 

These  good  people  will  all  instinctively  seek 
to  draw  him  in  turn  into  their  lives.  They 
will  overwhelm  him  with  confidences  of  every 
kind,  in  many  sheets  closely  written,  and  they 
will  require  his  counsel  upon  the  most  deli- 
cate questions,  stated  in  full,  with  copious  ex- 
planatory details.  Above  all,  whoever  reads, 
whoever  sees,  his  name,  or  catches  a whisper 
of  his  fame,  will  demand  the  autograph  of 
such  a friend  of  mankind,  with  a few  appro- 
priate sentiments,  and  at  no  cost  to  himself 
but  time  and  paper  and  postage  stamp  aud 
the  invention  of  a crisp  and  witty  phrase,  and 
this  only  twenty  times  a day.  Nothing  could 
be  more  reasonable.  Is  not  the  request  for  an 
autograph  the  most  delicate  flattery  ? Does 
it  not  say,  without  saying,  that  you  are  some- 
body, and  would  any  churl  decline  to  pay  the 
small  price  demanded  for  such  interesting 
personal  intelligence  ? 

A pleasant  paper  in  a recent  number  of  the 
Magazine  of  Popular  Science  describes  the 
flight  of  some  arctic  birds  at  certain  seasons. 
They  darken  the  air,  it  says,  and  fill  it  with  a 
murmuring  sound.  The  paper  would  doubt- 
less recall  to  the  Autocrat,  and  all  who  like 
him  have  climbed  the  height  where  Fame's 
proud  temple  shines  afar,  the  flight  of  the  au- 
tograph  seekers,  not  at  certain  times,  but  at 
all  seasons.  They  also  darken  the  air;  but 
the  murmuring  sound  is  heard  from  another 
source — “ not  where  they  eat,  but  where  they 
are  eaten.”  These  are  the  birds  whom  the 
Autocrat  chiefly  takes  in  hand.  He  does  not 
chide,  he  counsels;  he  provides  a short  and 
easy  way  with  autograph  seekers.  Let  them 
send,  he  says,  a card  in  an  addressed  envelope 
stamped.  There  are  other  victims  who  pur- 
sue a more  relentless  method.  They  confis- 
cate the  stamps  inclosed,  as  a just  remunera- 
tion for  the  time  and  temper  expended  in 
opening  and  destroying  the  letter. 

But  there  is  another  and  a less  severe  view 
of  this  kind  of  bird  which  is  arctic  only  in  its 
demand.  The  autograph  seeker  shows  some- 
times, indeed,  his  habits  of  confirmed  seeking. 
His  collection  becomes  like  a rich  man's  libra- 
ry furnished  to  order  with  books  that  no  gen- 
tleman’s library  should  be  without,  but  which 
no  gentleman  of  this  kind  reads.  Such  a li- 
brary is  not  indicative  of  the  owner’s  literary 
tastes  and  studies,  for  he  has  none.  It  is  a 
general  tribute  to  the  settled  renown  of  the 
authors  w1k>96  works  are  placed  upon  the 
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shelves.  So  autograph  collections  are  not 
revelations  of  individual  preferences.  They 
are  omnivorous.  Eugene  Aram’s  autograph 
and  Housman’s,  whom  he  murdered,  are  alike 
welcome ; Vittoria  Colonna’s  and  Lucrezia  Bor- 
gia's— even  before  Mr.  Astor  restored  her — 
are  of  the  same  value. 

But  the  larger  part  of  the  requests  disclose 
the  honest  wish  of  ingenuous  youth  to  possess 
some  personal  memorial  of  the  author  whom 
they  admire.  It  is  not  always  so,  indeed. 
When  the  young  woman  in  her  romantic  years 
wrote  to  Mr.  Mark  Twain  that  she  had  only 
just  read  his  Her  erics  of  a Bachelor,  and  that 
her  intellect  was  led  captive  by  the  soundness 
of  its  reasoning,  Mr.  Twain  may  have  winced, 
but  surely  he  returned  a specimen  of  his  firm- 
est hand.  So  when  the  Washington  belle,  as 
she  leaned  upon  the  arm  of  a young  poet,  fer- 
vently praised  the  poem  of  a rival  bard  as  his 
own,  it  was  a trying  situation.  But  it  had 
this  alleviation,  that  it  showed  the  fair  lady 
knew  him  to  be  u somebody.” 

But  when  the  tribute  of  admiration  for  the 
poet  or  the  author  takes  the  form  of  a request 
to  read  the  manuscript  of  an  epic  poem  or  a 
novel,  the  burden  of  honor  is  too  great  to  be 
borne.  It  is  not  a demand  for  a few  moments, 
a sheet  of  paper,  and  a postage  stamp,  but  for 
a day  or  two  and  a critical  letter.  Have  these 
unconscionable  but  excellent  birds  of  prey  ever 
reflected  upon  the  significance  of  Emerson’s 
description  of  certain  people  as  “devastators  of 
the  day”  ? Do  they  kuow  that  authors  are  the 
most  laborious  of  men,  and  that  nobody  works 
longer  or  more  constantly  than  the  professional 
man  of  letters,  and  that  it  is  as  preposterous  to 
ask  one  of  the  laborious  guild  to  renounce  his 
work  and  to  give  a day  to  your  manuscript  as 
to  request  a lawyer  in  full  practice  to  stop  and 
devote  a day  to  examining  your  papers  and 
decide  whether  you  have  a case  ? Lawyers  do 
such  work  undoubtedly.  But  they  do  it  pro- 
fessionally as  work,  and  they  are  paid  prodi- 
gious fees  for  doing  it,  if  they  have  the  stand- 
ing in  their  profession  that  the  Autocrat,  for  * 
instance,  has  in  his. 

Reading  manuscript  with  a view  to  publica- 
tion is  a professional  wrork  as  much  as  exam- 
ining titles  to  property  ; and  the  fact  that  we 
like  the  Autocrat's  books — which  we  read  be- 
cause we  like  them,  and,  with  Oliver  Twist,  ask 
for  more — gives  us  no  right  to  require  him  to 
read  ours,  and  in  difficult  manuscript  too. 
That  we  like  an  author  places  him  under  no 
obligation  to  us,  and  gives  us  no  right  person- 
ally to  obtrude  ourselves  upon  him.  He  is 
human,  undoubtedly,  and  receives  with  plea- 
sure every  token  of  honest  admiration.  But 
if  the  request  for  an  autograph  may  be  consid- 
ered such  a token — and  of  this  many  authors 
are  in  serious  doubt — the  request  to  examine 
our  poems  and  philosophies  and  histories,  and 
give  an  opinion  upon  them,  is  not  a tribute  of 
admiration.  Indeed,  just  what  it  is  the  Easy 
Chair  forbears  to  say. 

But  it  will  not  forbear  to  say — nay,  it  says 
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with  great  pleasure — that  this  is  the  very  work 
which  is  done,  as  it  should  be  done,  profession- 
ally, by  its  friend  and  fellow-laborer  in  letters, 
Dr.  T.  M.  Coan,  in  New  York,  who  will  give 
the  advice  which  none  of  the  Autocrats  will 
give*  and  which  rightfully  they  can  not  be 


asked  to  give.  The  Doctor,  however,  can  not 
furnish  any  autograph  but  his  own.  Yet  if 
the  diligent  seeker  will  follow  the  advice  of 
the  Autocrat,  he  may  be  very  sure  of  his  re- 
ward. The  stamped  addressed  envelope  and 
the  card  are  the  wonder-workers. 


T. 


rpHE  evolution  of  a believer  in  a God  sen- 
JL  sible  to  human  need  and  in  the  life  here- 
after. from  a metaphysician  so  purely  scientific 
as  Mr.  John  Fiske,  is  certainly  one  of  the  most 
interesting  phases  of  Darwinism.  Of  course  it 
proves  nothing  very  conclusive,  but  for  the  mo- 
ment one  does  not  realize  this;  and  if  one’s  heart 
is  not  altogether  at  rest  in  orphanage  and  non- 
entity, as  we  suppose  very  few  hearts  are,  it 
comforts,  it  encourages.  So  many  scientists 
have  denied  so  many  things  that  it  is  hard  to 
understand  that  Science  herself  denies  nothing, 
to  begin  with,  but  seeks  only  and  always  to 
know  the  truth.  The  emotions  and  desires  con- 
cerning our  origin  and  destiny  which  seem  in- 
nate are  as  fit  subjects  for  her  inquiry  as  the  ma- 
terial world;  it  was  to  the  satisfaction  of  these 
that  Mr.  Fiske  lately  addressed  himself  in  his 
little  book  on  The  Best  ini/  of  Man  as  viewed  in 
the  Lifjhi  of  his  Origin,  and  now  again  lie  ad- 
dresses himself  to  the  same  end  in  The  Idea  of 
God  as  affected  by  Modern  Knowledge.  W e need 
not  say  what  spirit  he  has  brought  to  his  work, 
or  what  literary  grace:  his  humane  and  high 
intent,  his  admirable  art,  are  present  in  all  lie 
does;  and  we  do  not  think  they  have  ever 
been  more  sympathetic  than  in  this  essay, 
where  he  arrives  at  the  conviction  that  44  the 
everlasting  source  of  phenomena  is  none  other 
than  the  infinite  Power  that  makes  for  right- 


eousness,” or  that  44  however  the  words  may 
stumble  in  which  we  try  to  say  it,  God  is  in 
the  deepest  sense  a moral  Being.”  This  will 
not  seem  much  to  those  who  are  accustomed 
to  accept  God  from  authority,  and  who  have 
always  believed  what  they  were  bid  (which  is 
no  bad  thing,  perhaps,  and  seems  to  save  time); 
but  it  is  a good  deal  as  the  result  of  reasoning 
that  begins  and  ends  outside  of  all  authority 
except  that  of  fact  scientifically  ascertained; 
and  it  is  still  more  as  an  induction  from  the 
Darwinian  theory,  which  teaches  Mr.  Fiske 
that  in  natural  selection  psychical  variations 
were  preferred  to  physical  variations,  that  in- 
fancy was  prolonged  in  the  interest  of  the  fam- 
ily and  morality,  and  that  man,  thus  differen- 
tiated from  the  other  creatures,  has  been  per- 
fected by  the  gradual  predominance  of  the 
soul  over  the  body ; that  the  long  period  of 
his  development  is  closing;  that  strife  and  the 
habits  bred  of  war  must  cease  as  naturally  as 
they  began,  and  that  44  a stage  of  civilization 
will  be  reached  in  which  human  sympathy 
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shall  be  all  in  all,  and  the  spirit  of  Christ  shall 
reign  supreme  through  the  whole  length  and 
breadth  of  the  earth.” 

Throughout  his  essay  it  is  interesting  to 
find  Mr.  Fiske  unable  to  language  his  thoughts 
of  infinity  at  supreme  moments  except  in  the 
words  of  the  old  Book  of  those  Semitic  tribes 
so  remote  from  Darwin;  and  it  is  remark- 
able that  modern  light  and  knowledge  have 
no  hope  or  type  more  sublime  than  Christ  and 
His  millennium.  At  the  moment  when  we 
were  reading  the  argument  which  could  cul- 
minate in  nothing  higher  than  faith  in  these, 
there  came  to  us  another  book  which  we  think 
others  may  find  it  well  to  read  together  with 
Mr.  Fiske’s.  It  is  not  a new  book  in  Europe, 
but  we  believe  the  American  translation  gives 
it  for  the  first  time  to  English  readers,  and  it 
may  not  be  superfluous  to  say  that  the  great 
Russian  novelist,  incomparably  the  greatest 
writer  living  in  that  sort,  who  has  set  forth  in 
it  his  doctrine  of  the  right  life,  is  fully  a be- 
liever in  Christianity;  too  fully,  perhaps,  for 
those  who  believe  it  ought  to  be  believed,  but 
not  that  it  ought  to  be  practiced.  He  sup- 
poses that  Jesus  Christ,  being  divinely  sent  to 
make  God  known  to  man,  was  serious  when 
He  preached  meekness,  submission,  poverty, 
forgiveness,  charity,  and  self-denial ; and  that 
He  actually  meant  what  He  said  when  He  bade 
us  resist  not  evil,  eschew  courts  of  law,  forbear 
judgment,  refuse  to  make  oath,  take  one  wife 
and  cleave  to  her  till  death,  have  no  respect 
to  persons,  but  love  one  another.  The  author 
says  all  this  is  not  only  possible,  blit  easy,  and 
he  does  not  relegate  the  practice  of  the  Chris- 
tian life  to  some  future  period,  but  himself  at- 
tempts it  here  and  now.  This  must  of  course 
strike  Christians  who  kill,  and  litigate,  and 
divorce,  and  truckle  to  rank,  and  hate,  and 
heap  up  riches,  as  very  odd;  but  none  of  the 
sort  who  take  Christ  in  the  ironical  way  can 
help  being  startled  by  the  attitude  of  this  lit- 
eralist,and  suffering  perhaps  some  pangs  of  dis- 
agreeable self-question.  We  can  not  help  being 
moved  by  certain  appeals  which  the  author  of 
My  Religion  makes  to  our  experience  and  our 
reason  in  behalf  of  the  life  taught  by  Him  who 
said  Ilis  yoke  was  easy  and  Ilis  burdeu  was 
liorht;  he  certainly  seems  to  show  that  the  yoke 
oi  the  w’orld  is  not  easy  and  its  burden  is  not 
light.  He  tells  us  that  in  this  century  thirty 
millions  of  men  have  perished  in  war;  and  he 
asks  us  how  many  have  given  up  their  lives  for 

Christ’s  sake.  These  things  give  one  pause,  hut 
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probably  an  average  American  humorist  could 
dispose  of  his  arguments  in  a half-column  fun- 
ny article.  A graver  critic  might  point  out 
that  the  Society  of  Friends,  except  in  the  sin- 
gle matter  of  heaping  up  riches,  which  they 
have  been  rather  fond  of,  long  lived  the  life 
he  commends;  and  that  it  is  no  new  thing, 
either,  in  the  practice  of  the  Moravians,  who 
were  possibly  somewhat  nearer  his  ideal.  One 
might  readily  believe  one's  self  to  be  reading 
the  confession  of  an  early  Quaker  or  a despised 
Ilerrnhuter  in  these  passages  from  the  pen  of 
one  of  the  subtlest,  the  deepest,  the  wisest,  stu- 
dents of  human  nature  in  our  time:  ‘‘Every- 
thing that  once  seemed  to  me  important,  such 
as  honors,  glory,  civilization,  wealth,  the  com- 
plications and  refinements  of  existence,  luxury, 
rich  food,  fine  clothing,  etiquette,  have  become 
for  me  wrong  and  despicable.  Everything  that 
once  seemed  to  me  wrong  and  despicable,  such 
as  rusticity,  obscurity,  poverty,  simplicity  of 
surroundings,  of  food,  of  clothing,  of  manners, 
all  have  now  become  right  and  important  to 
me. ...  I can  not,  as  I once  did,  recognize  in 
myself  or  others  titles  or  ranks  or  qualities 
aside  from  the  quality  of  manhood.  I can  not 
seek  for  fame  or  glory ; I can  no  longer  culti- 
vate a system  of  instruction  which  separates 
me  from  men.  ...  I can  no  longer  pursue 
amusements  which  are  oil  to  the  tire  of  amor- 
ous sensuality,  the  reading  of  romances  and 
the  most  of  poetry,  listening  to  music,  attend- 
ance at  balls  and  theatres. ...  I can  not  favor 
the  celibacy  of  persons  fitted  for  the  marriage 
relation. ...  I am  obliged  to  consider  as  sacred 
and  absolute  the  sole  and  unique  union  by  which 
man  is  once  for  all  indissolubly  bound  to  the 
first  woman  with  whom  he  has  been  united.” 

But  it  is  not  Thomas  Ellwood,  or  Zeisberger, 
the  Apostle  to  the  Delawares,  who  says  these 
things;  it  is  Count  Leo  Tolstoi,  a Russian  no- 
bleman of  our  day,  born  rich,  an  accomplished 
scholar,  a brave  soldier,  a brilliant  man  of  so- 
ciety, the  greatest  creative  talent  in  fiction 
which  his  country,  fertile  in  such  talents,  has 
produced,  except,  perhaps,  TourguGncff.  To 
him  the  dream  of  the  Christ-life  on  earth,  the 
heavenly  vision  which  again  and  again  has  vis- 
ited generous  souls,  comes  once  more ; and 
in  his  hope  of  realizing  it  he  has  turned  from 
the  world  and  its  honors  and  embraced  pov- 
erty and  toil.  He  works  with  his  own  hands 
among  his  peasants  in  the  fields,  and  he  cele- 
brates his  happiness  in  this  life  as  a final  fru- 
ition, for,  strangely  and  sadly  enough,  this 
latest  of  the  apostles  does  not  believe  in  the 
personal  or  individual  life  after  death.  At 
the  time  when  Mr.  Fiske  finds  the  hope  of  this 
in  Evolution,  Count  Tolstoi  discovers  no  prom- 
ise of  it  in  Scripture,  but  regards  it  as  a sur- 
vival from  savage  times,  when  death  and  sleep 
were  confounded  in  the  minds  of  men. 

n. 

This  curious  trait  of  agnosticism  in  such 
a devout  Christian  seems  like  a survival  it- 
self, a projection  into  the  hopefulness  and 
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ardor  of  the  early  Christianity  which  Tolstoi’s 
doctrine  and  practice  recall,  of  the  vast,  pas- 
sive Asiatic  melancholy  which  seems  to  tinge 
all  Russian  character.  One  is  familiar  with 
it  in  TourguGneff’s  people,  and  it  is  a pen- 
sive light,  if  not  a positive  color,  on  the  won- 
derful pages  of  Tolstoi’s  novels,  where  a good 
heart  and  a right  mind,  sensible  from  the  first 
word,  console  and  support  the  reader  against 
it.  After  one  has  lived  a certain  number  of 
years,  and  read  a certain  number  of  novels,  it 
is  not  the  prosperous  or  adverse  fortune  of 
the  characters  that  affects  one,  but  the  good  or 
bad  faith  of  the  novelist  in  dealing  with  them. 
Will  lie  play  us  false  or  will  he  be  true  in  the 
operation  of  this  or  that  principle  involved? 
We  can  not  hold  him  to  less  account  than  this: 
he  must  be  true  to  what  life  has  taught  us  is 
the  truth,  and  after  that  he  may  let  any  fate 
betide  his  people;  the  novel  ends  well  that 
ends  faithfully. 

It  is  this  conscience,  present  in  all  that  Tol- 
stoi has  written,  which  has  now  changed 
from  a dramatic  to  a hortatory  expression. 
The  saqic  good  heart  and  right  mind  are  un- 
der all  and  in  all.  Their  warmth  and  their 
light  are  not  greater  in  My  Religion  than  in 
Anna  Karenine , that  saddest  story  of  guilty 
love,  in  which  nothing  can  save  the  sinful  wo- 
man from  herself — not  her  husband’s  forgive- 
ness, her  friends’  compassion,  her  lover's  con- 
stancy, or  the  long  intervals  of  quiet  in  which 
she  seems  safe  and  happy  in  her  sin.  It  is 
she  who  destroys  herself,  persistently,  step  In- 
step, in  spite  of  all  help  and  forbearance;  and 
yet  we  are  never  allowed  to  forget  how  good 
and  generous  she  was  when  we  first  met  her, 
how  good  and  generous  she  is,  fitfully  and 
more  and  more  rarely,  to  the  end.  Her  lover 
works  out  a sort  of  redemption  through  his 
patience  and  devotion  ; he  grows  wiser,  gen- 
tler, worthier,  through  it;  but  even  his  good 
destroys  her.  As  you  read  on  you  say,  not, 
“This  is  like  life,”  but,  “This  is  iife.”  It  has 
not  only  the  complexion,  the  very  hue,  of  life, 
but  its  movement,  its  advances,  its  strange 
pauses,  its  seeming  reversions  to  former  con- 
ditions, and  its  perpetual  change;  its  apparent 
isolations,  its  essential  solidarity.  A multi- 
tude of  figures  pass  before  us  recognizably 
real,  never  caricatured  or  grptesqued,  or  in 
any  wise  unduly  accented,  but  simple  and  act- 
ual in  their  evil  or  their  good.  There  is 
lovely  family  life,  the  tenderness  of  father  and 
daughter,  the  rapture  of  young  wife  and  hus- 
band, the  innocence  of  girlhood,  the  beauty 
of  fidelity ; there  is  the  unrest  and  folly  of 
fashion,  the  misery  of  wealth,  and  the  wretch- 
edness of  wasted  and  mistaken  life,  the  hol- 
lowness of  ambition,  the  cheerful  emptiness 
of  some  hearts,  the  dull  emptiness  of  others. 

It  is  a world,  and  you  live  in  it  while  you 
read,  and  long  afterward ; but  at  no  step 
have  you  been  betrayed,  not  because  your 
guide  lias  warned  or  exhorted  you,  but  be- 
cause he  lias  been  true,  and  has  shown  you 
all  things  as  they  are. 
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III. 

At  the  close  of  some  vivid  Scenes  of  the 
Siege  of  Sebastopol , lately  translated  in  the 
Revue  des  Deux  Mondes , Tolstoi,  who  lmd 
seen  what  he  describes,  and  had  been  part 
of  it,  exclaims : 44  It  is  not  Kalougine,  with 
his  brilliant  courage,  his  bravura  of  gentle- 
man, his  vanity,  the  principal  motive  of  all 
his  actions;  it  is  not  Praskoukine,  null  and 
inoffensive,  albeit  he  fell  on  the  field  of  bat- 
tle for  the  faith,  the  throne,  and  the  coun- 
try; nor  Mikhallof,  so  timid;  nor  Pest h,  that 
child  without  conviction  and  without  moral 
principle — who  can  pass  for  traitors  or  heroes. 
No,  the  hero  of  my  tale,  that  which  I love 
with  all  the  strength  of  my  soul,  that  which  I 
have  sought  to  reproduce  in  all  its  beauty, 
that  which  has  been  and  ever  will  be  beauti- 
ful, is  the  True.” 

It  is  the  might  of  this  literary  truth,  which 
is  also  spiritual  truth,  that  has  made  the  Rus- 
sians so  great  in  fiction,  so  potent  to  move  the 
heart  and  the  conscience.  In  another  paper  of 
the  Revue,  on  “Les  fieri vains  Russes  Contcm- 
porains,”  which  we  commend  to  any  one  inter- 
ested to  know  the  sources  of  the  present  uni- 
versal literary  movement,  the  writer  says  oi 
Nicolas  Gogol : 44  A realist  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  term,  he  has  furnished  a fit  instrument  for 
the  thought  and  the  art  of  our  time;  he  has 
clearly  foreseen  its  future  use ; he  has  discerned 
the  issue  in  Russia,  at  least,  of  that  exact  study 
of  phenomena  and  of  men  which  he  began.  If 
any  one  doubts  it,  let  him  take  this  sentence, 
one  of  the  last  that  fell  from  his  pen,  in  The 
Confession  of  an  Author : 4 1 have  pursued  life 
in  its  reality,  not  in  the  dreams  of  the  imagi- 
nation, and  I have  thus  arrived  at  Him  who  is 
the  source  of  life.’  ” The  sentence  is  valuable 
to  the  reader  of  Tolstoi’s  last  book,  and  is  full 
of  suggestion  for  all.  In  another  place  Gogol, 
who  began  to  write  realistically  fifty  years  ago, 
said  of  himself  and  his  public:  44  Thankless  is 
the  fate  of  the  writer  who  ventures  to  show 
what  passes  at  each  moment  under  his  eyes. . . . 
The  contemporary  judge  will  treat  his  crea- 
tions as  low  and  useless;  he  will  be  assigned 
a despised  rank  among  the  writers  who  de- 
fame humanity;  he  will  be  denied  all  soul, 
heart,  talent. . " . The  reader  is  revolted  by  the 
meanness  of  my  heroes He  could  have  for- 

given me  if  I had  shown  him  picturesque  ras- 
cals; he  can  not  forgive  me  for  showing  him 
base  ones.” 

The  Russian  criticism  of  1836  was  in  fact  as 
immature  as  much  American  criticism  of  1886. 
It  did  not  wish  to  see  men  and  things  in  fic- 
tion as  they  really  are:  it  wished  to  see  them 
as  the  romancers  had  always  made  believe  they 
were ; it  still  cried  for  its  Puss  in  Boots  and  its 
Jack  the  Giant-Killer,  and  would  have  them 
in  some  form  or  other. 

IV. 

The  Russians  who  have  followed  Gogol  and 
learned  from  him,  aa  now  the  whole  world 
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must  learn  from  them,  have  not  heeded  those 
childish  demands,  and  they  form  a group 
from  which  one  can  hardly  turn  to  other  lit- 
eratures without  feeling  that  he  enters  an  at- 
mosphere of  feigning,  of  insincere  perform- 
ance and  ignobler  ideals.  The  French,  with 
their  convention  of  indecency,  the  English, 
with  their  convention  of  propriety,  alike  dwin- 
dle— all  except  that  colossal  George  Eliot  wo- 
man— before  these  humane,  simple  masters, 
who  have  no  convention,  but  wish  merely  to 
be  true. 

It  is  a long  step  to  descend  from  them  to 
American  fiction ; one  holds  one’s  breath  and 
looks  anxiously  to  see  if  there  is  really  any  foot- 
ing down  there ; but  again  we  can  console  our- 
selves with  the  fact  that  what  our  w liters  are 
doing  is  mostly  in  the  right  direction.  The 
author  of  Margaret  Kent  has  gone  rather  far  in 
it,  though  she  (the  pseudonym  of  Henry  Hayes 
does  not  hide  the  fluctuation  of  feminine  dra- 
peries) seems  to  have  been  frightened  back 
at  times.  This  story,  very  clever  in  spite  of 
its  defects,  is  the  story  of  a beautiful  and  un- 
wise young  grass-widow  who  lives  in  New 
York  by  her  pen,  while  her  husband  lives  in 
Rio  Janeiro  no  one  knows  how.  They  are 
Southern  people,  who  were  married  too  young, 
and  the  wife  has  everything  to  regret  in  her 
marriage  except  the  little  girl  whom  it  has 
left  her — a child  truthfully  and  winningly 
portrayed,  and  one  of  the  successes  of  the 
book.  Margaret  Kent  has  more  men  to  her 
friends  than  women;  there  is  no  harm  in  her, 
but  a great  deal  of  wandering,  selfish  good  in- 
tention. One  of  the  men,  not  knowing  her 
husband’s  survival,  wishes  to  marry  her,  and 
she  palters  for  a moment  with  the  notion  of  a 
divorce.  The  husband  suddenly  comes  back, 
recalled  by  a childish  appeal  from  the  little 
daughter,  who  has  been  alwTays  longing  and 
grieving  for  the  father  she  has  not  seen — her 
part  in  this  is  very  touching — and  logins  to 
waste  his  wife’s  earnings  as  he  had  already 
wasted  her  fortune.  A mortal  peril  which  he 
falls  into  recalls  her  from  her  scorn  of  him; 
she  tries  to  love  him,  and  succeeds  in  being 
good  to  him.  When  he  gets  w'ell  he  goes 
South,  and  dies  opportunely  of  yellow  fever. 
The  lover  gets  back  from  Europe  (whither  the 
lovers  of  ladies  unprepared  to  marry  have  gone 
a great  deal  in  novels),  and  after  the  rescue  of 
the  little  Gladys  by  his  science  from  diphtheria, 
Margaret  and  he  are  married. 

The  temper  of  the  book  is  romantic,  but 
many  of  its  phases  are  naturalistically  stud- 
ied ; the  women  figures  are  very  well  done ; 
the  men  figures  are  such  men  as  women 
draw,  except  always  the  handsome,  boyish 
scamp-husband : he  is  a triumph.  The  lover 
is  a doctor,  of  the  masterful  species  preva- 
lent in  novels  ever  since  Charles  Reade  in- 
vented it.  He  is  not  new,  and  neither,  quite, 
is  Mrs.  Kent’s  dragon,  the  old  artist  whom 
she  lives  with,  and  who  supplies  with  her 
brush  the  gaps  that  Mrs.  Kent’s  pen  leaves 

in  their  common  gains ; but  we  are  compeii- 
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sated  for  her  conventionality  by  the  fresh- 
ness of  the  portrait  of  Mrs.  Townsend,  the 
society  newspaper  correspondent ; and  again 
we  say  the  book,  as  a whole,  is  very  clever; 
and  if  it  is  not  safe  to  let  ladies  believe  that 
unloved  husbands  will  die  about  the  time  that 
self-banished  lovers  wish  to  come  home  from 
Europe,  still  there  is  a moral  sense  in  the 
story  very  uncommon  in  women’s  novels.  We 
have  some  suspicion  that  if  the  burden  of  tra- 
dition had  not  been  upon  the  author — if  she 
had  not  been  enslaved  to  the  theatre-goer’s 
ideal  that  a story  should  “ end  up”  well — so 
skillful  an  artist,  so  fine  a student  of  woman 
nature,  if  not  human  nature,  as  she  shows  her- 
self to  be,  might  have  given  us  a conclusion 
more  in  keeping  with  what  she  must  know  of 
life. 

V. 

We  admit  that  it  would  have  been  difficult 
with  a novel-reading  public  like  ours,  well- 
meaning,  sympathetic,  appreciative,  but  super- 
abounding  in  a fibreless  soft-heartedness  that 
can  not  bear  to  have  pretty  women  disappoint- 
ed in  fiction  ; yet  from  a writer  like  the  author 
of  Margaret  Kent  we  have  a right  to  expect 
entire  fidelity.  Till  we  have  that  from  our 
clever  writers  we  shall  have  clever  writers  and 
nothing  more,  and  we  must  turn  elsewhere  for 
examples  of  what  fiction  may  be  at  its  best. 

One  would  not  perhaps  look  first  to  find 
them  in  Spain,  but  we  have  just  been  reading 
a Spanish  novel  which  is  very  nearly  one.  Of 
course  it  is  a realistic  novel;  it  is  even  by 
an  author  who  has  written  essays  upon  real- 
ism, and  who  feels  obliged,  poor  fellow,  in 
choosing  a theme  wdiich  deals  with  the  inside 
rather  than  the  outside  of  life,  to  protest  that 
the  truth  exists  within  us  as  well  as  without, 
and  is  not  confined  to  the  market-houses,  the 
dram-shops,  the  street  corners,  or  the  vulgar 
facts  of  existence.  Don  Armando  Palacio 
ValdSs  believes  that  his  Marta  y Maria  is  a 
realistic  novel,  although  it  is  not  founded 
upon  current  and  common  events,  and  that 
the  beautiful  and  the  noble  also  lie  within  the 
realm  of  reality.  We  should  ourselves  go  a 
little  farther,  and  say  that  they  are  to  be  found 
nowhere  else;  but  we  have  not  at  present  to 
do  with  our  opinions,  or  even  the  prologue  to 
Sehor  Valdes’s  novel,  though  we  should  be 
glad  to  reproduce  that  in  full,  it  is  so  good. 
We  must  speak,  however,  of  the  admirable  lit- 
tle illustrations  of  his  book,  so  full  of  charac- 
ter and  spirit  and  movement.  They  are  bad- 
ly printed,  and  the  cover  of  the  book,  stamp- 
ed in  black  and  silver,  is  as  ugly  as  a “ burial 
casket,”  but  our  censure  must  almost  wholly 
end  with  the  mechanical  execution  of  the 
book.  The  literature  is  delightful:  full  of 
charming  humor,  tender  pathos,  the  liveliest 
sympathy  with  nature,  the  keenest  knowledge 
of  human  nature,  and  a style  whose  charm 
makes  itself  felt  through  the  shadows  of  a 
strange  speech.  It  is  the  story  of  two  sisters, 
daughters  of  the  chief  family  in  a Spanish 
sea-port^eity : Maria,  who  passes  from  the 
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romance  of  literature  to  the  romance 
gion,  and  abandons  home,  father,  and 
become  the  spouse  of  heaven,  and  Ma 
remains  to  console  all  these  for  her  loss.  We 
do  not  remember  a character  more  finely 
studied  than  that  of  Maria,  who  is  followed, 
not  satirically  or  ironically,  through  all  the 
involutions  of  a conscious,  artificial  person- 
ality, but  with  masterly  divination,  and  is 
shown  as  essentially  cold-hearted  and  selfish 
in  her  religious  abnegation,  and  as  sensuous 
in  her  spiritual  ecstasies  as  she  was  in  her 
abandon  to  the  romances  on  which  she  first 
fed  her  egoistic  fancy.  But  Marta — Marta  is 
delicious!  We  see  her  first  as  an  awkward 
girl  of  thirteen  at  her  mother’s  tertulia , help- 
lessly laughing  at  some  couples  who  give  a 
few  supererogatory  hops  in  the  dance  after  the 
music  suddenly  stops;  and  the  note  of  friendly 
simplicity,  of  joyous,  frank,  sweet  naturalness, 
struck  in  the  beginning,  is  felt  in  her  character 
throughout.  Nothing  could  be  lovelier  than 
the  portrayal  of  this  girl’s  affection  for  her 
father  and  mother,  and  of  the  tenderness  that 
insensibly  grows  up  between  her  and  her  sis- 
ter’s lover,  left  step  by  step  in  the  lurch  by  the 
intending  bride  of  heaven.  One  of  the  uses 
of  realism  is  to  make  us  know  people;  to 
make  us  understand  that  the  Spaniards,  for 
example,  are  not  the  remote  cloak-and-sword 
gentry  of  opera  which  romance  has  painted 
them,  abounding  in  guitars,  poniards,  billets, 
autos-da-fe , and  confessionals,  but  are  as  u like 
folks”  as  we  are.  It  seems  that  there  is  much 
of  that  freedom  among  young  people  with  them 
which  makes  youth  a heavenly  holiday  in  these 
favored  States.  Maria's  lover  has  “the  run 
of  the  house,”  in  this  Spanish  town,  quite  as 
he  would  have  in  Chicago  or  Portland,  and 
he  follows  Marta  about  in  the  frequent  inter- 
vals of  Maria’s  neglect;  he  makes  her  give 
him  lunch  in  the  kitchen  when  lie  is  hungry, 
this  very  human  young  Marquis  de  Penalta; 
he  helps  her  to  make  a pic,  the  young  lady 
having  a passion  for  all  domestic  employments, 
and  to  put  away  the  clean  clothes.  Her  father, 
Don  Mariano  Elorza,  has  a passion  for  the 
smell  of  freshly  ironed  linen,  much  as  any  well- 
domesticated  American  citizen  might  have, 
and  loves  to  go  and  put  his  nose  in  the  clos- 
ets where  it  hangs.  His  wife  has  been  a 
tedious,  complaining  invalid  all  her  married 
life,  but  lie  is  heart-broken  when  she  dies; 
and  it  is  at  this  moment  that  Maria — who  has 
compromised  him  in  the  Carlist  movement 
because  that  is  the  party  of  the  Church,  and 
has  tried  in  the  same  cause  to  make  her  lover 
turn  traitor  to  the  government  which  he  has 
sworn  as  citizen  and  soldier  to  defend — comes 
ecstatic  from  the  death-scene  to  ask  his  permis- 
sion to  complete  her  vocation  in  the  convent. 
He  gives  it  with  a sort  of  disdain  for  her  piti- 
less and  senseless  egotism.  The  story  closes 
with  the  happy  love  of  Marta  and  Ricardo, 
clasped  to  the  old  man’s  breast  and  mingling 
their  tears  with  his;  and  the  author  cries, 

44  O eternal  God,  who  dwellest  in  the  hearts 
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of  the  good,  can  it  be  that  these  tears  are  less 
grateful  to  Thee  than  the  mystical  colloquies 
of  the  Convent  of  St.  Bernard  ?” 

A sketch  of  the  story  gives  no  idea  of  its 
situations,  or,  what  is  more  difficult  and  im- 
portant, the  atmosphere  of  reality  in  which 
it  moves.  The  whole  social  life  of  the  quiet 
town  is  skillfully  suggested,  and  an  abun- 
dance of  figures  pass  before  us,  all  graphic- 
ally drawn,  none  touched  with  weakness  or 
exaggeration.  It  is  a book  with  a sole  blem- 
ish— a few  pages  in  which  the  author  thinks  it 
necessary  to  paint  the  growth  of  little  Marta’s 
passion  in  too  vivid  colors.  There  is  no  great 
harm ; but  it  is  a lapse  of  taste  and  of  art  that 
libels  a lovely  character,  and  seems  a sacrifice 
to  the  ugly  French  fetich  which  has  possessed 
itself  of  the  good  name  of  Realism  to  befoul  it. 

VI. 

We  must  not  close  the  door  of  the  Study  this 
month  without  speaking  of  some  other  books 
that  have  been  giving  us  pleasure.  Chief  of 
these  is  Mr.  T.  W.  Iligginson’s  admirable 
Larger  History  of  the  United  States,  which  has 
gone  far  to  make  us  believe  with  him  that  our 
national  story  is  “more  important,  more  varied, 
more  picturesque,  and  more  absorbingly  inter- 
esting than  any  historic  subject  offered  by  the 
world  beside.”  He  has  at  least  made  a thor- 
oughly delightful  book  about  it,  and  has  ap- 
proached it  with  a fresh  sense,  and  treated  it 
with  a charming  ease  and  familiarity  which  it 
seems  impertinent  to  say  is  never  trivial,  and 
which  knows  how  to  rise  at  the  right  momenta 
into  all  the  necessary  dignity  and  force.  We 
can  promise  the  reader  that  in  Mr.  Iligginson’s 
handling  he  will  not  find  the  “ commonplace” 
story  of  these  States  less  fascinating  than,  for 
example,  the  romant  ic  Story  of  the  Fourth  Cru- 
sade, though  Mr.  Edwin  Pears  has  told  that 
again  extremely  well.  He  raises  the  regret, 
the  pang,  without  which  one  can  not  read  of 
that  conquest  of  Constantinople  by  the  French 
and  Venetians.  That  calamity  wrecked  an 
ancient  civilization,  retarded  learning,  dark- 
ened Christianity,  and  opened  to  the  Turk  the 
garden  lauds  which  his  presence  has  blighted 
for  four  centuries;  and  the  new  historian  of 
the  event  shakes  us  anew  with  the  doubt 


whether  the  course  of  events  is  always,  even 
finally,  the  accomplishment  of  good,  and 
whether  the  effect  of  this  or  that  great  crime 
or  error  is  not  lastingly  bad. 

To  those  who  think  that  the  career  of  Bo- 
naparte was  such  a crime  or  error,  A Short 
History  of  Napoleon  the  First , by  Professor 
Johu  Robert  Seeley,  will  bring  greater  con- 
viction, perhaps,  than  to  Mr.  John  C.  Ropes, 
say,  whose  Napoleon  we  commended  last 
month.  Professor  Seeley  rapidly  narrates  the 
facts  of  Napoleon's  life,  and  then  in  a second 
part  makes  a study  of  his  character  and  place 
in  history.  Briefly,  he  finds  that  if  there  had 
not  been  Napoleon,  there  would  have  been 
somebody  else  to  do  his  work,  and  that  almost 
any  soldier  of  great  ability  could  have  done  it 
better.  He  leaves  very  little  of  Napoleon,  who 
looms  up  again  as  soon  as  Professor  Seeley  has 
done  with  him. 

We  have  two  excellent  books  which  we 
still  w ish  to  speak  of,  if  the  reader  has  a mo- 
ment left : Japanese  Homes  and  their  Surround* 
ings,  by  Edward  S.  Morse,  and  Cltosdn,  the 
Land  of  the  Morn  ing  Calm , a sketch  of  Korea, 
by  Percival  Lowell.  Mr.  Morse’s  book  is  a 
store  of  facts  concerning  Japanese  houses, 
great  and  simple,  in  city  and  country,  which 
seems  to  comprise  all  that  is  knowable  on  the 
subject ; and  the  driest  details  are  so  admira- 
bly treated  that  we  can  not  forgive  him  for 
leaving  these  houses  uninhabited;  he  should 
have  filled  them  with  the  life  of  the  people  he 
knows  so  well,  and  no  other  could  have  de- 
scribed so  interestingly.  He  still  owes  this  to 
the  public.  In  the  mean  time  his  volume  is  a 
treasure  of  architectural  facts,  and  could  not 
be  too  highly  valued.  Mr.  Lowell,  with  some 
posturing  which  we  could  wish  absent,  lias 
made  a book  of  unique  freshness  and  interest. 
Korea  was  about  the  only  untravelled  land ; 
now  he  has  been  there  and  surprised  its  whole 
secret,  which  he  tells  again:  its  strange,  mel- 
ancholy, womanless  civilization,  its  null  com- 
merce, its  arrested  art,  its  passive  religion,  the 
entire  circle  of  its  negations.  The  book  is 
wonderfully  full  of  novel  material,  well  philos- 
ophized, and  has  a value  which  now  can  not 
belong  to  any  future  book  of  travel  till  we 
begin  to  explore  the  moon. 


JHnntJjlq  Her  mil  af  Current  Coents. 


POLITICAL. 


OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  16th  of  Feb- 
ruary.— Senator  Hoar’s  Presidential  Suc- 
cession Bill  passed  the  House  January  15,  by 
a vote  of  183  to  77,  and  was  approved  by  the 
President  January  19. 

The  Senate  devoted  an  entire  day,  January 
26,  to  eulogies  upon  Vice-President  Hendricks. 

The  House,  February  1,  passed  the  bill  in- 
creasing the  pensions  of  widows  and  dependent 
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survivors  of  Union  soldiers  from  eight  to  twelve 
dollars  a month. 

The  bill  for  the  admission  of  South  Dakota 
as  a State  passed  the  Senate  February  5. 

The  Dingley  Shipping  Bill,  providing  for  the 
removal  of  certain  fees,  charges,  and  burdeus 
on  American  vessels  engaged  in  the  inland  and 
coastwise  trade,  passed  the  House  February  4. 

Three  United  States  Senators  were  re-elect- 
ed January  19:  from  Maryland,  A.  P.  Gorman ; 
Mississippi,  E.  C.  Walthall  and  J.  F.  George. 
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The  public  debt  of  the  United  States  was  re- 
duced during  January  $8,672,553  81. 

The  Queen  opened  Parliament  in  person  Jan- 
uary 21.  On  January  26  Mr.  Colli ngs  moved 
an  amendment  to  the  address,  expressing  re- 
gret that  her  Majesty’s  speech  contemplated 
no  measures  for  the  relief  of  suffering  in  Ire- 
land in  consequence  of  the  depression  in  trade 
and  agriculture,  particularly  through  facili- 
ties to  farm  laborers  for  obtaining  allotments 
of  small  holdings  on  equitable  terms  (derisive- 
ly characterized  as  a u three  acres  and  a cow” 
measure).  Mr.  Gladstone  strongly  supported 
and  the  Marquis  of  Hartington  opposed  the 
amendment,  which  was  adopted  by  a vote  of  329 
to  250,  the  ayes  including  73  Parnellites  as  well 
as  Messrs.  Gladstone,  Chamberlain,  Dilke,  Tre- 
velyan, Labouchere,  and  Brad  laugh.  The  fol- 
lowing day  tho  Salisbury  Ministry  resigned, 
and  a new  cabinet  was  announced  February  3, 
as  follows:  William  E.  Gladstone,  Prime  Min- 
ister and  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  ; Sir  Far- 
rer  Herschell,  Lord  High  Chancellor;  Earl 
Spencer,  Lord  President  of  the  Council ; H.  C. 
E.  Childers,  Home  Secretary;  Earl  Rosebery, 
Secretary  for  Foreign  Affairs;  Earl  Granville, 
Secretary  for  the  Colonies;  Earl  of  Kimberley, 
Secretary  for  India;  H.  Campbell-Bannerman, 
Secretary  for  War;  Sir  William  Vernon-Har- 
conrt,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer;  Marquis 
of  Ripon,  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty ; Joseph 
Chamberlain,  President  of  the  Local  Govern- 
ment Board ; George  Otto  Trevelyan,  Secretary 
for  Scotland ; A.  J.  Muudella,  President  of  the 
Board  of  Trade ; Mr.  John  Morley,  Chief  Secre- 
tary for  Ireland. 

The  “ starving  mechanics”  of  London  held  a 
mass-meeting  in  Trafalgar  Square  February  8. 
The  red  flag  was  waved,  .and  a resolution  was 
read  denouncing  the  existing  order  of  things, 
and  summoning  Parliament  to  immediately  re- 
lieve the  distress  of  British  workmen.  A riot 
followed,  and  the  police  charged  the  mob,  but 
were  powerless  to  overcome  them.  The  im- 
mense crowd  spread  through  the  adjacent 
streets,  stoning  club-houses  and  dwellings, 
sacking  saloons,  and  smashing  windows.  Sev- 
eral thousand  pounds’  worth  of  jewelry,  cloth- 
ing, etc.,  were  looted.  The  mob  dispersed  dur- 
ing the  evening  of  its  own  accord,  the  police, 
♦however,  breaking  up  some  of  its  remnants. 

Emperor  William,  in  opening  the  Prussian 
Diet,  January  14,  said:  “I  am  grateful  for  the 
love  and  fidelity  of  my  people,  and  for  the  be- 
nevolent sympathy  which  has  been  extended 
to  mo  from  foreign  countries.  Our  foreign  re- 
lations are  friendly,  and  support  fully  our  be- 
lief that  the  peace  of  Europe  is  sure  to  con- 
tinue.” 

Prince  Bismarck,  in  the  debate  in  the  Prus- 
sian Landtag,  January  27,  on  the  expulsion  of 
the  Poles  from  Germany,  made  a long  speech. 
He  said  the  primary  cause  of  the  government’s 
action  was  the  disloyalty  of  the  Poles  to  the 
Prussian  crown.  They  were  constantly  engaged 
in  intrigues  against  the  government,  and  had 
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made  themselves  a steady  anuoyancejto  Prus- 
sia. By  acting  as  accomplices  of  the  opposi- 
tion in  the  German  Parliament  they  effected 
a majority  against  the  government,  and  the 
crown  could  do  nothing  less  than  either  deny 
the  demands  of  such  a majority,  or  else  destroy 
the  evil  element  which  made  the  majority  pos- 
sible. 

President  Gtevy  has  signed  a decree  grant- 
ing amnesty  to  persons  convicted  of  political 
offenses  since  1870. — The  President,  in  his  Mes- 
sage to  the  Chambers,  January  14,  said,  “ Are- 
public  is  the  form  of  government  necessary  for 
France,  in  view  of  the  importance  aud  divisions 
of  its  opponents.” — M.  Le  Royer  was  re-elected 
President  of  the  French  Senate  by  a majority 
of  24. 

DISASTERS. 

• January  13. — Thirteen  men  killed  by  an  ex- 
plosion of  fire-damp  in  a coal  mine  at  Almy, 
Wyoming. 

January  21. — Explosion  at  the  Orrel  Coal 
Company’s  mines,  Newburg,West  Virginia,  kill- 
ing thirty-nine  men. 

Febiuary  15. — Eighteen  persons  drowned 
from  the  British  steamer  Douglass , wrecked  at 
Swatow. 

OBITUARY. 

January  16. — In  Cambridge,  Massachusetts, 
Rev.  Henry  N.  Hudson,  Shakespearean  scholar, 
aged  seventy-two  years. 

January  17. — In  France,  Paul  Jacques  Aim<$ 
Baudry,  artist,  aged  fifty-seven  years. — In  It- 
aly, Atnilcare  Poncbielli,  composer,  in  his  fifty- 
second  year. 

January  26. — Iu  Clinton  County,  Missouri, 
Hou.  David  R.  Atchison,  ex-United  States  Sen- 
ator, and  for  one  day  President  of  the  United 
States,  aged  seventy-nine  years. 

January  30. — In  Paris,  France,  Armand  Bas- 
chct,  author,  aged  fifty-seven  years. 

January  31. — In  Washington,  D.  C.,  Mrs. 
Thomas  Francis  Bayard,  wife  of  the  Secretary 
of  State. 

February  2. — In  Washington,  D.  C.,  General 
David  Hunter,  U.S.A.,  in  his  eighty-fourth  year. 
— In  Danvers,  Massachusetts,  John  D.  Phil- 
brick,  LL.D.,  public  educator,  iu  his  sixty- 
eighth  year. 

February  5. — In  Philadelphia,  George  T.  Lan- 
igan,  journalist,  aged  forty-eight  years. 

February  7. — In  New  York  city,  Dr.  Alfred 
C.  Post,  iu  his  eighty-first  year. 

February  8. — In  Rome,  Italy,  Prince  Alexan- 
der Torlonia,  in  his  eighty-sixtli  year. 

February  9. — At  Governor’s  Island,  New  York 
Harbor,  General  Winfield  Scott  Hancock, U.S.A., 
aged  sixty-two  years. — At  Seattle, Washington 
Territory,  John  G.  Thompson,  ex-Sergeant-at- 
Arms  of  the  House  of  Representatives,  aged 
fifty-three  years. 

February  10. — In  New  York  city,  Henry  J. 
Scudder,  lawyer,  in  his  sixty-first  year. 

February  12. — In  Utica,  New  York,  Hou.  Ho- 
ratio Seymour,  ex-Governor  of  the  State  of  New 
York,  iu  his  seventy-sixth  year. 
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CMtur’s  Irmun. 

THE  Drawer  referred  some  time  ago  to  tbo  we  are  on  the  wrong  track  altogether.  Per- 
young  man  who  is  one  day  to  be  President  haps  the  way  to  high  civilization  is  toward 
of  the  United  States,  and  the  desirability  of  his  simplicity  and  disentanglement,  so  that  the 
fitting  himself  for  this  position.  But  on  re-  human  being  will  be  less  a slave  to  his  sur- 
flection  the  subject  assumes  a graver  aspect,  roundings  and  impedimenta,  and  have  more 
What  the  young  man  ought  to  be  thiuking  of  leisure  for  his  own  cultivation  and  enjoyment, 
is  his  ability  to  become  an  ex-President.  Any-  Perhaps  life  on  much  simpler  terms  than  we 
body  can  be  President  who  gets  votes  enough:  now  carry  it  on  with  would  be  on  a really 
the  ability  to  get  the  votes  is  quite  distinct  higher  plane.  We  have  been  looking  at  some 
from  the  qualifications  to  fill  the  office.  And  pictures  of  Japanese  dwellings,  interiors.  How 
when  a man  is  in,  thanks  to  the  excellence  of  simple  they  are!  how  little  furniture  or  adorn- 
our  machinery,  ho  can  not  do  much  injury  in  ment!  how  few “ things”  to  care  for  and  be  anx- 
four  years,  except  to  himself  and  his  party,  ious  about!  Now  the  Japanese  are  a very  an- 
Moderate  ability  will  carry  him  through  re-  cient  people.  They  are  people  of  high  breeding, 
spectably.  But  it  requires  a great  man  to  be  polish,  refinement.  They  are  in  some  respects 
a successful  ex-President.  The  office  of  Presi-  like  the  Chinese,  who  have  passed  through 
dent  is  a very  exalted  one.  Aud  when  the  man  ages  and  cycles  of  experience,  worn  out  about 
lays  it  down  and  retires  and  stands  alone,  and  all  the  philosophies  and  religions  then  on, 
people  compare  him  with  the  position  he  has  and  come  out  on  the  other  side  of  everything, 
just  left,  he  must  have  very  large  proportions  They  have  learned  to  take  things  rather  eas- 
to  stand  the  comparison.  This  aspect  of  the  ily,  not  to  fret,  and  to  get  ou  without  a great 
case  has  not  been  enough  considered.  Men  many  encumbrances  that  we  still  wearily  carry 
are  very  anxious  to  get  the  office,  and  their  along.  When  we  look  at  the  Japanese  houses 
friends  push  them  for  it,  without  thinking  of  and  at  their  comparatively  simple  life,  are  wo 
the  figure  the  successful  man  may  make  when  warranted  in  saying  that  they  are  behind  us  in 
his  term  is  over.  The  fact  is  that  in  the  con-  civilization  ? May  it  not  be  true  that  they 
trast  he  may  appear  much  more  insignificant  have  lived  through  all  our  experience,  aud  com© 
than  if  he  had  remained  in  private  life.  There  down  to  an  easy  modus  mvendif  They  may 
has  been  a great  deal  of  talk  lately  about  giv-  have  had  their  bric-£t-brae  period,  their  over- 
ing  the  ex-Presidents  a pension  in  order  to  loaded-establishment  age,  theirvarious  measles 
place  them  in  a position  of  dignity,  and  enable  stages  of  civilization, before  they  reached  a con- 
them  to  maintain  something  of  the  state  the  dition  in  which  life  is  a comparatively  simple 
people  have  been  accustomed  to  see  them  in.  affair.  This  thought  must  strike  anyone  who 
It  has  been  often  remarked  that  a king  out  sees  the  present  Japanese  craze  iu  this  eouu- 
of  business  becomes  an  object  of  compassion,  try.  For,  instead  of  adopting  the  Japanese 
even  if  he  has  invested  money  in  foreign  funds,  simplicity  in  our  dwellings,  we  are  adding  tho 
Nothing  but  the  possession  of  great  qualities  Japanese  eccentricities  to  our  other  accumula- 
can  save  him  from  contempt.  It  is  so  with  an  tions  of  odds  aud  ends  from  all  creation,  and 
ex-President.  The  practical  suggestion  to  be  increasing  the  incongruity  and  the  complica- 
made,  therefore,  is  that  the  young  man  to  whom  tion  of  our  daily  life.  What  a helpless  being 
we  have  alluded  should  fit  himself  to  be  an  ex-  is  the  housewife  in  the  midst  of  her  treasures! 
President.  If  he  can  not  attain  the  character  The  Drawer  has  had  occasion  to  speak  lately 
and  the  qualities  needed  for  that,  he  may  be  of  the  recent  enthusiasm  in  this  country  for 
sure  that  tho  office  of  President  will  bo  but  a the  “cultivation  of  the  mind.”  It  has  become 
hollow  satisfaction.  almost  a fashion.  Clubs  are  formed  for  this 

express  purpose.  But  what  cliuuce  is  there 
It  is  getting  to  be  very  embarrassing,  this  for  it  in  the  increasing  anxieties  of  our  more 
civilization,  especially  to  women.  We  are  ac-  aud  more  involved  and  overloaded  domestic 
cumulating  so  much,  our  establishments  are  life?  Suppose  we  have  clubs — Japanese  clubs 
becoming  so  complicated,  that  daily  life  is  an  they  might  be  called — for  the  simplification  of 
effort.  There  are  too  many  “things.”  Our  our  dwellings  aud  for  getting  rid  of  much  of 
houses  are  getting  to  be  museums.  A house  our  embarrassing  manage! 

now  is  a library,  an  art  gallery,  a bric-&-brac  

shop,  a furniture  w arehouse,  a crockery  store,  Stephen  A.  Douglas,  in  his  campaign  against 
combined.  It  is  a great  establishment  run  for  Lincoln,  spoke  in  front  of  the  hotel,  aud  Old 
the  benefit  of  servants,  plumbers,  furnace-men,  Rube  was  an  attentive  listener.  Afterward  he 
grocers,  tinkers.  Regarded  in  one  light,  it  is  a was  asked  what  he  thought  of  the  speech, 
very  interesting  place,  and  in  another,  it  is  an  “Dat  wos  heaby  doctrine,”  said  he — “do 
eleemosynary  institution.  We  are  accustom-  heabicst  kind  ob  doctrine.  But  dar  was  lots 
ed  to  consider  it  a mark  of  high  civilization;  ob  ign’ant  folks  dar,  Mr.  Hall,  dat  didn't  un- 
tlmt  is  to  say,  the  more  complicated  and  over-  derstand  dat  doctrine — not  a bit  ob  it.  Dey 
loaded  we  make  onr  domestic  lives,  the  more  didn’t  understand  it,  Mr.  Hall,  no  more'u  you 
civilized  we  regard  ourselves.  Now  perhaps  did.” 
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PLANTATION  CHARCOALS. 

TUB  TRANCE. 

John  Gus  was  emotional  ami  religions.  A 
prayer-meet ing  stimulated  his  spiritual  nature 
beyond  bodily  endurance.  One  of  these  happy 
seasons  was  generally  followed  by  a trance,  in 
which  state  John  Gus  had  visions  of  heaven 
and  hell,  for  he  visited  either  place  with  equal 
.facility.  His  reply  to  my  greeting  one  morn- 
ing was  rather  startling,  and  liis  haggard 
appearance  was  quite  confirmatory  of  his 
words. 

“ I ain’t  feelin’  so  well  dis  morn  in’,  thank’ee, 
doctor.  I went  to  hell  las’  night.  Yassir,  I 
was  dere,  slio.” 

‘‘What  did  you  see  there?  Meet  any  of 
your  acquaintance  ?” 

“ Yas  indeed,  sir.  Seed  three  or  fo*  overseers 
I knowed,  an’  old  Sauk  was  dere  a-ploughin\” 
Old  Sauk  was  a mule  noted  for  his  indomi- 
table will  and  nimbleness  of  heels. 

“And  what  was  it  like  down  there,  John 
Gus  f” 

“Well,  doctor,  dis  do  way  it  was.  ’Feared 
like  dere  was  a great  big  jimmyjohn,  an’  you 
hatter  ride  down  a long  lane,  which  is  do  neck 
o’  de  jimmyjohn,  an’  you  ride  a boss  what  seem 
like  it  gwino  stumble,  an’  yet  it  don’t — jes 
oneasy  like,  you  kno\v.  When  you  git  ter  de 
en’  de  lane,  you  go  plum  over  dat  hoss  head, 
an'  you  drap  down  de  bottom  o’  dat  jimmy- 
johu,  which  is  red-hot.  An’  dere’s  a man  an’ 
a great  big  dog  name  Hanger,  an’  he  set  Hanger 
on  you,  an’  you  can't  git  out’n  de  way.  An’ 
dere  w as  red-hot  cotton  fiel’s,  an’  red-hot  men 
a-ploughm’  red-hot  mules.  An’  you  plough 
an’  you  plough  clean  till  Sa’dav  night,  an’  you 
don’  res’  Sunday  nuther,  ’case  all  deni  ashes  got 
ter  be  tooken  out’n  de  way,  an’  Monday  you 
got  ter  begin  dat  red-hot  ploughin’  agin.  An’ 
you  look  up  an’  git  a glimp  o’  liebben  tlioo  do 
neck  o’  de  jimuiyjohn,  an’  you  see  deni  angels 
a-llyiu’fruin  clierry-beaui  to  clierry-beam,  hold- 
in’  little  white  books  in  dey  ban’s,  an’  settin’ 
on  de  cherry-beam  jes  w'liar  you  can  see  ’em, 
singin’  out’n  de  little  white  books.  An’  dere 
dey  is,  aggervatin’  yo’  soul,  an’  you  never  kin 
git  out  no  mo’  ever  an’  ever.  O Lord,  be  mer- 
ciful onto  me !” 

A groan  of  agony  forbade  any  levity,  even 
though  John  Gus  converted  the  blissful  cheru- 
bim into  cherry -beams. 

Not  long  ago  one  of  the  men  from  the  plan- 
tation came  to  see  “ missy”  on  business.  When 
this  had  been  attended  to,  lie  lingered  as  if  he 
had  something  more  on  his  mind. 

“ Well,  Sam,  anything  else  ?’’ 

Sam  shuffled  deprecat ingly  from  one  foot  to 
t lie  other.  “ You  see,  missy,  I don’t  never  like 
to  make  complaints,  but  there  is  some  gw'ines 
on  I know  von  wonlilu’  like.” 

“Well,  what?” 

“ Bad  langidge,  missy,  while  wo  all’s  wash  in’ 
up.” 


“ Washing  up  what  ?” 

“Jes  wash  its’  up,  you  know,  missy — tcashin ’ 
up  de  [M\cd 

“Missy”  could  not  help  an  exclamation  and 
a laugh.  She  is  not  often  at  a loss  to  under- 
stand these  her  intimate  friends,  but  this  time 
she  had  to  acknowledge  that  she  was  taken 
by  surprise. 

Sam  was  quite  embarrassed,  and  said,  apolo- 
getically, “You  know'  I always  w'as  tbick- 
tongued,  missy.” 

His  landlady  indulged  in  no  further  levity. 
“Y"ou  are  perfectly  right,  Sam.  It  is  against 
the  law'  for  any  religious  assembly  to  be  dis- 
turbed in  their  worship,  and  I can  allow  no 
such  conduct  on  the  place.” 

Armed  with  “missy’s”  authority,  Sam  went 
back  to  the  plantation  to  rebuke  sinners  more 
faithfully  than  ever. 

I must  now'  introduce  Aunt  Clary  Brown. 

She  comes  up  from  the  plantation  occasionally 

to  remind  M that  she  once  had  the  honor 

to  be  her  nurse,  one  of  the  renowned  twenty. 
These  women  who  belonged  to  “old  marse’s 
time”  bestow  upon  their  present  landlady  the 
remarkable  title  of  “ Babe.”  This  is  done  in 
the  spirit  of  devoted  loyalty,  and  the  distinc- 
tion is  borne  with  simple  dignity  as  an  evi- 
dence of  affection.  Dressed  gorgeously  in  a 
yellow'  spotted  calico,  with  a hat  of  remark- 
able style  set  on  top  of  her  “ head-hankercher,” 
Aunt  Clary  wends  her  way  from  the  kitchen, 
through  the  dining-room,  and  across  the  w ide 
hall  into  her  lady’s  apartment.  She  treads 
rather  gingerly  upon  the  soft  carpet,  and  re- 
traces her  steps  to  the  mat  at  the  door  to  make 
sure  that  the  sand  has  been  rubbed  from  her 

ample  shoes.  M meets  her  w ith  extended 

hand. 

“ How  you  do,  Babe  ? I ’dare  you  looks 
right  peart.”  Her  fat  cheeks  seem  to  fold 
back  to  make  way  for  wide-spreading  smiles. 

M assures  her  of  her  good  health,  etc., 

anti  then  begins  to  return  Aunt  Clary’s  com- 
plimentary interest.  How  is  her  cotton  turn- 
ingout  ? what  is  the  state  of  supplies?  and  how 
is  the  mare  ? Aunt  Clary  is  very  proud  of  her 
mar’,  as  she  calls  that  meek-lookiug  creature 
upon  which  depends  her  year’s  ploughing. 

All  questions  having  been  answered.  Aunt 
Clary  wobbles  about  uneasily,  not  knowing 
how  to  end  the  interview  gracefully. 

M puts  a period  to  it  by  handing  her  a 

silver  dollar.  “ Here,  Aunt  Clary,  take  this 
dollar  and  buy  yourself  a present.” 

Aunt  Clary’s  illuminated  countenance  breaks 
into  a succession  of  smiles,  but  a curious  shad- 
ow' falls  upon  it  as  she  says:  “Thankee,  Babe. 

I’m  gwine  take  dis  dollar  an’  put  a quarter  to 
it,  an’  I’m  gwine  git  me  a black  dress,  and  Fm 
gwine  moii’n  fer  Dick.  I misses  dat  nigger.” 
Tears  trickle  down  her  black  face.  “ I ’ain’t 
got  lister  doin’  dout  him  yit.  Me  an’  Dick 
had  one  ner  all  dese  years,  an’  when  I sets 
down  to  cat  m3'  corn- bread  au’  bacon,  I feels 
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lonesome.  We  had  one  ner  sence  we  was  Chil- 
ian. We  never  had  no  better-  sense,  an’  Pm 
gwine  rnou’n  fer  Dick.”  The  copious  shower 
of  tears  is  wiped  away  on  the  back  of  her  fat 
hand  and  the  corner  of  her  gingham  apron, 
and  sunshine  at  ouce  returns.  “ I bin  allers 
uster  havin’  a man,  an’  I don’  know  how  to  git 
on  dout  a man.  I wants  a nigger  to  plough  fer 
me.  Nex’  time  you  sees  me,  Babe,  I spec  I be 
married.” 

With  a radiant  good-by  the  hopeful  widow 
goes  on  her  way  to  mourn  for  Dick.  S.  D. 


A great  many  excellent  people  think  that 
man  is  losing  caste  in  this  country,  and  that 
the  argument  is  all  in  favor  of  the  superiority 
of  the  female  sex.  It  may  comfort  such  peo- 
ple to  read  the  argument  of  a colored  woman 
on  the  other  side.  The  document  is  a genuine 
one,  and  the  colored  sister’s  appreciation  of  the 
value  of  man  as  mau  is  refreshing  and  encour- 
aging: 

Essay  on  the  Resolve  question,  that  Man  is 
more  Beneficial  to  the  world,  the  Lord  made 
Adam,  and  afterwards,  he  made  Eve,  and  there- 
fore I think  if  the  women  had  been  more  prof- 
itable the  Lord  would  have  Created  woman 
first,  if  it  ware  not  for  the  gentlemen  I think 
there  would  be  no  Laws  for  People  to  Live  un- 
der nor  the  law  never  would  have  Been  past 
that  a Person  Should  be  hung  for  Murdering 
another.  So  therefore  I think  there  would  be 
very  much  Murder.  Ware  it  not  for  the  gen- 
tlemen I think  there  would  be  uo  voting,  the 
gentlemans  voting  Canseth  us  to  have  Presi- 
dents that  make  Laws  for  us  to  live  under, 
and  to  have  congressmans.  Ware  it  not  for 
the  jentleman  we  would  have  no  nice  Roads 
to  travel,  if  we  walked  wo  would  very  often 
Stumble  and  perhaps  fall.  By  the  laws  of  the 
jentleman  the  president  the  Roads  are  nicely 
prepared  for  us  to  travel  ware  it  not  for  the  jen- 
tleman Some  of  us  Probaly  would  Be  in  very 
much  nead  for  water  there  might  be  no  Spring 
in  Convenience  we  would  nead  a well  and  who 
Should  dig  it.  Should  the  Lady  take  the  pick- 
axe and  Dig  the  well  no  nobody  But  the  jen- 
tleman Ware  a Person  to  Be  Baptized  Should  a 
Lady  Baptize  them.  I think  it  would  Be  very 
peculiarly  to  See  a Lady  Baptizing  or  Diging 
a well  or  Diging  a Grave.  O no  it  needs  the 
jentleman  to  Do  this  I am  sure  that  there  is 
not  a Lady  in  this  house  that  would  like  to 
Do  Either  of  these.  Ware  it  not  for  the  jen- 
tleman there  would  be  But  very  little  Preach- 
ing altheau  I have  heard  of  Ladies  preaching 
But  I am  sure  tliay  would  not  take  the  Reso- 
lution that  the  jentleman  takes  to  go  to  far- 
ther Countries  to  preach  the  gospel  to  hea- 
theners.  Moreover  there  might  Be  no  Ships 
to  sail  across  the  great  Ocean  to  Cary  them 
For  I am  sure  that  Ladies  do  not  Build  Ships. 
Neither  are  Ladies  the  Ruler  of  Ships,  ware 
it  not  for  the  jentleman  I think  there  would 
Be  scarcely  any  produce  to  be  had,  there  would 
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be  but  few  Ladies  that  would  be  Farmers,  and 
ware  it  not  for  the  farmers  there  would  bo 
scarcely  any  Dry  gods,  only  that  produced  by 
the  Wool  that  grows  on  the  Sheeps  Backs  aud 
that  produced  By  the  Sik  worm  and  the  flax 
plant,  aud  velvet  and  could  But  few  people 
wear  that,  for  it  would  Be  very  Precious  and 
I think  it  would  be  very  Dear,  therefore  cotton 
makes  the  most  excellent  goods,  that  is  the 
most  useful  gods,  and  ware  it  not  for  the  farm- 
er jentleman  there  would  not  very  much  be 
made.  Moreover  I think  there  would  be  But 
very  few  ladies  that  would  have  the  Resolu- 
tion to  Cut  aud  Mall  aud  Grub  and  Plow  and 
Reap  aud  to  attend  horses  and  cattle  Especial 
when  Suow  is  ou  the  Grown,  how  mony  Ladies 
are  here  that  can  say  with  clear  Evidence  tliay 
would  I am  not  under  the  least  Doubt  that 
there  is  not  one  I think  the  Ladies  would 
scarcely  make  out  to  pay  thare  taxes  By  Farm- 
ing that  is  if  tliay  had  any  to  pay  Ware  it  not 
for  the  jentlemen  who  would  prepapare  all 
those  flue  Buildings  all  the  houses  in  the  Cit- 
ties  I think  it  would  be  very  much  Curiosity 
to  see  a Lady  Building  upon  a house.  And  all 
those  great  Macinaries  Such  as  Saw  Mills  Griss 
Mills  thrashing  machines  should  ladies  rule 
them.  Ware  it  not  for  the  Saw  Mills  we  would 
have  no  indecent  houses  to  live  in  we  would 
have  to  live  on  Dirt  flowers  as  those  of  old 
times.  Ware  it  not  for  the  jentlemen  Sick 
patience  would  very  often  be  lost  for  this 
Cause,  the  patience  might  get  worse  in  the 
night,  the  Lady  being  a fraid  to  go  for  the 
Doctor  the  Patience  Might  Be  lost,  or  Proba- 
ly the  Doctor  Being  a lady  and  having  Been 
Sent  for  in  the  Day  and  perhaps  might  not  Bo 
at  home.  When  she  gets  home  it  might  bo  so 
Dark  that  she  would  be  a fraid  to  come,  the 
poor  patience  might  Be  Lost.  Now  for  the 
jentleman — the  gentleman  Being  not  afraid 
(if)  it  should  be  night  Right  out  for  the  Doc- 
tor he  goes  now  had  it  not  been  for  the  jen- 
tleman that  patience  might  have  been  lost. 
Moreover  who  should  cary  our  mail  through 
the  Countries  whore  there  is  no  trains,  a Lady 
would  Do  very  well  in  the  Day  time  But  when 
night  comes  all  Done  just  where  night  catch 
them  all  a lone,  there  thay  would  stop.  So 
we  could  not  well  do  without  the  gentlemen, 
aud  I think  they  would  never  starve  on  ac- 
count of  Being  to  Lazy  to  prepare  their  own 
food. 

Jesus  was  a man  and  he  Died  for  us  all. 
had  it  not  Been  for  the  Lord  where  might  we 
have  Been. 


The  popular  Governor  of  one  of  the  States 
was  colonel  of  a regiment,  and  was  leading 
his  men  in  the  celebrated  charge  at  Malvern 
Hill,  when  a rabbit  broke  from  the  brush  in 
front  of  the  regiment  and  made  briskly  to  the 
rear.  The  Governor  looked  after  it  longingly 
a moment,  and  then  cried  out,  “Go  it,  Molly 
Cotton-tail;  if  I hadn’t  a reputation  to  sustain, 
I’d  like  to  join  you.” 
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V&p,  dot  van  yfejits  amt  years  bgi*. 

I’M  ill  tile  young  Vrt  wori.b,  toii, 

Ytt*  imw  dikydo(>iilni^  dr  go  der  shnpw. 

8hust.  Iffce  J used  to.  do; 

X^Tici  vbeo  d^r'pauifs  c<x«ro  py  mine  tibnse. 

1 shust  peeks  tiruo  tier  pOM,  i J 

.tfnft  nitt&  oudt,  id.  YaWfcoh  Srr&U?a, 
Cut*  dtti,  cut  . cut  pohlud  T* 

CiUiuiN  Follkn  Ai>xm& 


f&Spi  t.’VT  r.fimsidr* 

Mien  slmow  uud  kra  vn*  qa  tier  jrrouud, 
TmJ  merry  sdiUdjrh-hvih  rdhiupf  ; 

Vhmi  ShueJc  Frost  h«  van  puen  aroood, 
Dud  makes  mine  ojdt 
l hear  t.Uiosfc  roguish  gwum  say* 

•"Let  sjioy  p»  unooufliuKi  r' 

Cml  dliau  tilitfy  go:  for  efry  sirfejgb, 

Dud  yell,  “Cut,  cut  pehiM 

It  maker*  iRe  ihu^t  fee; i young  some  more, 
To  Max' Aht#o  youngster  yell, 

Dad  riof  i don  »,V  van  shim  und  «orev 
Vy- sktofcfO  i sliust  voulfl'— veil, 
yhon;i.7tnc  old!  -pun#  irm  cu'iunn'  pyt 


Poor  pi  (I  Aunt  Polly  mid  ptifMut;  ;nv  >v 
tier  iiadgUter.;  known  us  ferri?i£  Fcdtr* 
though  she  longed  tsvory  day  us  old  4s  lo  ? 
lifiillitTv  anti  t\vuM> ,^«a  eapnldey  bad  milled  IW*- 
f rtiCUtiyllyi  her  lust  di rHetious,  :hu), 

lybdH  sbf;  €0>iid  d?  bo  move,  stood  >.;  th*  Kd, 
liopnjg  that  tlie  ii^jpavjni  l.v  huMn^cibn*  %bi-'. 
fiiaVi  lid gf  j t recognize  ifcj  o&bfy 


I dink  l'&  ter)  tiihlineii 
To  Rhutup  rlghilf,  in  m:»on  der  sbiyf 
tVii  ah'imf/.'4*  Cm,  e.ut  psbtod.r 

l iuli id  me  vo l mine  fari^r  said 
V(Oiee  v h ty  i i y*H  a poy, 
ifif  tne^ldef  ulvuye?  in  mine  head, 
f » ••  *1  off  the  nmi  filmy  ; 

’*  Xott\  Hat)*,.  keep  »>(Fdt?V  nbl.ulifhV*  says  tie, 
“Or  niah  sfttvd  hear  m mibd 
*•  l tlak«3  you  I'iclnit  tiero.s.i  mine  knee, 

CM  ou  t , cut , nut  pehintl  T * - 1 


PiPMMRPi.  . . ...  . 

iy  fetrT.  ^udite^  ..atitl  lieP'oyefc 

o eAger iy  ’Mr  tv  ai*tV 
aolii  tlie  iv Hiir •H* lid;  m-re  hi 

»«■•»*.  o.v  irf  i O/<toioary  iU  t*iu;.li  cane*,  .drnvD 
huyiv  fts ^ Poi^  nIm*VA 
Jior p hi^  xvulT^xi  fha^luYr^  miji’t  yajtfF 
the  olfl  yy  autl  tltei?  she  gonp- 


tiu-  old 


TueMiJon,  ‘*X».»vc  thi-p,  v 1*-ir»  the  rtmto-r  J.tH*ref* 
Tlynrfcn  teo^.  t'T^u  i»^r>;ton,  jrir,  tn>t  I dmi’i  like  Ho 
T>tte  M.Dfou ■ipvllf&yh  .“^bally  ; Sorry.  >lr  8hiuaoM;  h 
biutery  hupJerii 
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THE  LONDON  SEASON. 


TO  give  a definition  of  the  London  sea- 
son that  would  satisfy  a West  End 
lady  and  inform  an  inquiring  Oriental  is 
not  an  easy  task.  The  difficulty  arises 
from  the  fact  that  the  “season”  is  not,  like 
other  seasons,  limited  by  fixed  dates,  nor 
is  it  the  season  of  any  one  thing  in  partic- 
ular. The  grouse  season  and  tne  oyster 
season  begin  and  end  on  certain  days,  and 
if  a respectable  person  is  seen  pointing  a 
gun  at  a grouse,  or  eating  an  oyster,  we 
may  infer  that  one  or  other  of  these  is  pre- 
vailing. But  neither  the  beginning  nor 
the  end  of  the  London  season  is  marked 
in  the  almanac,  and  of  the  more  import- 
ant facts  exhibited  during  its  continuance 
there  is  none  which  will  supply  a test  of 
the  sort  just  described.  It  is  not  especial- 
ly the  dancing  season,  the  riding-in-the- 
Row  season,  the  Parliamentary  season, 
the  drum  season,  the  bazar  season,  or  the 
garden-party  season,  but  the  season  of  all 
combined.  These  things  are  not  born 
with  it  and  do  not  die  with  it,  but  may  be 
said  to  flourish  with  it,  in  the  sense  that 
painters  are  said  to  flourish  irrespective  of 
the  dates  of  their  births  and  deaths. 

Seeing,  then,  that  this  treatise  cannot  be 
begun  in  the  good  old  way  with  definition, 
we  must  go  on  to  description  without  it. 
This  description  must  of  necessity  be  kept 
to  the  more  characteristic  features  of  the 
subject.  Neither  will  its  limits  leave  room 
for  much  tracing  of  cause  and  effect,  or 
remarking  upon  “ought  and  ought  not.” 
Our  work  is  a sketch  merely,  and  will  not 
bear  these  strong  touches.  A bit  of  this 
sort  of  color  may  perhaps  be  put  in  here 
and  there  to  prevent  over-sameness,  just 
as  figures  in  blue  and  scarlet  are  some- 
times taken  from  “kings’  houses”  to  adorn 
the  foreground  of  a common  landscape. 

The  origin  of  “the  season”  has  been  the 
subject  of  many  and  varying  theories. 
The  politician  imagines  it  to  have  grown 


up  round  the  sittings  of  Parliament,  a 
sort  of  flowering  creeper  on  the  edifice  of 
British  liberty.  The  man  of  science  con- 
siders it  a development  of  the  nesting  time. 
The  shopkeeper  would  (if  he  had  ever 
heard  of  them)  regard  it  as  a relic  of  the 
old  St.  James’s  and  St.  Bartholomew’s 
fairs.  In  the  eye  of  the  debutante  it  is  a 
remnant  of  the  golden  age. 

In  all  probability  “the  season”  had  its 
rise  in  the  gayeties  of  the  royal  court,  and 
its  place  in  space  and  time  was  first  deter- 
mined by  the  habitation  and  movements 
of  that  body.  The  place  of  “the  season” 
as  it  exists  for  us  is  now  fixed,  and  does 
not  change  to  Windsor  or  York  with  the 
aula  regie.  It  would,  indeed,  be  a calam- 
ity if  it  were  otherwise.  The  imagination 
can  hardly  figure  Kings  Cross  Station  if 
“ the  season”  had  to  transport  itself  in  the 
month  of  May  to  the  metropolis  of  the 
north.  Fortunately  nowadays  the  vortex 
of  fashion  revolves  round  a fixed  point. 
That  point  is  Mayfair.  No  one  would 
think  of  saying  it  was  “the  season”  in  the 
Strand. 

The  time  of  “ the  season,”  as  has  been 
said  before,  is  not  so  easy  to  mark  out  as 
its  locality.  Theoretically  “the  season” 
begins  after  Easter,  but  not  always  actual- 
ly, any  more  than  spring  always  actually 
begins  on  the  21st  of  March.  It  is  true 
that  balls  and  dinners  and  other  signs  of 
“ the  season”  often  appear  before  Easter, 
just  as  in  a warm  year  we  may  get  a taste 
of  spring  before  the  March  east  winds. 
And  as  that  chance  visitation  of  warmth 
is  exceptionally  sweet,  so  these  early  par- 
ties are  distinguished  by  a good-fellow- 
ship that  is  wanting  later  on  in  the  year. 
But  however  pleasant  they  may  be,  no 
one  would  think  of  calling  the  period  in 
which  they  occur  “ the  season.”  Just  in 
the  same  way  the  end  of  “the  season” 
has  a certain  indefiniteness.  Its  light 
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tegth's- tA-pale ' ci(he^^je;:3Eto‘0 And  Harrow  prefer*  •iji.-thipk’; that  i ^ mi^ition  ttf  .no-’ 

iotli  July , There  cessaty  fciif.  :fcite  despatch  of  public  Or  prj- 
is  krtUe  ;ya$>  business,.  In  the  sapw>  wstyy’'  if  -h& 

week  before  Gb<  nl  wood  ri*ces|  vrhieli  are  coroes  to  'London  for  a day  hr 
•.run;  at  the  end  of  the  moatU.  With  Good-  ment  in  -wittier,  he  always  pemiadefc  lum- 
wood  (lie  rostsoit  pWiofcica! ly  come®  to  nn  self  that  the  journey  is  undertaken .to  have 
end*  and  by  the  lit)*  of  August  hi  not  only  his  hair  rut; 

ito$d<  htit  buried*  -TU^  *ho  w*-\  >v’r /A ; in  the  words  of  Webster;  tk 

iioiiT  tittle  accuracy  there  Is.,  nv  ife; ^ :it4$ 

idea  that  the  time  yd  the  season  is  connect-  any  thing  « :''>uU'n>\ihit&l  or  done.’*'  Tb* 
cd  vyitbi  that  Of  th«£ IPferJi kmen lacy  senior. & things  tJOht^ntplrtied  *$v  done  in  * * tfefr  Lott- 
It  would  probably  te  nearcu  t he  truth  to  dort  $caj$urdymay  he  termed  go'neric^Uy,  m 
^nnet^Ijh  dafes  affaoth  with  tfa#  $ infttkfs  tbw  language  of  the  press;  *'  fashi»^n#4^ 
of  heftmh  SfMirtA  and  pastimes  Which  . h^n^theufcs? ? Any  on«  taking  tip 

all- important  »n  d«temduiug  the  movd Xforniwj  /W  on  a Monday  can  j^i  a 
meats  of  that  hosured  class  which  Imvn  list  of  rin-m  for  the  ensuing  wWk;  He 
^ithttirtn, given  'the  time  Ip1?arl5antetit-  will  jsec  that  if  hg  rfitv^'S  Vie  can  in  Urn 
cry  and  social  life.  The  fact  is  that  the  neN  t day  or  tvey  attend  " halls  i!  niuwAui 
ly Ti*i ii B&fan  (hxis  )iot  hkrto  ^ $mutl  mrtdad1" ^lAv  of 

confess  that  be  movie*  his  household  for  dolW  t‘,pn>tiieinule- shows,'’  k* reception#.'1 
■AW#1  yiuniths  ftu*  tbfc  purple  of  attending  4t  scietitiftc  I^bices/*  u cricket  luafehvs  - 
a scries  of  halls,  dinners,  and  drums.  He  4i  bii/airs/’  " »rternoniLS,M  " concerts, n 


mehts  are  prlvat^  and  eAn 
only  l>e  dttemlcd  j^u  iuviiUi- 
tiotf : ailse rs  aw  dpc'ii  io  all. 
There  is  tfl&a  a thml  dhlteis, 
sikjh  As  thtf  ba^ar  or  eh^ifb 
IS  |TuV' 

mktih  one  ^ide  ami  private ou 
tin  oilier;  In  order,  fhei'C- 
•eiyb^;; an im fettered 
^lectiO'n  frVim  the  JIsl  be- 
fore  hnp  the  person  above 
mentioned  prust ; l>?t  wljiO  is 
caile«t  ” in  ;s#xu;ei\%^  Th 
>Utirbs  can  he  sithiiuf^l  by  ahy 
fjtah  ivhatCver  who  flo^sV^ftS 
% > on.  of  evenoig doilies  nnd 
X fair  orrfiouiu  of  maimePt'. 

a one  vvij I Jjave.rjb  djf  - 
tkUUy  m gcHing  an  in  vita 
lion  to  an  tu^himry  itatu5,e  in 
the  le^s  fesbtohuble 
Oitye  there i he  wiu^^eb’ihc: 
troduccHi  to  une 
l lie  muttony  prefect  w&X 
stand  liait-si  on  thr  .social 
lutld**/-.  and,  if  possible,  Iuito 
ugJy  da  ugh  lei's.  Hd  nui-st 
danc??,  #r  prelend  to  dancA 
. v witlti  :m%  Miif. 
dren,  ahd  hike  the  molifer^ 
IM’HiseJ  r^S5  to  ^cippoV.  If  emo 


Biatic  mjiViHjos,  poipf 

" mces/*  irir " : to  u^ical  aaiiStfek 
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in  the  East  Kml/’ 

‘•f-  - A*.  -‘  '•  • * :■*: 

rfnuie  of  these  " arrrmgiv 
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of  the  latter  gives  a (knee 
herself,/ nr  l>  ^akcd  for  atitin  s 
h&U\4$  ttuf  a£pV; 

ratife  will  not  be  forgotieh., 
amt  %tll  get  hk  name  down 
on  fi  ■ iiKlv  * He  has  then 
merely  tn  ^onil n tie  this  pro- 
cess its  he  nscs  in  ?he  world, 
with  a proper  devotion  to 
leaving  cards,  calls.  etc. , and 
in  a couple  of  years?  no  ball 
or  drum  will  be  iisMCceSsibk 
to  him-  ';.  *;.  '•’• •;*  . 

With  women  it  i$  differ^ 
entv  -Bhoulfl  they  b£  tieUhe* 
f sis i,  l>^rrl ii t i f vj 1 , 21  or  . they 

wilt  Hud  x he  Meps  <>f “ 

Hfe’y  hart}  to  tflimb.  Those 


life’ y , ■ id  '4^ti.it'ib- 

Wi  1 0.  cob  ie  under  t ii  i*  d*mer  i|>  • 
tion  will  have  no  dilfitaUiy. 

If  .they are  in  the  lirsfc  cate- 
gory:  which,  in  spite  of 
tain  morbid  writers,  \$  still 
.Tare  in  England,  they  may 
%til  taken  up  by  jtorno  rdjr 
W^nran  or  greaf  pniioiiogyy 
when  they w$bbfc<*omu  fttsh* 
ioirahle  in  a jxiHabhlur  bety 
and  Iks  invik;dio  tho  V friaky 
niairon'1  balfe  Kofc  the  an- 
gust  mot liei’St  of  smdety  will 
look*  c^iklly  cm  them,  and 
tli^y  \vUr  idbe  in  vbhi  fur 
invitattcuis  to  the  old 
1 mb  oil  Im.uses:  Beaut  y,  if 
accompanied  by  sobriety  mn  gain  &dmte*  patronage  of  some  lady  within  th$  chamlv 
si fj u u*  any  portal.  IF  witfuttil  eacmn-  vd  circle  .of  the  gmw!  mon*i&  Bho  wili 
bianco  in  tJan  wish  ;pr.nfaably .bo ep'bfe • 'Very - far  within,  perhaps 

to  ! out"*  jKimft  ctun-getiu  matwm  the  wife  of  a 'baronet  hr  an  Irish  ]*?er. 
with  ru>  daughters  of  .1  bail.-. going -age  will  This  patron  css-  sends  out  the  inv itau*  ms 
rim  the  new  hello,'’  tf  there  is  an  am-  with  her  own  4#ompl.imenis  to  all  persons 
bilious  papa  or  lorarjiiia,  the  process  is  on  her  own  list,  and  !<’.*  many  who  urv  ;mt 
more  uncertain.  The  fair  maiden  having  oik  but  who  she  thinka  will  come, ' .She 
been  soon  at  a piadn  of  public  enter*  extols,  nmrmni?  teem,  and  (night  , the  h|- 
ehtet|>ri*sV?fg ' wumabvUb-  tegrity  of  h^r  and  the  sjdendors 

serving  a chance  of  making  her  parties  of  the  comma outcrtaimnCnt.  Blublet s\\vr 
talked  about,  will  semi  lie/  y ranger  a female  lViouds  kn-w  *‘ha!  the  deroratioi) 
i^lof  imitation ■niotlior.and  all,  Lf  slit?  of  the  front  landing:  will  cost  £7hm.  he.-:* 
kUnuld  be  a — an  bVeM  iihpossi^  /-iftfelo  pOG''K<i3 1 >>e  *p*i*i. 

lUu  to  predict,  for  the  canon  of  l»euuty  'upj  '•  .Thihh^iiU^mpt'  wil 

by  yomt-Jv  is  vinyrng  and  iae’xplica-  likely  ir*  a partial  failure.  Fe cv  * smart*1 
ble— no  eJitertaiutnvpi^ ^ Will  considered  i>eop)e  >vUS  Ihe  g ueaU*  will  ^uce*i’ 

c»  >m  pjfote  wit  bon  t.  her,  and  ebb  and  great  at  tbb  )u>^t  instead  of  Uvimung  with  5Kv 
will  tahfbb?  d^p  ewiV^tber  in  tbieir  eiyt^  , flwy  will  Oie  .fnmt 

to  hur  shdwbiian  uc  sJiow*#turi^Tv  .la:nciiii'f%  Vtm  m#t  pfyiini 

the  ease  oiay  he.  bmij  aftemvaul  Fu.ns.n'puuiMy  v.  n«-o  in 

Thci  tuothnd  by  wlVicii  tUe  llcU  cliiudt  ibb  a ahuft  lirue  a s^eupd  huli  i*s  an nonticed^ 
ladder  c^qlu' :ii^t«Srl In  tbe  lirHt  tbei^  will  ]m  if  msb  b )r  i nv iVatbn j K;  flie 


a (tiugc  yr  snimo  rAPTAma. 


824 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


themselves,  and  may  be  considered  hence- 
forth “in  society.”  The  process  is,  how- 
ever, an  expensive  one,  and  has  to  be  kept 
up  to  some  extent  annually,  lest  the  aspi- 
rants fall  from  their  high  estate. 

Thus  much  for  “ getting  into  society.” 
It  will  now  be  advisable  to  see  of  what 
elements  society,  as  relates  to  “the  sea- 
son,” is  composed.  To  begin  with,  there 
are  the  ordinaty  votaries  of  pleasure,  who 
are  ready  to  attend  any  “ fashionable  ar- 
rangement” from  Easter  to  Goodwood. 
Of  this  genus  by  far  the  most  numerous, 
important,  and  indefatigable  individual  is 
the  ordinary  “girl”  and  her  mother — for 
as  regards  “the  season”  these  two  persons 
may  be  treated  as  one.  The  young  lady 
and  her  mother  mostly  belong  to  West 
End  families,  either  to  those  of  the  rich 
and  great  who  give  parties,  or  to  those  of 
the  smaller  fry  who  only  go  to  them. 
Secondly,  there  are  the  “frisky  matrons.” 
This  element  is  supplied  by  the  young 
married  couples  having  separate  establish- 
ments, of  various  degrees  of  luxury,  but 
usually  living  in  small  houses,  and  doing 
no  entertainment  themselves  except  “lit- 
tle dinners.”  Thirdly,  living  in  the  upper 
rooms  of  the  family  mansions,  great  and 
small,  lodging  in  St.  James  Street  for  ex- 
travagance, or  South  Kensington  for  econ- 
omy, there  is  the  crowd  of  what  may  be 
called  generically  “young  men.”  The 
“young  man’s”  age  ranges  from  fifteen 
to  fifty.  His  income  varies  from  nothing 
to  anything.  He  is  in  every  kind  of  pro- 
fession, with  every  degree  of  failure  and 
success.  He  may  be  entering  the  very 
outer  circle  of  the  great  world,  the  member 
of  an  insignificant  club,  embalming  one  or 
two  cards  of  invitation  in  his  looking-glass 
for  months;  or  he  may  be  jaded  with  suc- 
cess, with  his  waste-paper  basket  full  of 
confidential  notes  written  on  the  letter- 
paper  of  great  houses. 

These  three  classes  form  what  may  be 
called  the  standing  array  of  the  season, 
and  do  all  the  hard  work.  Next  come 
the  solemn  peers  and  country  gentlemen 
whose  families  are  elderly,  who  appear  in 
their  sombre  mansions  when  things  are 
well  advanced,  and  who  leave  early.  The 
younger  ladies  of  this  set  do  not  affect 
balls  largely,  except  the  specially  “smart” 
ones,  where  it  is  creditable  to  be  seen. 
You  may  meet  them  leaving  these  gather- 
ings in  the  heavy  family  carriage  about 
the  time  that  the  little  broughams  of  the 
“frisky  matrons”  begin  to  arrive.  They, 


however,  do  a good  deal  of  fashionable 
work  in  the  way  of  dinners,  concerts,  and 
church  services.  If  this  sober-hued  spe- 
cies enjoy  the  season  in  a leisurely  man- 
ner, their  want  of  zeal  is  made  up  for  by 
the  country  folk  who  come  up  for  a 
month,  when  things  are  in  full  swing, 
and  take  lodgings  in  the  outskirts  of  May- 
fair  or  Belgravia.  They  are  honest  per- 
sons, accompanied  by  one  or  two  daugh- 
ters chosen  from  the  less  conspicuous 
flock.  Perhaps  they  will  hire  a landau 
driven  by  a haggard  man  in  a wrinkled 
livery  coat,  or  perhaps  they  will  content 
themselves  with  a four-wheeler,  from 
which  to  shower  cards  upon  their  kins- 
folk and  acquaintance.  The  young  la- 
dies, alas ! often  suffer  from  the  heart- 
sickness of  deferred  hope,  which  longs 
for  invitations  but  does  not  get  them. 
They,  however,  console  themselves  by 
walking  in  the  Park,  in  nice  hay-maker- 
looking gowns  with  plenty  of  ribbons, 
and  it  does  one’s  heart  good  to  see  their 
happy  faces  if  they  pick  up  a stray 
“young man”  or  two.  When  the  longed- 
for  invitation  comes  to  the  ball  of  the 
great  relation  or  the  county  magnate,  how 
they  enjoy  their  one  or  two  dances,  and 
with  what  pleasure  they  stand  in  quiet 
corners  watching  the  jostling  of  the  Olym- 
pians! In  enumerating  these  ephemeral 
sharers  in  the  delights  of  “the  season” 
we  should  not  omit  the  “spring  captain,” 
though  he  has  not  much  in  common  with 
them  except  that  his  time  of  joy  is  short. 
The  “spring  captain”  is  to  the  London 
season  what  the  May-fly  is  to  the  trout 
season.  He  does  not  appear  till  the  very 
pink  and  prime  of  the  time,  when  he  is 
upon  the  pavement  in  large  numbers.  He 
is  “on”  Piccadilly  most  of  May  and  June, 
but  abounds  chiefly  in  the  week  between 
the  Derby  and  Ascot.  He  is  to  be  found 
of  every  degree  of  “smartness,”  from  the 
polished  “gunner”  to  the  honest  captain 
in  a line  regiment,  with  brown  face, 
cropped  head,  and  badly  fitting  white 
gaiters,  whose  share  of  high  life  is  going 
to  tea  with  somebody  in  Queen’s  Gate. 
Neither  is  there  any  “fashionable  ar- 
rangement,” except  perhaps  the  scientific 
lectures,  which  he  is  unwilling  to  counte- 
nance. It  is  in  Piccadilly,  however,  that 
he  excels  all  competition.  Lastly  we  get 
the  pure  outsiders,  rustics  with  no  West 
End  connection,  dwellers  in  Hampstead 
and  the  suburbs,  foreigners,  etc.  These 
frequent  picture  exhibitions,  bazars,  con- 
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certs  in  “smart”  houses  lent  by  the  owners  preposterous.  On  the  other  hand,  it  may 
for  the  occasion*  or  walk*  sit,  and  drive  in  be 4 4 smart'’  for  good  reasons— because  it  is 
the  Park.  given  by  people  of  great  position,  great 

Such  are  the  players  upon  the  stage  of  hospitality,  or  great  taste.  Such  a corn- 
“the  season'’  who  perform  in  the  various  pi  etc  and  healthy  form  of  this  species  of 
kinds  of  pieces*  short  and  long,  heavy  and  pleasure  used  to  be  commoner  a few  years 
light,  that  are  afforded  by  the  “fashion-  ago  than  at  present,  when  a temporary 
able  arrangements.’’  Among  the  “ar-  combination  of  causes  has  stopped  ball- 
rangoments”  themselves,  first  in  number  giving  in  most  of  the  great  London  houses, 
and  importance  stands  the  ball.  The  real*  The  ordinary  dwellings  of  the  metropolis 
]y  “ smart”  ball,  which  may  be  taken  to  contain,  for  the  purpose  of  receiving  guests, 
be  the  highest  development  of  the  genus,  rooms  of  the  same  pattern.  Of  course  the 
is  not  usually  given  before  May.  This  size  varies,  but  the  usual  type  is  a front 
subtle  quality  of  smartness"  is  very  diffi-  room  more  or  less  oblong,  and  a back  room 
cult  to  explain.  In  the  days  of  our  fa-  more  or  less  square,  communicating  with 
tliers,  when  society  was  restricted  to  what  the  former  by  folding-doors.  This  inevi- 
the  papers  call  the  44  upper  ten,”  it  was  table  setting  gives  to  most  balls  a certain 
simple  enough;  but  with  the  change  of  similarity,  ami  usually,  from  its  narrow 
times  it  has  come  to  depend  on  other  con-  dimensions,  prevents  them,  however  eligi- 
siderations.  A “smart”  ball  can  now  be  ble  in  other  ways,  from  attaining  the  ex- 
given  by  a person  whom  few  of  the  guests  cellence  of  a ball  in  a “big  house.”  There 
would  have  spoken  to  a year  before.  It  is  always  tin*  hostess  with  her  daughter  at 
may  be  4 ; smart"  because  it  is  pat  ronized  by  the  top  of  Dio  stairs,  surrounded  by  a crowd 
royalty,  because  it  has  an  element  of  fast-  who  have  bowed  or  shaken  hands  with 
ness,  because  the  outlay  upon  it  lias  been  that,  lady,  and  who  afterward  appear  as  if 
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butler  and  footmen  look  haughtily  about 
them,  while  hirelings  feed  the  guests. 
And  so  the  battle  proceeds  till  about  three 
in  the  morning,  when  it  probably  turns 
into  a ball,  and  the  survivors  enjoy  them- 
selves till  broad  daylight. 

This  description  must  not,  of  course,  be 
taken  to  apply  to  all  balls  except  those 
given  in  palaces.  Often,  owing  to  a mul- 
tiplicity of  parties  on  one  night,  a person 
may  enjoy  his  or  her  self  thoroughly  at  a 
ball  and  go  home  none  the  worse. 

Now  in  the  ideal  ball  to  which  we  al- 
luded above  all  these  things  are  different. 
In  the  first  place,  the  donors,  being  more 
or  less  “great  people,”  are  not  obliged  to 
ask  the  whole  of  their  acquaintance  for 
fear  of  giving  offence,  their  position  ren- 
dering it  ineffective  and  unprofitable  to 
harbor  ill-will  against  them.  Also,  in  all 
probability,  the  non-ball-going  folk  have 
been  cleared  off  by  preliminary  drums. 
Again,  the  size  of  the  house  lends  dignity 
and  repose  to  the  gathering.  What  a 
contrast,  for  instance,  is  the  arrival!  In- 
stead of  a ladder  filled  with  a mass  of  per- 
sons heaving  slowly  upward,  a stately 
staircase  winds  round  a large  hall.  Masses 
of  flowers  form  a background  to  women’s 
forms  bright  with  diamonds,  magnificent 
with  brocatelle  and  lace,  or  fair  with  the 
freshness  of  youth  in  a cloud  of  tulle.  On 
the  broad  steps  slowly  ascending  groups 
dispose  themselves  picturesquely,  the 
trains  of  the  gowns  trailing  over  the  low 
steps.  Above,  behind  balustrades  and  pil- 
lars of  marble,  other  guests  sit  watching 
the  arrivals.  Large  rooms,  the  walls  hung 
with  historic  pictures,  open  out  of  each 
other  in  long  vistas.  Perhaps  two  of 
these  will  be  cleared  for  dancing,  but  the 
others  will  be  left  in  their  every-day  state 
of  comfort,  where  non-dancers  can  stroll 
or  sit  as  luxuriously  as  if  no  ball  was  go- 
ing on.  There  is  probably  a terrace,  bal- 
cony, or  garden,  lit  with  Chinese  lamps, 
where  those  who  are  hot  can  breathe  a 
cooler  air.  The  whole  festival  is  full  of 
color,  richness,  and  life,  and,  were  it  not 
for  the  black  coats,  quite  a Venetian  scene. 
Indeed,  one  might  not  despair  of  a Paolo 
Veronese  so  combining  even  these  som- 
bre garments  with  the  strength  and  sim- 
plicity of  the  architecture  and  the  splen- 
dor of  the  other  sex  as  to  produce  the 
representation  of  a rich  and  noble  festiv- 
ity, which  is  what  a London  ball  at  its 
best  still  is  even  in  these  degenerate  days. 

After  the  ball  the  commonest  form  of 
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“fashionable  arrangement”  is  the  drum, 
or  evening  reception.  This  is  less  expen- 
sive, and  involves  less  trouble  in  the  way 
of  house-cleaning.  These  considerations 
bring  it  within  the  reach  of  every  one, 
and  in  consequence  the  drum  presents 
more  varieties  than  any  other  species  of 
entertainment.  Pauperum  tabernce  in 
the  wilds  of  Kensington  and  Tyburnia 
have  their  drums  as  well  as  the  regum 
turres  of  Mayfair  and  Belgravia.  The 
grand  monde  and  his  wife,  and  every- 
body else  and  their  wives,  may  be  at  & 
drum,  or  it  may  be  a forlorn  gathering, 
with  half  a dozen  women  seated  together, 
and  half  a dozen  men  eying  them  from 
afar  off.  A drum  may  display  a rich  ban- 
quet for  supper,  or  a table  bearing  biscuits 
and  barley-water.  After  this  the  reader 
will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that  it  is  pos- 
sible for  a drum  to  be  a very  forlorn  busi- 
ness indeed.  But  there  is  this  consolation : 
every  one  can  leave  when  he  likes — a 
step  that  is  not  always  possible  at  a ball, 
even  for  men,  and  seldom  for  women. 
Nowhere  is  that  leading  feature  of  a Lon- 
don entertainment,  the  superfluity  of 
more  thah  half  its  ingredients,  more  vis- 
ible than  at  a drum.  There  is  not  the 
slightest  idea  of  harmonious  intercourse 
present  in  the  mind  of  a drum -giver. 
Any  one  she  knows,  or  thinks  she  knows, 
is  invited  in  the  order  in  which  the  names 
stand  in  the  “red  book.”  The  accepted 
conditions  of  most  drums,  however,  make 
it  unnecessary  to  consider  the  possibility 
of  intimate  or  congenial  society.  The 
dearest  friends  might  miss  each  other  in 
the  throng,  or  be  unable  to  greet  except 
over  the  bodies  of  their  fellow-creatures. 
The  main  object  of  going  is  to  get  away. 
The  young  and  strong  plunge  in  at  one 
end,  and  come  out  at  the  other,  looking 
as  if  they  had  waded  through  a torrent. 
The  older  persons  hang  about  in  eddies 
and  backwaters  until  they  can  work  their 
way  to  the  door.  These  are  the  draw- 
backs of  the  drum.  On  the  other  hand, 
it  has  this  advantage — that  persons  can 
be  met  there  who  do  not  frequent  the 
gayer  forms  of  amusement.  This  is  espe- 
cially true  of  the  larger  receptions,  such 
as  the  Foreign  Office,  Devonshire  or  Spen- 
cer House.  Here  you  may  meet  old 
friends  whose  paths  seldom  cross  your 
own,  and  who  do  not,  as  a rule,  “go  out.” 
There  are  also,  few  and  far  between,  to  be 
found  intelligent  persons  who  so  arrange 
their  drums  that  their  friends  actually 
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citement  iu  a license 
of  manners  that  is  not 
permissible  on  other 
occasions.  As  the  vir- 
tuous object  of  the  ba- 
zar elevates  it  above 
the  laws  of  supply 
and  demand,  its  suc- 
cess depends  chiefly 
upon  the  personal  ef- 
forts of  these  sales- 
women, who  have  to 
tease  and  wheedle 
visitors  into  buying*. 
Anything,  therefore, 
unusual,  conspicuous, 
or  violent  in  the  ap- 
pearance or  manners 
of  a person  who  keeps 
a stall  tends  to  attract 
buyers,  the  result  be- 
ing an  increasing  ex- 
travagance of  dress 
and  demeanor  at  these 
exhibitions.  For  sim- 
ilar reasons  it  has  been 
the  custom  of  late  years 
to  gi  ve  bazars  a par- 
ticular cast,  supported 
by  scenery  and  fancy 
dress.  Thus  you  have 
the  * 4 Mediaeval  Mar- 
ket, ” where  ladies  In 
peaked  caps  and  turn- 
ed-up  shoes  display 
modern  manners  and 
wares  in  mediaeval!^ 
come  for  recreation,  and  go  away  refresh-  shaped  stalls.  Or  the  Shakespearian  Ba- 
ed.  These  “ at  homes”  on  stated  days  re-  zar,  where  Portia  sells  pincushions  and 
quire,  however,  very  careful  supervision,  Cleopatra  4 ‘ button  - holes. * One  must 
for  if  left  to  chance,  every  one  Is  sure  to  not,  then,  be  surprised  if,  for  the  sake  of 
come  on  one  night,  causing  a correspond-  44  drawing/’  there  is  shortly  an  antedi- 
ing  vacuum  on  others.  luvian  bazar,  where  our  beauties,  in  the 

The  ball  and  the  drum  are  the  most  costume  of  their  remote  ancestresses,  will 
characteristic  of  the  private  entertain-  sell  knickknacbs amongst  plaster  megathe- 
men.ts  of  “the  season.1’  Dinners,  44  after-  mizns.  and  tin  tree-ferns.  Besides- the  a bore- 
noons,”  teas,  musics, etc. , we  have  not  space  ment  ioned  methods  of  attraction , the  more 
to  discuss.  Passing,  then,  to  the  more  novelty  that  can  be  displayed  in  the  way 
public  forms  of  44  fashionable  arrange-  of  goods,  or  in  the  system  of  selling  them, 
menis,  ” we  are  met  by  the  bazar.  Bazars  the  greater  the  chance  of  success.  Dressed  - 
in  London  have  developed  amazingly  of  up  children  worry  old  gentlemen  to  raffle 
late  years.  There  is  no  doubt  that  they  fora  doll.  Fascinating  beauties  force rcups 
present  considerable  attract  ions  to 4 • frisky  of  tea  down  the  throats  of  passers-by.  Still 
matrons/'  and  to  young  ladies  who  have  more  adventurous  members  of  the  same 
anyihemsel  ves.  Fashionable  beauties  pi  ay  class  tell  fortunes  and  disagreeable  truths 
the  part  of  shop-women,  conceiving  that  in  the  guise  of  wizards.or  play  on  the  banjo 
they  arc  laying  up  treasures  in  heaven,  and  send  round  the  hat.  Every  possible 
when  in  reality  they  are  showing  them-  device  is  resorted  to  for  drawing  buyers, 
selves  to  fresh  audiences,  and  seeking  ex-  Celebrated  actresses  hold  stalls,  Chinese 
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operas -'are  given  by native  waists.  The*  <0 splayed  at;  Ascot  nmy  in  a .week  to- 
gix&test.  coup  af  iiilv  is  whut\t  my  * flaring  in  the  reniaiesi  pmrinces,  JSyn *y 

rtlty  fa ir;u;iou^  enutigh  to  assist.  tit  w of  .on^  ^ho  oarj  Extract  a ticket  f Km ( the 
thpse  *salvx.  thrive  iq  do  the  right  thing  i>#  tLe  Buck  Woutubi  gto^lo-  the 

airnkeg  the  good  «ld-fash>  royaJ  enclosure y fcho«*5  wkd  Mtuidt,  U ikh 

ion»d  lOyaitr  <>{  tin*  mhklie  class,  bring  boxes,  ov  view  iha  races  from  the*  ‘‘drags*/:, 
a vast  throng  round  th(>  royal  counter;  Td  a large  portion  of  the  sptotainr*.  *to 
to5j*t  oM beipjc  ^rveil  ^ tfoe'dt&Ur . twom  ayft  almost  aa  great  a tom  >js  the 
pant  hi  person;  and  do  imihesit&te  to  give  cricket  at/  Die  Eton  and  Harrow  match. 
■^stiuiUlvfog;  .pWces;  . for-  trifles  which  they  There  arer  however^  excfcptiou^  even 
often  bund  back  when  ho tight.  arGoiigUo*  fair  sex.  some  of  whops  jfipd  it, 

• 1°  wyAity  turns  the  pay  to  be  lovers  of ^ hdraette?l]i  These  go 
thaogbia  to  Asrau  without  petition  of  regularly  tb  the  piujdoek  k*  sec tto  hordes 
xv bleb  '*«•  actomif  p£  u live  season”  could  saddled,  jockeys  up,  etc  , or  to  watch  the' 
be-  atart  fmifrt  of  iliesfemd.  The  races 

/ m a sloping  ridge  of  tpoor-  begin  «nden4h$r&  royal  AdVft * 

bod  Some  thirty  miles  fron> the  the  course,  headed  by  the  Master ./ctf/thfc. 
tfrtfk  of  v^h^b  look*  away  across  the  Buck  0oi*nd&  AiaothefcfeatUi-C  otA&v<*l  i$ 
Winder  w&pds  to  tl»e  plains  of  Bucks  ithe; v* 
itoi  ^tidillesex;  Ascot 
races  t&fce  phvea  at  the 
t£ry  high  ti4e>  of  the  sea- 
son; They  are  the  Eden 
of  def>nfa>ife£  »h4;  the 
inilti  tiers  • harvest  / AV- 
noiis.  modes  pf  enjoying 
the  delights  of  Ascot  are 
in  vOgtt&  $iiin(r  persons 
take  one  of  llie  numer- 
ous yilla  rest  denees  with 
‘Which  the  Ueigh  borhood 
abounds,  upd  many  of 
which,  in  defiance  of  the 
laws  of  political  todn- 
cm%$\  pay  their  years* 
rent  by  letting  for  Ihfe 
one  week  Others  driv^ 
down  dariy  Frxwt  London 
on  n friemVs  * v toa#*/1 
Then  there  fa  ito  large 
clans  who  toil  down  by 
tmip,  the  women  in  dust 
to&ix  and  vei  ls,  and  the 
men  in  light  paletots* 

A greater  show  **f  good 
looks  and  good  <dot bus 
combined  is  hat^lyy/^ 
to  fomul  at  any/  Jiihtte 
hutler life*  .feast  m " thfe 
world.  For  ini#*, 
men  goto  utaittiy 

h>  stiiovy  their 
which  l>av*e  to^b  the 
subject  Of  much  anxious 
thought/  And  are  an  in- 
te  rcet  mg  index  of  the 

A ny  rimy  or  striking  de- 
velopuion t in  thi s line 
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through  the  narrow  gate  that  leads  to  the 
various  enclosures  assigned  to  them — a 
proceeding  greeted  by  much  criticism  and 
cheering  on  the  part  of  the  crowd.  For 
a crowd  there  is,  though  to  a modified 
extent  compared  with  the  more  popular 
meetings,  made  up  of  the  usual  harpists, 
negroes,  photographers,  conjurers,  for- 
tune-tellers, bird-sellers,  dog-stealers,  and 
card -sharpers.  Some  of  these  are  well- 
known  characters,  and  may  be  seen  ex- 
changing civilities  with  the  “swells”  in 
the  enclosure.  The  meeting  begins  on  a 
Tuesday  and  is  over  on  a Friday.  Thurs- 
day is  the  great  day,  when  the  race  is  run 
for  the  gold  cup. 

Ascot  is  really  as  much  a full-dress  pic- 
nic as  a race  meeting.  A garden  party 
may  be  described  as  a full-dress  out-door 
five-o’clock  tea.  Garden  parties  are  rare, 
firstly  because  there  are  few  gardens,  sec- 
ondly from  the  hazards  of  the  weather, 
and  thirdly  from  the  difficulty  of  getting 
men  to  go.  Perhaps  no  other  form  of  en- 
tertainment is  so  persistently  abused.  Yet 
it  might  have  been  supposed  that  when 
freed  from  bad  air  and  late  hours,  the  nat- 
ural gregariousness  of  mankind  would 
here  have  asserted  itself.  Probably  the 
fair  sex  would  approve  of  garden  parties  if 
a sufficient  number  of  men  could  be  found 
to  agree  with  them.  But  no  Englishman 
is  really  at  his  ease  in  an  out-door  enter- 
tainment in  the  daytime  that  is  uncon- 
nected with  any  sport.  At  a garden  party 
the  least  shy  man  has  a sense  of  being 
placed  en  Evidence  in  his  best  clothes  in 
the  light  of  the  sun.  Hence  much  disap- 
pointment to  debutantes,  who  find  that  a 
fascinating  partner  of  the  previous  night 
behaves  as  if  suffering  from  a severe  “do- 
mestic affliction.”  The  only  persons  who 
really  enjoy  these  fetes  are  “frisky  ma- 
trons” and  engaged  couples,  who  manage 
to  get  away  into  some  of  the  more  se- 
cluded alleys  of  the  garden — that  is, 
when  there  are  any  secluded  alleys  to 
get  away  to. 

These  quasi -rural  attractions  are  not, 
however,  patronized  in  a general  way. 
The  guests  usually  congregate  in  a dense 
throng  round  some  centre  of  attraction, 
possibly  a small  tent  where  some  of  the 
royal  family  are  understood  to  be  eating 
strawberries  and  cream.  A few  wander 
listlessly  on  the  outskirts  of  the  mass, 
either  listening  to  the  drama  of  Punch , 
which  being  essentially  a street-corner  en- 
tertainment is  always  introduced  at  these 


gatherings,  or  attempting  to  secure  straw- 
berries and  cream  for  themselves  and  their 
ladies.  In  spite  of  the  melancholy  that 
prevails  at  a garden  party,  it  is  a pretty 
sight  on  a fine  afternoon,  and  a foreigner 
attending  one  at  Holland  House,  for  in- 
stance, would  probably  rank  it  as  the 
pleasantest  entertainment  that  the  season 
affords.  The  bright  dresses  moving  in 
the  picturesque  garden,  the  old  house  in 
the  background,  and  the  old  associations 
behind  it,  produce  a brighter  and  more 
lasting  impression  on  the  mind  than  the 
hurry  and  glitter  of  most  of  our  “fash- 
ionable arrangements.” 

The  “Nilometer”  of  the  season  is  the 
Park,  and  by  the  state  of  the  Park  an  ex- 
perienced person  would  at  once  know  the 
period  of  the  year.  “The  Park”  is  a 
piece  of  ground  about  three  hundred 
yards  long  and  fifty  wide,  between  Hyde 
Park  Corner  and  Albert  Gate.  This  space 
contains  part  of  a carriage  drive,  part  of 
the  celebrated  riding  path  called  Rotten 
Row,  three  walking  paths,  and  some  flow- 
er beds.  The  uses  to  which  it  is  put  dur- 
ing the  season  are  various,  viz.,  riding, 
driving,  walking,  and  sitting. 

And  first  of  riding.  As  we  have  only 
to  do  with  the  season,  we  will  say  nothing 
of  the  riding  before  twelve  o’clock,  which 
goes  on  all  the  year  round  in  fine  weather. 
But  in  “the  season”  between  that  hour 
and  two  o’clock  a class  of  riders  appear 
who  do  not  show  in  any  number  except 
during  that  period,  viz. , members  of  Parlia- 
ment, “ leisured”  fathers  with  their  daugh- 
ters, and  a sprinkling  of  “ young  men.” 

The  horses  of  this  epoch  are  very  supe- 
rior to  those  of  the  preceding.  Papa  may 
be  there  seen  riding  his  hunter  which  he 
does  not  summer  in  the  country.  But  the 
great  time  for  the  Park  is  in  the  evening, 
whefi  every  one  rides  who  can  scrape  to- 
gether four  legs  and  a saddle.  People 
then  wear  their  smartest  clothes  and  ride 
their  smartest  hacks — bits  of  horseflesh  for 
which  £500  or  £600  may  have  been  given. 
Young  ladies,  who  have  been  resting  dur- 
ing the  day,  appear,  and  are  joined,  if  the 
authorities  permit,  by  their  cavaliers.  The 
throng  is  so  large  that  most  of  the  riders 
walk — a process  that  is  also  more  conven- 
ient for  sal  uting  and  general  conversation. 

The  walking  and  sitting  in  the  Park  is 
confined  to  the  first  three  hundred  yards 
on  each  side  of  the  riding  path.  There  is 
none  to  speak  of  before  one  o'clock,  wheu 
in  the  middle  of  the  season  one  of  these 
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often  walk  there.  Behind  the  statue  of 
Achilles  is  a triangular  patch  of  grass  sur- 
rounded with  trees,  whither  migrate,  on  a 
Sunday  afternoon,  a large  proportion  of 
the  chairs  from  the  “Row.’*  Here,  from 
three  to  five  o’clock,  numbers  of  persons 
may  be  seen  seated.  They  can  see  no- 
thing, they  can  do  nothing,  a large  por- 
tion of  them  are  in  the  sun,  but  regularly 
as  Sunday  comes  round  the  same  inex- 
plicable spectacle  is  on  view. 

The  fashion  of  making  a picnic  of  the 
cricket  matches  at  Lord’s  began  some  twen- 
ty years  ago  with  the  parents  and  relations 
of  the  boys  at  Eton  and  Harrow  going  up 
to  see  the  match  between  those  schools. 

It  now  extends  to  the  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge match,  and,  to  a smaller  extent,  to 
some  of  the  more  interesting  of  the  other 
displays  of  cricket.  At  the  Eton  and  Har- 
row match,  wherever  the  space  round  the 
ground  is  unoccupied  by  stands,  there  are 
rows  of  carriages  three  or  four  deep.  They 
are  sent  up  the  day  before  to  places  that 
have  been  allotted  them,  and  the  horses 
taken  out.  From  four-fifths  of  these  car- 
riages nothing  of  the  game  is  visible;  nor 
is  there  any  reason  why  there  should  be, 
for  only  about  a fifth  of  the  spectators  care 
for  the  cricket.  Most  of  the  vehicles  serve 
as  depots  for  large  cold  luncheons,  which 
are  administered  to  the  friends  of  the  own- 
er by  unfortunate  servants,  who  carve 
chickens  and  uncork  champagne  bottles  on 
all  fours  between  the  wheels.  Where  pos- 
sible, the  meal  is  made  still  more  elaborate 
by  being  served  on  a temporary  table ; and 
in  all  the  vacant  corners  members  of  the 
aristocracy  and  the  Stock  Exchange  may 
be  seen  eating  and  drinking  in  public. 
Unsatisfied  friends  keep  dropping  in,  and 
the  popping  of  corks  goes  on  till  late  in 
the  day,  when  the  flushed  revellers  begin 
on  tea  and  fruit.  On  the  whole,  the  ex- 
hibition is  not  a satisfactory  one,  having 
a tendency  to  grossness,  and  preventing 
persons  from  seeing  the  cricket  who  wish 
to  do  so.  It  will  probably  not  live. 

The  suburban  clubs  constituted  for  the 
purpose  of  social  entertainments  are  an- 
other feature  of  recent  times.  Such  are 
Hurlingham,  Ranelagh,  the  Orleans,  etc. 
They  are  conducted  upon  the  ordinary 
club  plan,  but  have  grounds  as  well  as  a 
house,  where  polo,  pigeon-shooting,  lawn 
tennis,  and  other  out  door  amusements  are 
carried  on.  Members  can  admit  friends 
of  either  sex,  and  on  summer  afternoons 
constantlv  take  down  parties  to  see  the 


polo  or  play  lawn  tennis,  and  to  dine 
afterward.  There  is  a new  development 
of  the  same  sort  in  London,  where  what 
may  be  called  caf6  and  casino  clubs  have 
been  established.  At  the  former,  such  as 
the  Bachelors’  Club,  ladies  are  invited  to 
dine  or  sup  by  the  members  before  or  after 
the  theatre.  At  the  New  Club,  which  is 
at  present  the  only  specimen  of  the  latter 
class,  a band  plays  every  night  at  eleven, 
when  persons  who  have  been  to  the  play, 
or  have  nothing  particular  to  do,  drop  in 
and  drink  coffee  and  smoke.  There  are 
weekly  balls  in  the  season.  Young  ladies 
go  to  the  balls,  but  the  visitors  on  ordi- 
nary nights  are  mostly  fashionable  “ frisk- 
ies.”  The  New  Club  is  the  latest  devel- 
opment of  London  society,  and  with  it 
we  will  conclude  our  description  of  the 
things  contemplated  or  done  during  the 
“season.”  It  may  be  asked  whether 
there  is  any  definite  aim  besides  amuse- 
ment for  all  these  various  forms  of  dis- 
traction, so  many  of  which  are  not  amus- 
ing. The  answer  to  this  question  is  that 
matrimony  is  undoubtedly  among  the 
chief  causes  of  the  “season.”  We  shall 
see  this  more  clearly  if  we  look  at  the 
“ball,”  which,  as  has  been  said,  is  the 
most  important  and  typical  of  the  enter- 
tainments which  the  “season”  affords. 
The  system  of  pairing  off  two  and  two  for 
dances  for  a time  defined  in  duration  by  a 
band  gives  young  pex'sons  the  opportunity 
of  trying  their  powers  of  attraction  on  each 
other — an  opportunity  they  can  improve 
by  stretching  one  dance  into  two  or  three. 
And  this  object  is  not  defeated  through 
dancing  being  rendered  impossible  by  the 
crush,  as  the  young  couple  are  in  that  case 
deemed  to  be  dancing,  and  are  together,  for 
the  time  the  music  lasts,  in  what  is  prac- 
tically a t$te-a  t£te.  It  is  in  reality  this 
consideration  which  prevents  the  ordi- 
nary ball  being  swept  off  the  face  of  the 
earth  as  a mere  nuisance.  Of  course  mat- 
rimony is  not  the  only  end  of  the  season, 
though,  being  the  most  practical,  it  is  kept 
the  most  in  view  by  a practical  people  like 
the  English.  Flirtation,  amusement,  ex- 
citement, mere  gregariousness,  are  among 
the  other  principal  forces  that  keep  this 
complicated  machinery  going.  And  there 
is  no  doubt  that  of  late  the  prominence  of 
matrimony  amongst  these  forces  has  be- 
come less  remarkable.  The  old-fashioned 
“girl  dance”  is  become  rarer.  The  diffi- 
culty of  tempting  young  men  to  attend 
such  without  Vitellian  suppers  is  becom- 
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ing  greater.  The  theatres,  plus  suppers 
at  the  Bachelors’  Club,  the  Park,  Hur- 
lingham,  the  New  Club,  give  opportuni- 
ties of  social  intercourse  between  the  sexes 
which  are  daily  becoming  more  popular. 

Many  young  men  nowadays  cannot 
marry.  The  mildest  require  a little  flirta- 
tion now  and  then.  The  competition  for 
husbands  being  so  great,  it  is  dangerous  to 
flirt  with  a girl ; hence  the  young  men  turn 
to  the  “frisky  matrons,” and  this  natural 
impulse  is  assisted  by  the  fact  that  such  a 
course  is  considered  almost  a sine  qua  non 
of  any  pretension  to  smartness.  The  new 
forms  of  entertainment  just  mentioned  are 
essentially  4 4 f riskies’  ” entertainments,  and 
hence  their  advance  in  the  popular  estima- 
tion. Of  course  where  the  smart  young 
men  go,  there  the  girls  and  their  sweet- 
hearts will  wish  to  follow,  though  with 
their  lips  they  may  abuse  the  wickednesses 
of  Hurlingham  and  the  New  Club.  The 
more  enterprising  maidens,  therefore,  are, 
as  might  be  expected,  beginning  to  vote 
balls  and  drums  a bore,  and  to  weary  their 
parents  with  beseechings  to  be  allowed  to 
go  to  supper  at  the  Bachelors’,  or  to  the 
New  Club  to  hear  the  band. 

What  may  be  the  future  of  the  season 


under  these  tendencies  it  is  difficult  at  pre- 
sent to  say.  Indeed,  nothing  is  more  dif- 
ficult to  predict  than  the  movements  of 
any  form  of  pleasure.  It  is  rumored  that 
the  “coming  democracy”  intend,  among 
other  despotisms,  to  force  a season  in  No- 
vember. This  to  a person  of  the  old  school 
seems  a death-blow  to  all  season  whatever. 
But  human  nature  must  have  its  amuse- 
ments, and  even  if  enlightened  thinkers 
abolish  those  now  existing,  the  young 
people  will  continue  to  flirt  and  the  old  fo- 
gies to  gossip  at  scientific  soirees,  debating 
clubs,  and  women’s  parliaments.  Mean- 
while the  4 4 season”  is  not  without  its  ad- 
vantages to  human  beings  as  they  are. 
Balls  and  drums  inculcate  to  some  extent 
chivalry  and  self-denial.  It  is  good  for 
the  young  cub  to  leave  cigars  and  low  so- 
ciety, and  to  have  to  behave  himself  as  a 
gentleman  among  ladies;  it  is  good  for 
the  luxurious  bachelor  to  have  to  ram  an- 
cient peeresses  through  a stifling  crowd 
with  a smile  upon  his  face;  it  is  good  for 
the  girls  themselves  to  find  that  they  ax'© 
not  all  that  home  partiality  pictured,  but 
that,  like  their  fellows,  they  must  give 
and  take  if  they  wish  to  shine  amoug  the 
ornaments  of  4 ‘the  London  season.” 


RETURN. 

BY  JULIET  C.  MAKSH. 

11HE  world  is  half  forgetful  of  the  snow, 

_ And  all  unheeding  of  the  Winter's  way 
With  wind  and  sleet  across  the  hills  of  gray. 
Lo!  he  has  gone,  and  April  does  not  know, 
Coming  her  path  with  glimmering  feet  and  free, 
To  what  dark  under-land  of  dreams  and  night 
His  steps  have  passed,  heedless  of  that  new  light 
Which  floods  the  earth  fx*om  happy  sea  to  sea. 
Singing  she  comes;  and  Hope  is  one  with  her — 
Hope  of  new  joy  in  tender  leaves  that  stir 
All  tender  thoughts.  And  Love  is  swift  to  bring 
To  these  fair  days  fair  promise  of  her  spring. 


Pan  is  not  dead.  Within  the  fir  wood’s  shade, 

By  heron-haunted  lakes,  when  days  are  fair, 

Blithe  rustic  notes,  far  filling  all  the  air, 

On  magic  woodland  pipes  again  are  played.* 

And  mingling  music  of  a thousand  lives 

Within  her  lengthening  train,  fair  April  brings 
Up  the  South  wind  the  birds  on  swiftening  wings, 
As  thick  as  summer  bees  from  murmurous  hives--- 
The  clear  triumphant  song  of  mounting  lark, 

Soft  twittering  of  the  swallow  in  the  dark 
Before  the  dawn  creeps  over  sea  and  plain, 

And  the  low  note  of  thrush  through  quiet  rain. 


VOL. 

Digitized  by 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


SAP  BEWITCHED. 

KV  WUJL.UU  IJAMlX-rflN  GIBSON 


;B*(v.ut spausty  wiiigN lit  nainbuw  butts;  a pAbvof  At^iVs  Bves,  eaeli  of  .itself  at 
myriad  itf:  v tsioo . a jtH ty  armor  closely  plaited  about  a . dainty  waist  ; ami  sx 

pierejuj?'  poniard  wind.)  iv  u ( mice  a.  tu.-uaer,  a niyui.*;  Vv<*ud.  and  vo-apou. 

Such  H the  pmSitiis  %ur.'«  of  a sprightly  shape  which  eeybiiwly  must  have-  hummed 
aVuM  the  cut’s  of  Pandora  ami  KpitvieMto.u.s.  tic-  one  \ •■.  M ai'S-  .ok!  nibble  tvwatt>!i>a.rt 
• it  i.!i>.‘  traditional  type  of  obi'immi,  a harb'uum  vested  with  magic  powers  of  touch 
setiil  .s-pelf  which  vypji  ^jftyeert  >lab  might  bAy<>  coveted. 

it"  it  is.  v.i/;  insect  cff.  who  siHum.'.its  at.  will  a.,  apple  (Vo in  a leaf.  a.  cherry 
the  hehm  i bt'htK'h,  u pine  eptp-  from  a v ilkAy bud, a,  iSts’ehtflit  ea'jtrO]}  from  h 

Ah  the. ffie  puh&tipg  sap  &.  befvjtehed,  aiid  the 
Ubt«t  itbetiiittiSf  tiiv  U «ir  beipless  t<pf  of  bis  tosniisli  w-bbp.  “ Hring  forth  kt  i>bi»eh 
ftfafeurraiitA.  ’ *he,  ifroopuiE’  mihm  «jf  Mt»>  okt  is  i« 

-cnrbt.  i .•ml . "TitotV  r-'oabip.  he  a,  wili.ov  la,.;!  lie  cries  to  the  • •««»•.  ‘1  bid  thru 

tjuff-h  tiiiidjAi«st>iu  ws  the:r(]!^t{,'?'  ^jjaeii boughs.  "I 
have. « fiTattilircwl  rpdnpd..*  for,  my : b'eM.iit i ti:*> t'StPy  v ; n ct,  fort-b itl»  its  leaf 

is  •ytmU.k-d  v-rih  tin  r a cb  *. sips.  Af)  the.-  in?  go.-  b,s  nnnnis,  leaving  the  evi- 
dcoceshf  hiv  ytrartkAhn  embodiment  df  .h  itnseif.  But  the  litre 
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of  our  chapter  is  no  myth.  Entomologic- 
al fervor  has  captured  him;  prosaic  fin- 
gers have  dissected  his  tiny  anatomy,  and 
cold  science  has  impaled  him,  duly  cata- 
logued and  labelled ; aud  Cynips  is  his 
name — at  least  his  family  name;  the  less 
said  of  his  further  christening,  the  better 
for  our  pages. 

Who  Ijas  not  seen  the  evidences  of  his 
fantastic  touch,  the  prickly  branch  of  the 
bramble,  the  rosy  apple  among  the  oak 
leaves,  or,  later,  a satiny,  light  brown, 
airy  ball  drifting  on  the  winter  snow  ? 

This  supplementary  predisposition  of 
the  oak  toward  the  formation  of  these  as 
well  as  a host  of  other  similar  excrescences 
was  recognized  among  the  earliest  scien- 
tists. It  is  interesting  to  note  among  the 
amusing  pages  of  Pliny,  in  the  quaint 
English  of  his  translator,  in  a chapter 
entitled  “ Of  the  gall-nuts  and  how  many 
other  things  Maft-trees  doe  beare  befides 
Maft,”  the  following  observations:  “What 
trees  foever  beare  maft  carry  alfo  certaine 
nuts  called  galls,  aud  lightly  they  are  full 
of  maft  but  each  other  yeare.  The  best 
galls  be  those  of  Comagena;  the  worft  is 
that  of  the  oke  called  Robur,  which  are 
knowne  by  the  holes  they  have  that  may 
be  seen  through. . . .Moreover,  there  grow 
upon  the  tree  certaine  little  bals  not  unlike 
to  nuts,  having  foft  flox  within,  good  to 
make  candle-wieck  or  matches  for  lamps, 

for  burn  they  wil  without  any  oile It 

beareth  also  other  little  pils  or  bals,  good 
for  nothing,  covered  with  haire. . . .On 
the  backfide  also  of  the  leaf,  where  it  if 
reddifli,  yee  ftial  find  sticking  certaine 
waterish  pearls,  white  and  tranfparent  or 
cleare  within,  so  long  as  they  be  soft  and 
tender,  wherein  there  breed  little  flies  or 
gnats,  liowbeit  in  the  end  they  ripen  and 
wax  harder  in  the  manner  of  galls.” 

After  centuries  of  conflicting  opinion, 
the  theory  of  insect  origin  gradually  as- 
serted its  claims,  as  offering,  though  still 
a purely  conjectural,  at  least  a logical  and 
reasonable,  explanation  of  the  phenome- 
non. 

The  precise  method  of  production  was 
yet  a mystery.  Not  until  the  time  of 
Swammerdam,  I believe,  was  the  puzzle 
fully  solved,  this  naturalist  being  the  first 
accredited  eye-witness  to  the  magic  touch 
of  the  tiny  fly  upon  the  leaf,  although  un- 
happily he  was  not  enabled  to  draw  from 
the  event  the  ultimate  visible  proof  which 
would  have  been  so  valuable  to  him. 

The  interesting  episode  which  he  first 


observed  has  since  been  witnessed  by 
many,  though  I am  not  aware  with  any 
more  adequate  result  in  the  way  of  direct 
proof.  The  scientific  classification  of  the 
Cynips  is  primarily  based  upon  the  out- 
ward aspect  of  its  gall,  verified  by  the  in- 
sect which  is  identified  with  its  interior. 
Many  naturalists  have  no  doubt  seen  the 
gall-fly  at  work.  Once,  as  a boy,  loun- 
ging, though  with  open  eyes,  beneath  an 
oak-tree  on  a favorite  knoll,  I was  permit- 
ted to  observe  the  act  very  minutely.  My 
fancy  had  been  aroused  for  some  little  time 
by  the  antics  of  a brilliant  gold-eyed  fly 
running  hither  and  thither  upon  the  low 
sapling  leaves  of  an  oak  stump  at  my 
side,  a post  oak  as  I now  recall,  when  sud- 
denly a diminutive  black  insect  hovered 
near,  and  lit  upon  the  leaf,  seemingly  in- 
tent on  driving  away  the  original  pos- 
sessor. I looked  with  boyish  interest, 
hopefully  anticipating  a battle  to  the 
death  between  the  rival  claimants ; but 
the  golden  midge,  perhaps  seeing  his  ad- 
versary so  well  armed,  took  wing  and 
abandoned  the  field.  The  new-comer 
was  a minute  creature,  with  a black  shiny 
body,  slender  scarlet  legs  and  antennae, 
and  glassy  wings.  The  insect  had  evi- 
dently arrived  on  business,  every  move- 
ment instinct  with  purpose,  and  being  in 
a receptive  mood,  I observed  her  closely. 
The  nature  of  her  calling  had  not  dawned 
upon  me,  until  I presently  discovered  by  a 
peculiar  attitude  of  the  insect  the  presence 
of  what  appeared  to  be  a sting  protruding 
from  the  under  side  of  its  abdomen.  It 
now  became  obvious  that  this  piercer  was 
being  thrust  into  the  leaf  by  a curious 
wriggling  motion  of  the  body,  thus  sug- 
gesting that  the  insect  was  in  truth  a 
gall-fly. 

The  resultant  fruit  of  this  wound  I did 
not  investigate,  but  the  probabilities  could 
doubtless  have  been  verified  by  actual 
fantastic  proof,  had  the  matter  been  fol- 
lowed up.  I observed  that  the  liair-like 
ovipositor  penetrated  the  pulp  of  the  leaf 
close  to  the  mid-vein,  presumably  deposit- 
ing within  a tiny  egg,  and  ejecting  there- 
with a magic  fluid,  which  was  thenceforth 
to  work  its  marvels  upon  the  leaf,  demor- 
alizing its  adjacent  sap  and  fibre — a venom 
poison  analogous  to  that  of  the  bee,  but 
with  latent  potentialities  of  mischief  with 
which  the  bee,  happily  for  its  victims,  is 
not  possessed. 

The  wounded  portion  of  the  leaf  now 
begins  to  swell,  to  change  from  its  nor- 
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mal  color;  even  its  very  texture  under- 
goes a transformation,  and  its  surface 
begins  to  bristle  with  spines,  becomes  en- 
cased with  ivory,  coral,  or  wood,  or  per- 
haps clothed  with  down  or  'wool,  in  obe- 
dience to  the  pet  whim  of  its  fairy  parent. 
The  embedded  egg,  it  has  been  conclusive- 
ly proven,  becomes  encysted,  and  grows 
apace  for  several  days,  presumably  by  ab- 
sorption of  the  surrounding  sap,  until  it  at 
length  hatches  into  a small  whitish  grub. 

The  precise  nature  of  this  strange  cel- 
lular metamorphosis  is  still  unsolved. 
Many  of  the  older  authorities  have  held 
that  the  corroding  fluid  of  the  insect 
checks  the  flow  of  sap,  and  causes  a fer- 
mentation, which  burns  the  contiguous 
tissues  and  changes  their  normal  color; 
that  the  sap  thus  turned  from  its  proper 
function  extravasates  around  the  egg,  and 
becomes  solidified  around  the  same  by 
contact  with  the  air.  Others  have  main- 
tained that  tlie  abnormal  swelling  was  the 
result  of  the  continual  irritation  caused 
by  the  insect  gnawing  within ; but  this  has 
been  easily  refuted  by  the  fact  that  the 
gall  is  often  half  grown  even  while  the 
life  within  is  in  its  egg  estate.  And  it 
would  also  seem,  from  my  own  observa- 
tion, based  on  the  common  absence  of  all 
excretory  indications,  that  the  larva  at  no 
time  is  addicted  to  gnawing  or  otherwise 
feeding  than  by  a strange  process  of  ab- 
sorption. 

Rennie  attributed  the  swellings  to  the 
simple  force  of  expansion  of  the  sap  con- 
fined to  the  base  of  the  puncture,  the  ori- 
fice being  sealed  by  the  fly  with  gluten. 
All  these  suppositions  have  now  given 
way  to  the  generally  accepted  belief  that 
the  gall  is  but  a natural  result  of  chemical 
irritation,  a vegetable  excrescence  analo- 
gous to  an  inflamed  tumor  in  the  animal 
body,  caused  by  a swelling  of  the  cellular 
tissue  and  an  organic  change  in  its  char- 
acter. 

Here  upon  a single  white-oak  leaf,  side 
by  side,  appear  three  totally  distinct  forms, 
each  the  hibernaculum  of  an  equally  dis- 
tinct species  of  insect,  the  latter  hardly 
separable  in  identity  by  the  unaided  eye. 
These  tiny  scarlet  spicules  upon  the  maple 
leaf  are  known  to  no  other  tree,  and  their 
outward  form  is  as  correct  an  index  to  sci- 
ence as  the  winged  insect  within,  showing 
that  its  arts  are  confined  to  the  maple- 
tree  alone,  or  else  that  other  leaves  are 
unresponsive  to  its  touch.  The  same 
form  of  gall  inevitably  follows  the  touch 


of  its  specific  fly,  each  species  being  known 
at  a glance  from  its  eccentric  fruit. 

It  is  notable  that  these  diminutive  in- 
sects are  excellent  botanists,  moreover, 
each  fly  thus  not  only  singling  out  its 
favorite  plant  or  tree,  but  always  confin- 
ing its  attacks  to  the  same  particular  part 
thereof,  thus,  the  currant  gall-fly  always 
seeks  the  flowering  catkins  of  the  oak, 
while  another  chooses  the  acorn,  suggest- 
ing a new  meaning  of  the  familiar  line 
from  Midsummer-Night's  Dream , 

“elves  for  fear 

Creep  into  acorn  cups  and  hide  them  there.” 

This  one  selects  the  stem  of  the  bramble, 
or  another  the  thorny  rose  branch.  Here 
is  a large  conical  growth  upon  the  tip  of 
a willow  branch— seemingly  swollen  with 
sudden  ambition  to  become  a pine  cone, 
the  result  of  an  insinuated  potency  im- 
planted within  the  heart  of  a minute 
spring  leaf  bud — this  time  by  an  insect 
of  another  class,  a minute  gnat. 

Again  the  bud  of  an  oak  invites  its 
charmer, and  is  transformed  to  a mimic  ar- 
tichoke enveloping  the  conjured  progeny. 

I had  almost  said  that  every  kind  of 
plant  is  possessed  of  its  special  protege,  the 
golden-rod,  jewel-weed,  gill,  aster,  hard- 
hack,  ginseng,  readily  suggest  themselves, 
while  no  tree  that  I happen  to  recall  is 
exempt.  The  willow  has  a number  of 
such  fosterlings,  likewise  the  beech,  ash, 
birch,  linden,  and  elm.  The  hickory  is 
in  great  demand,  while  the  sturdy  oak, 
with  somewhat  of  poetic  justice,  is  singled 
out  among  the  forest  to  sustain  the  hea- 
viest impost  upon  its  vitality,  no  less  than 
sixty  species  of  gall  having  been  described, 
common  claimants  of  its  bounty.  Osten 
Sacken  twenty  veal's  ago  had  classified 
over  forty  species,  and  a score  or  more 
have  since  been  added  by  other  observers — 
new  specimens  also  being  continually  dis- 
covered. 

The  white -oak  maintains  a gall-fly 
constituency  of  thirty  or  more,  the  red, 
black,  and  willow  oaks  almost  an  equal 
number.  No  part  of  the  tree  is  exempt, 
for  while  the  leaves  are  especially  in  favor, 
there  are  about  fifteen  varieties  confined 
to  the  buds,  others  evolved  from  the  twigs, 
the  bark,  and,  as  I have  said,  from  the  cat- 
kin and  acorn,  nor  does  even  the  root  es- 
cape. Their  variations  are  well  worth  a 
little  study.  Here  in  close  company  on 
the  leaf  of  a rough  oak  are  two  individ- 
uals: one  a polished  yellow  ball,  with  a 
translucency  suggesting  a grape.  Its  in- 
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a semblance  of  a sea -weed,  with  a com  pan-  tendency  of  the  foster  stem  has  been  sad- 
km  sponge  growing  by  its  side,  while  upon  ly  augmented.  These, like  the  foregoing, 
another  near  by  a wriggling  company,  clad  are  the  strongholds  of  isolaud  individuals, 
in  crimson  livery,  seem  to  hold  high  car-  One  of  the  prettiest  products  of  these 
nival.  A curious  tableau  this,  alive  only  insect  magicians  is  the  famous  bedeguar, 
in  the  outward  seeming,  as  a grotesque  a mossy  spongiole  common  to  the  branch- 
compensation,  perhaps,  for  an  animating  es  of  the  brier-rose,  in  consistency  resem- 
spirit  which  you  will  vainly  seek  within,  bling  the  central  con  Units  of  the  oak- 
as  this  gall  is  apparently  empty.  apple,  only  it  is  brilliantly  and  various- 

If  you  care  to  search,  or  even  glance,  ly  colored  with  green,  pink,  and  crimson, 
among  the  creeping  cinque- foils,  you  can  It  is  the  American  prototype  of  the  sim- 
hardly  avoid  noticing  the  * ‘ beads' ' al-  ilar  gall  of  Europe,  there  known  also  as 
ready  mentioned,  making  those  fruitless  ‘‘Robin  Goodftdlaw  s pincusbiou/*  and 
wiry  stems  to  rival  their  cousin  straw-  which  has  received  a generous  share  of 
berry  in  their  mimetic  fruits.  These  arc  attention  alike  from  the  scientist  and 
shown  in  our  border  design — bright  rosy  romancer.  The  particular  mode  by 
or  crimson  berries  to  all  appearance,  which  these  soft  mossy  fringes  are.  shot 
growing  iu  mid  stem,  with  the  thwarted  out  from  the  stem  1ms  been  accounted  for 
tips  of  the  latter  appearing  at  its  summit,  by  various  learned  conjectures,  but  that 
and  winding  otf  aimlessly— an  adventur-  tiny  sponge  continues  to  wipe  them  all 
ous  truant  shoot  caught  on  the  run,  and  out,  and  even  yet  defies  and  confounds 
taught  to  sing  another  tune.  the  wise  heads.  Why  the  spell  of  this 

This  gall  has  but  one  occupant,  a true  particular  fairy  wand  should  invariably 
Cynips,  and  which,  like  any  of  its  fel-  thus  clothe  the  branch,  investing  this  fos- 
lotvii  may  be  easily  observed  by  gather-  ter  brood  in  a bed  of  moss,  while  in  an- 
ing  the  galls  in  autumn,  and  keeping  them  other  instance  encasing  a similar  charge 
in  a box  until  spring,  within  a cradle  of  wood  armed  with 

Among  the  brandies  of  certain  wild  spines,  is  one  of  those  mysteries  which 
roses  there  may  frequently  be  seen  anoth-  neither  alembic  nor  microscope  nor  phi- 
er  interesting  specimen,  suggesting  an  ex  losophy  has  solved.  The  stems  of  our 
aggenited  form  of  the  “ caltrop5'  of  ancient  raspberries  and  blackberries  bear  aualo- 
warfare,  spiny  balls,  iu  which  the  thorny  gous  excrescences,  doubtless  familiar  to 
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many  of  my  m\t!ors  Avh«>  hav>  strolled  Icnvin'^  Muy-  in  ;)»<■  .v£mhhu>c?'.*rf  Us  udi>£- 
afieiUL  Or ie  of  these  is  a Imps’ call £nd>  xtd / :/5t:« « iwV-: '* fi'ot'i'i  **  sioifll 
*‘aiM  VcUi.s;m*\\  if  I mar  so  s|i^k;  moiiopo-  mpnd  boh;  v?  hU'h  U yn.v.v>.  Un-ou^iy  cell 
iiring  the  entire  structure  of  thi>  atom,  hthJ  outer  wi-di,  and  prorerds  W*  rst-rcm* 
mul  packed  "will i i Vh  liem  aud jraLloi*i(js  of  Us  pepulhtr  UH  already  de- 

sm  Uj£  •cel  I is,  oudi  vit'li  its  well -led  tenant  sc r iked. 

I>ail.y  the  imitating  sap,  which  is  thus  Besides-  Ho • ! -Hi  >■<  .or  Cynipnke 
y.tit  Opel  ted  .to  .p&y  itx  j^pU  -botfi  ;w&¥$  to  tins  u’ifey  kinds  iif ' equal y 

liutigVy  ltost  hitv^mctteto^.to  toll  about  iydcfttoraimiig  to  twig*  and  leave*.  Tha 
below,  emio-piil  of  out  cordate-  widow  figured  in 

Tim  oakuppte  is  .&  bangtw-ou  of  the  red  oily-  usiratiou , teoiitopf  these  hat-, 

oak,  appearing  |ft  the  early  summer.  and  leqntii/  prod’icuoti%  tlfSft  -work  6t  ?;  tiny 
usually  adiunuvu^  to  yeitf  on  tbre  up-  gpafc.-  I iHtt  ii&i  f&tratv  that  this  tenement 
|w *^u r t 1 Thor  ato  notv  of  :;eyc$  IiayboV&  « par&kUtk  hut  ftp  mom  limn 
a pale  -.green  or  :.$  SfliifUtly  rosy  color,  and  ^casidw  I have nbaer  ml  a ehkdnutee 

if  Import  agiftaW  •'lii'^;:/oiund.:ii>  of  cnaetjug  & -H\ mi  1 at ':#&  >yjth  skil- 

a thin  outer  shelf  ouy</lopui*r  a irmuHsh  • fuf  bid  he  pro!#.- A \ he  smpymt  «>f  the  cm-  ■. 
spongy  mas*, In. 'the.  eeiur**-  ot  which 'is  a and  deftly  mnoyid  from  M*  deptli^  il> 
ftoil  trfio  jr>#Juv  t i i a.  sqnjynMng  . CtjldlfjMl  tidbit  Atv  • 

sifter  ter  ^ pidpy  pseuihy  otuyr  tolhtyd . $if  • ihfcfci-V  plays  -its 

i>tot  t’j pens  w Uh  foe  lent  ami  fails  there  pranks  upon  tin-  n/riniiut]  luai  of  th^ 
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Sir  Chas.  Yes,  Dick,  but  he  mistook  you  for  an  uncommon  innkeeper — 
ha!  ha!  ha! 

Hard.  Well,  I’m  in  too  good  spirits  to  think  of  anything  but  joy.  Yes, 
my  dear  friend,  this  union  of  our  families  will  make  our  personal  friendships 
hereditary ; and  though  my  daughter’s  fortune  is  but  6inall — 

Sir  Chas.  Why,  Dick,  will  you  talk  of  fortune  to  me?  My  son  is  pos- 
sessed of  more  than  a competence  already,  and  can  want  nothing  but  a good 
and  virtuous  girl  to  share  his  happiness,  and  increase  it.  If  they  like  each 
other — as  you  say  they  do — 

Hard.  If,  man ! I tell  you  they  do  like  each  other.  My  daughter  as  good 
as  told  me  so. 

Sir  Chas.  But  girls  are  apt  to  flatter  themselves,  you  know. 

Hard.  I saw  him  grasp  her  hand  in  the  warmest  manner  myself ; and  here 
he  comes  to  put  you  out  of  your  if 8, 1 warrant  him. 

Enter  Marlow. 

Marl.  I come,  sir,  once  more,  to  ask  pardon  for  my  strange  conduct.  I 
can  scarce  reflect  on  my  insolence  without  confusion. 

Hard.  Tut,  boy,  a trifle.  You  take  it  too  gravely.  An  hour  or  two’s 
laughing  with  my  daughter  will  set  all  to  rights  again.  She’ll  never  like  you 
the  worse  for  it. 

Marl.  Sir,  I shall  be  always  proud  of  her  approbation. 

Hard.  Approbation  is  but  a cold  word,  Mr.  Marlow ; if  I am  not  deceived, 
you  have  something  more  than  approbation  thereabouts.  You  take  me  ? 

Marl.  Really,  sir,  I have  not  that  happiness. 

Hard.  Come,  boy,  I’m  an  old  fellow,  and  know  what’s  what  as  well  as  you 
that  are  younger.  I know  what  has  passed  between  you ; but  mum. 

Marl.  Sure,  6ir,  nothing  has  passed  between  us  but  the  most  profound  re- 
spect on  my  side,  and  the  most  distant  reserve  on  hers.  You  don’t  think,  6ir, 
that  my  impudence  has  been  passed  upon  all  the  rest  of  the  family  ? 

Hard.  Impudence ! No,  I don’t  say  that — not  quite  impudence— though 
girls  like  to  be  played  with,  and  rumpled  a little  too,  sometimes.  But  she  has 
told  no  tales,  I assure  you. 

Marl.  I never  gave  her  the  slightest  cause. 

Hard.  Well,  well,  I like  modesty  in  its  place  well  enough.  But  this  is 
overacting,  young  gentleman.  You  may  be  open.  Your  father  and  I will  like 
you  the  better  for  it. 

Marl.  May  I die,  sir,  if  I ever — 

Hard.  I tell  you  she  don’t  dislike  you ; and  as  I’m  sure  you  like  her — 

Marl.  Dear  sir — I protest,  sir — 

Hard.  I see  no  reason  why  you  should  not  be  joined  as  fast  as  the  parson 
can  tie  you. 

Marl.  But  hear  me,  sir — 

Hard.  Your  father  approves  the  match  ; I admire  it ; every  moment’s  de- 
lay will  be  doing  mischief ; so — 

Marl.  But  why  won’t  you  hear  me  ? By  all  that’s  just  and  true,  I never 
gave  Miss  Hardcastle  the  slightest  mark  of  my  attachment,  or  even  the  most 
distant  hint  to  suspect  me  ot  affection.  We  had  but  one  interview,  and  that 
was  formal,  modest,  and  uninteresting. 

Hard.  (Aside.)  This  fellow's  formal  modest  impudence  is  beyond  bearing. 

Sir  Ciias.  And  you  never  grasped  her  hand,  or  made  any  protestations? 

Marl.  As  Heaven  is  my  witness.  I came  down  in  obedience  to  your  com- 
mands. I sa\v  the  lady  without  emotion,  and  parted  without  reluctance.  I 
hope  you’ll  exact  no  further  proofs  of  mv  duty,  nor  prevent  me  from  leaving 
a house  in  which  I suffer  so  many  mortifications.  [Exit. 
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Sir  Chajs.  I'm  astonished  at  tltc  air  of  sincerity  with  which  he  parted. 

Haro.  And  I’m  astonished  at  the  deliberate  intrepidity  of  his  assurance. 

Sir  Chas.  I dare  pledge  tnv  life  and  honor  upon  Ids  truth. 

Haro.  Here  comes  my  daughter,  and  I would  stake  ruy  happiness  upon 
her  veracity. 

Enter  Miss  HAROCASfn.lt 

Hard,  Kate,  come  hither,  child.  Answer  us  sincerely  and  without  reserve ; 
has  Mr.  Marlow  made  you  any  professions  of  love  and  affection  i 

Miss  Hard.  The  question  is  very  abrupt,  sir!  But  since  you  require  unre- 
served sincerity.  I think  he  has. 

Haro.  \T<>  Sir  (.'A.trS-s.  1 You  see. 

Sir  (hi as.  And  {'ray,  madam,  have  yon  and  ruy  son  had  more  than  one 
interview  i 

Miss  Haro.  Yes.  sir.  several. 

IIaro.  (To  Sir  C'hnrUi.)  You  sec. 

Sir  ( ’has.  But  did  he  profess  any  attachment } 

MiSS  IIaiio.  A last i Dir  one. 

Sir  Did  he  talk  of  hivef 

Miss  Hard.  Much,  sir. 
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Sir  Ciias.  Amazing ! And  all  this  formally  ? 

Miss  Hard.  Formally. 

Hard.  Now,  my  friend,  I hope  you  are  satisfied. 

Sir  Chas.  And  how  did  he  behave,  madam  ? 

Miss  Hard.  As  most  professed  admirers  do.  Said  some  civil  things  of  my 
face ; talked  much  of  his  want  of  merit,  and  the  greatness  of  mine ; men- 
tioned his  heart,  gave  a short  tragedy  speech,  ana  ended  with  pretended 
rapture. 

Sir  Chas.  Now  Fin  perfectly  convinced,  indeed.  I know  his  conversation 
among  women  to  be  modest  and  submissive;  this  forward  canting  ranting 
manner  by  no  means  describes  him ; and,  I am  confident,  he  never  sat  for  the 
picture. 

Miss  Hard.  Then,  what,  sir,  if  I should  convince  you  to  your  face  of  my 
sincerity  ? If  you  and  my  papa,  in  about  half  an  hour,  will  place  yourselves 
behind  that  screen,  you  shall  hear  him  declare  his  passion  to  me  in  person. 

Sir  Chas.  Agreed.  And  if  I find  him  what  you  describe,  all  my  happi- 
ness in  him  must  have  an  end.  [ Exit . 

Miss  Hard.  And  if  you  don’t  find  him  what  I describe — I fear  my  happi- 
ness must  never  have  a beginning.  {Exeunt. 
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IDE!  on  through  the  rush  of  the  rain 
coming  down  in  sheets  from  the  un- 
broken gray  of  the  sky ; on  over  the  dreary 
desolation  of  the  prairie,  now  splashing 
through  wide  pools  of  water,  now  flounder- 
ing ankle-deep  through  the  thick, tenacious 
mud  of  the  wide  trail,  not  a living  crea- 
ture in  sight,  nothing  but  the  brown  grass 
of  the  plains  stretching  for  miles  to  the 
misty  horizon.  Ride!  down  the  slippery 
sides  of  the  “ coulees,”  through  the  foam- 
ing waters  of  the  streams  swirling  and 
rushing  along  in  yellow  torrents.  Up, 
good  horses,  up  the  steep  banks,  slipping 
and  stumbling  over  rain-loosened  stones; 
on  over  the  prairie  again.  Ride!  on  to- 
ward the  solitary  ranch  just  looming 
through  the  mist  away  beyond  there,  the 
water  streaming  from  our  oilskins,  drip- 
ping from  our  soft,  wide-brimmed  hats, 
and  running  down  the  flanks  of  our  tired 
horses.  Ride!  on  up  to  the  wide-open 
door  of  the  rough  mud-roofed  cabin,  its 
two  lonely  inhabitants — flannel-shirted, 
heavily  booted  government  teamsters — 
standing  expectantly  in  front.  Rustle, 
boys,  rustle ! fresh  horses  to  carry  us  on 
to  the  distant  river  and  to  the  boat  that  is 
to  take  us  back  again  to  home  and  friends, 
our  only  chance,  perhaps,  for  days,  if  not 
weeks,  for  the  season  is  late,  and  the  river 
falling  in  spite  of  the  heavy  rains.  The 


brimming  cup  of  sweet  warm  milk,  hand- 
ed to  us  with  ready  hospitality,  fresh  from 
the  cows  standing  in  the  fenced-off  space 
behind  the  ranch,  we  drink  thankfully, 
and  then  on  again  through  the  steadily 
increasing  downpour  of  the  rain.  Ride! 
through  the  rows  of  sage-brush,  glistening 
silvery  blue  in  the  wet,  onward  and  still 
onward,  to  the  bare  hills  miles  in  front  of 
us,  beyond  which  we  know  the  river  is 
swiftly  flowing.  Ride!  guided  by  the 
endless  line  of  poles  supporting  the  mili- 
tary telegraph  line  that  runs  from  the 
lonely  frontier  garrison  we  rode  out  from 
at  daybreak  this  morning.  Ride!  past 
the  long  train  of  wagons,  creeping  slowly 
toward  us,  drawn  by  their  patient  long- 
horned “bull  teams,”  and  freighted  with 
supplies  for  Uncle  Sam's  “boys  in  blue,” 
some  of  whom,  trudging  along  through 
the  mud,  or  peering  at  us  from  under  the 
canvas  covering  of  the  foremost  wagon, 
wave  their  hats  in  greeting  to  us.  A 
mounted  officer — rubber-coated, glistening 
wet — hails  us,  and  wheeling  liis  horse 
about,  gallops  alongside  of  us,  with  polite 
request  to  forward  a forgotten  message  to 
the  little  outpost  we  are  bound  for.  Thank- 
ing us,  and  with  hearty  “good-by,  good 
luck,”  he  canters  back  again,  riding  with 
the  free,  easy,  firm  seat  of  the  American 
cavalryman ; and  “slacking not  speed  nor 
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drawing  rein/’  we  turn  and  look  back  at 
the  already  distant  wagons  as  they  wind 
along  the  trail,  their  white  covers  almost 
melting  into  the  prevailing  moist  gray  of 
the  atmosphere,  and  relieving  only  against 
the  dark  expanse  of  prairie.  Ride!  up 
through  gently  rising  openings  in  the  hills 
now,  their  bare*  rugged  aides  rising  high 
above  us,  the  rills  of  water  rushing  down 
them  seaming  and  scarring  therm  and 
spreading  deep  sloughs  of  red,  sticky  mud 
in  our  way.  Ride!  hour  after  hour,  un- 
til with  a ilnal  spurt  we  cross  the  butte 
iu  front  of  us,  and  there — broad,  curving 
gracefully  through  the  deep  valley  be* 
low,  shining  like  purest  silver  in  a sud- 
den burst  of  light  that  breaks  through 
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the  cloud  masses  above — there  flows  the 
“ Wild  Missouri. v Hurrah  ! on  once  more  ! 
down  the  hill  side  and  out  over  the  short 
stretch  of  green  plain  to  the  brink  of  the 
stream,  and  wet,  dead  tired,  hungry,  and 
thirsty,  we  pull  up  our  smoking,  panting 
horses  at  the  log  cabin  of  the  soldier  tel- 
egraph operator,  beyond  which,  nestling 
in  the  shelter  of  cottonwood  and  willow 
trees,  gleam  the  white  walls  of  half  a doz- 
en tents,  marking  the  camp  of  the  little 
detachment  of  bluecoats,  a solitary  oul- 
pofct  of  the  garrison  forty  miles  back  of  us 
over  the  prairie. 

“No  boat,  yet,  but  expect  it  every  hour. 
Telegraphed  at  4 A.3L  from  above.  Prob- 
ably stuck  on  a sand-bar.  Water  pretty 
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low,  and  navigation  slow.  Come  and  is  made  fast  bv  stout  hawsers  to  convert* 
take  something!1' — which  hospitable  oiler  ient  trees.  Bidding  farewell  to  our  kind* 
of  the  young  subaltern  commanding  the  ly  young  host,  we  seek  “ the  seclusion  that 
camp,  wet  and  chilled  through  as  \vc  are,  our  cabin  grains/'  ami  soon  forget  the  fa- 
is  gratefully  accepted,  and  we  make  our*  tigue  and  discomforts  of  the  day  in  deep 
selves  as  comfortable  as  the  prevailing  and  refreshing  slumber, 
dampness  and  the  mosquitoes  will  permit.  Early  the  next  morning,  with  the  first 
With  the  gathering  shades  of  evening,  light  of  day,  our  journey  down  the  great 
and  as  the  storm  clouds  are  drifting  away,  river  begins.  Onward,  day  after  day,  we 
a distant  throbbing  sound  breaks  through  steam  through  the  wilderness,  travelling 
the  calm  air,  and  simultaneously  with  the  scenes  of  weird  desolation  and  savage 
long-drawn  cry  of  *f  Stea-ea-eambo~o~oat .!■  ’ beauty.  On  through  the  great  high  hills 
from  the  blue-coated  loungers  on  the  rising  abruptly  from  the  waters  edge;  on 
bunk,  the  long-expected  stern-wheeler,  its  through  the  41  Bad  Lands/'  with  the 
high  chimneys  rolling  out  volumes  of  strange,  fantastically  shaped ‘‘'buttes’’ and 
smoke  and  showers  of  bright  sparks. flash-  turreted  heights,  pile  upon  pile,  brightly 
lug  like  fireflies  in  the  gloaming,  glides  colored  in  bands  of  red,  purple,  black,  and 
slowly  into  view,  and  with  much  ringing  yellow,  rising  like  walls  of  ancient  and 
of  bells  from  the  pilot-house  and  much  ruined  fastnesses  of  some  by-gone  and 
vociferation  and  hard  cursing  from  a long-forgotten  race  of  giants.  Down  the 
very  energetic  and  hoarse-voiced  mate,  river,  now  rushing  rapidly  through  nar- 
comes  to  a stop  alongside  the  bank,  and  row  banks,  now  spreading,  broken  with 


A SOLMKFt‘3  WfcLCOMK. 


Go  gle 


852 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


shoals  and  sand-bars,  far  out  on  all  sides, 
a mile  or  more  in  width ; down  the  river, 
gradually  opening  up  the  bottom  lands, 
the  deep  ravines  and  “ coulees”  running 
back  into  the  hills;  sometimes  we  see 
deer  or  antelope  feeding  on  the  banks, 
or  rushing  madly  away  in  alarm  at  the 
approach  of  the  noisy,  smoking  mon- 
ster. At  night  we  “tie  up”  at  conven- 
ient places,  for  navigation  is  dangerous 
through  a country  where  there  are  no 
light-houses  or  warning  beacons,  and  on  a 
river  where  the  channel  is  so  constantly 
changing.  As  the  light  fades  away  in 
the  west  we  slacken  speed  and  run  un- 
der the  high  banks,  where  the  “roost- 
ers,” as  the  deck  hands  are  called,  scram- 
ble up  through  the  loose  sand,  dragging 
the  heavy  ropes  behind  them,  and  making 
them  fast  to  trees,  or  to  spars  buried  deep 
in  the  soft  earth.  Sometimes  we  stop 
at  a “wood-yard”  where  some  “squaw- 
man” — i.  e.,  white  man  with  Indian  wife — 
or  some  half-breed,  solitary  dwellers  in 
the  wilderness,  turn  an  honest  penny  now 
and  then  by  the  sale  of  wood  to  the  occa- 
sional passing  steamer.  Many  of  these 
“ wood-liawks”  are  honest  men,  no  doubt, 
but  many  of  them  are  desperate  charac- 
ters, leading  a lawless  life,  and  as  brutal 
in  their  instincts  and  as  dangerous  as  the 
wild  red  men,  their  neighbors,  and  often 
connected  with  them  by  ties  of  blood 
through  the  rather  loose  marriage  ties  of 
savage  life.  At  one  of  the  little  land- 
ing-places we  hear  rumors  of  a raid  by 
Vigilants  on  the  desperadoes  and  horse- 
thieves  who  have  established  their  haunts 
along  the  banks  of  the  river  and  its  trib- 
utaries, and  for  a long  time  have  endan- 
gered the  lives  and  property  of  the  hon- 
est settlers  and  travellers  through  the 
sparsely  settled  country  south  of  the  great 
stream.  A band  of  them  had  earned  their 
audacity  to  such  an  extent  as  to  attack 
the  escort  of  an  army  paymaster  en  route 
to  a military  post  to  pay  the  troops  sta- 
tioned there,  and  although  they  failed  in 
their  object,  at  least  one  of  the  soldiers 
guarding  the  treasure  had  met  with  his 
death  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty  while 
protecting  the  property  of  the  government. 

Smoke  has  been  seen  rising  over  the 
trees  down  the  river,  vague  rumors  of  a 
tight  below  seem  to  fill  the  air,  and  the 
feeling  of  excitement  communicates  itself 
to  our  little  group  of  passengers,  and  as 
the  boat  swings  out  again  into  the  swift 
yellow  current  and  continues  on  her  voy- 


age down-stream,  we  gather  along  her  low 
rails,  looking  out  curiously  and  anxious- 
ly ahead  at  the  high,  sandy,  tree-covered 
banks  on  either  side.  Rounding  a long 
point  of  land  running  out  into  the  river, 
a call  from  the  pilot-house  attracts  our 
attention  to  a blackened,  smoking  heap  of 
ashes  on  the  left  bank— all  that  is  left  of  a 
ranch  that  had  stood  there — and  a short 
distance  further  down  we  slow  up  a little 
at  the  still  burning  ruins  of  another  house. 
‘ 4 It’s  the  Jones  boys’  ranch,”  says  the  mate. 
44  By  Jiminy  the  cow-boys  is  makin'  a ter- 
rible clean  sweep  of  the  ken  try.”  That 
they  have  not  been  long  gone  is  evident. 
Two  half-charred  wagons  stand  in  the 
“corral,”  the  wooden  fence  of  which  is 
brightly  burning,  the  flames  licking  the 
edge  of  a great  wood-pile  that  even  as  we 
pass  bursts  into  flames.  In  a small  field 
of  waving  corn  joining  a potato  patch 
the  carcass  of  a mule  is  lying,  while  right 
on  the  bank,  the  red  blood  still  flowing 
from  a hole  in  its  head,  a large  dog — a 
hound— is  stretched  lifeless.  Near  a pile 
of  debris,  which  may  have  been  a kitch- 
en or  other  out-house  of  some  kind,  for  a 
pot  or  two  and  a tin  camp  kettle  are  hang- 
ing from  the  low  fire-seared  branches  of  a 
tree  hard  by,  a few  chickens,  shrilly  cack- 
ling, are  huddled  together.  No  other  sign 
of  life  is  visible,  and  as  we  proceed,  the 
quiet  of  the  wilderness  is  broken  only  by 
the  snort  of  our  steam -pipes  and  the 
thump,  thump,  of  our  great  wheel  beating 
up  the  muddy  waters.  Suddenly  there  is 
a movement  among  the  44  roosters”  on  the 
deck  below;  they  are  gazing  with  bated 
breath  and  blanched  faces  at  something 
on  the  river’s  bank.  Follow  the  direc- 
tion of  their  gaze,  and  peer  into  the  dense 
thicket  where,  above  the  matted  willows 
growing  up  from  the  black  ooze,  that  dead 
tree  raises  its  white,  barkless  branches  like 
skeleton  arms,  as  if  in  fearful  exultation 
over  the  dreadful  fruit  it  bears.  Almost 
hidden  from  our  sight  by  the  tangle  of 
underbrush  and  low  trees,  something  is 
hanging  there  motionless  and  still,  some- 
thing formless  and  shadowy  in  the  gloom 
of  the  jungle,  something  indistinct,  but 
fearful  in  its  mystery  and  silence,  a si- 
lence rendered  yet  more  appalling  by  the 
hoarse  croaks  of  the  black- winged  ravens, 
ill-omened  carrion  birds,  circling  above 
the  thicket,  and  fluttering  on  the  topmost 
branches  of  the  blasted  tree. 

‘"Look!  look!  down  thar  by  them  cot- 
tonwoods! that's  them!  that's  the  eow- 
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boys!”  Half  hidden  in  a mass  of  wild 
rose-bushes,  backed  by  the  gray  trunks 
and  graceful  feathery  foliage  of  the  pop- 
lars, a group  of  men  and  horses  is  stand- 
ing. We  gather  close  up  to  the  rail,  eager 
to  see  the  dread  horsemen,  the  result  of 
whose  avenging  ride  we  have  witnessed 
but  a short  half-hour  ago.  As  the  cur- 
rent takes  the  boat  close  inshore,  and  we 
approach  nearer  and  nearer,  they  present 
an  interesting  tableau.  Most  of  them 
have  dismounted  and  are  standing  at 
their  horses’  heads  waist-deep  in  the  weeds 
and  wild  flowers,  bronzed-faced,  resolute- 
looking men,  unconsciously  picturesque 
in  costume  and  attitude  ; bright-barrelled 
Winchesters  swing  across  their  high- 
pommelled  saddles,  on  which  is  bound 
the  scanty  baggage  of  the  cow-boy,  while 
a few  pack-mules  quietly  crop  the  grass  a 
few  paces  in  their  rear  under  the  care  of 
their  driver.  They  are  evidently  under 
some  discipline,  for  no  one  else  moves  as 
a tall,  handsome,  blond-bearded  man,  flan- 
nel-shirted,  high-booted,  with  crimson  silk 
kerchief  tied  loosely,  sailor  fashion, around 
his  sunburned  neck, advances  to  the  water’s 
edge,  and  with  courteous  wave  of  broad- 
brimmed  hat  hails  the  boat.  Clang!  goes 
the  gong;  the  big  wheel  stops.  The 
stranger  politely  requests  information 
about  the  purchase  of  some  supplies,  and 
inquires  as  to  the  news  up  the  river. 
Many  on  board  recognize  him  for  a man 
of  wealth  and  education  well  known  in 
the  Territory,  but  nothing  is  said  as  to  the 
errand  of  himself  and  his  men  in  this  dis- 
tant wild  region.  During  our  parley  his 
men  remain  quietly  at  their  posts,  and 
when  their  leader,  his  questions  answered, 
returns  toward  them,  and  we  move  on 
again,  we  can  see  them  mount  and  ride 
off  over  the  hills  in  a straggling,  dust-en- 
veloped little  column. 

Down  the  river,  now  slowly  and  cau- 
tiously scraping  over  the  wide  sand-bars, 
now  swiftly  gliding  along,  aided  by  the 
rapid -flowing  current;  down  the  river 
through  the  Country  of  Hell,  with  its 
broad  desert  plains  and  barren  brown 
hills,  inky  black  where  the  moving  clouds 
cast  their  shadows;  down  the  river  past 
old  abandoned  Indian  trading  posts  fast 
crumbling  into  ruins,  past  the  lonely  mil- 
itary telegraph  station,  where  we  learn  of 
the  passage  of  a “ dug-out,”  with  its  crew 
of  fugitive  desperadoes  living  from  the 
wrath  of  the  cow-boys;  down  the  river  be- 
tween perpendicular  sand -banks,  crum- 
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bling  away  at  the  touch  of  the  “rollers” 
caused  by  the  passage  of  our  boat,  scar- 
ing up  flocks  of  wild-geese  and  swift-fly- 
ing, blue-winged  heron;  down  the  river 
through  lovely  prairies  covered  with  wav- 
ing grasses  and  gayly  colored  wild  flow- 
ers, into  the  Indian  country, until,  looking 
across  one  of  the  long,  flat,  outrunning 
points  of  land  that  mark  the  constantly 
recurring  curves  of  the  river,  there,  shin- 
ing in  the  morning  sun,  the  distant  build- 
ings of  the  military  post,  our  destination, 
gleam  bright  under  the  blue,  white,  and 
scarlet  folds  of  the  national  standard 
floating  gracefully  out  from  its  tall  pole 
against  the  deep  warm  purple  of  the  sky 
beyond.  Hundreds  of  Indian  tepees  are 
scattered  over  the  wide  plain,  and  at  our 
approach  we  can  see  the  inmates  hurry- 
ing to  the  banks  to  watch  the  arrival  of 
the  great  steamer.  Wild-looking  savages, 
their  faces  smeared  with  streaks  of  bright 
vermilion  or  orange,  are  watering  their 
horses,  their  gaudily  clothed  forms  reflect- 
ing straight  down  in  the  mirror-like  sur- 
face of  the  water;  some  half -clad  lads, 
who,  lying  prone  upon  their  bellies,  and 
leaning  far  over  the  high  banks,  have 
been  fishing  in  the  stream,  pull  in  their 
lines  and  race  along  the  shore,  their  coarse 
black  hair  floating  out  behind,  and  their 
bronze-colored  naked  limbs  moving  with 
untrammelled  ease,  as  they  easily  keep 
pace  with  the  boat;  young  bucks  mount- 
ed on  half-tamed  ponies  gallop  along  and 
mingle  with  the  throng;  the  white  som- 
breros and  light  blue  uniforms  of  the 
Indian  police  contrast  strangely  with  the 
party-colored  rags  of  their  fellow-savages. 
As  we  slowly  paddle  up  to  the  landing  we 
make  our  preparations  to  land,  recogniz- 
ing our  acquaintances  in  the  little  group  of 
shoulder-strapped  bluecoats  near  the  am- 
bulance, which  has  just  been  drawn  up  to 
the  bank  by  its  team  of  four  strong  mules, 
and  are  soon  exchanging  greetings  with 
our  friends,  who  receive  us  with  the 
frank,  kindly,  ready  hospitality  of  the 
American  soldier. 

“Here,  sergeant,  this  baggage  to  my 
quarters,  please.  Now,  then,  all  aboard! 
Fire  away,  driver!”  And  with  crack  of 
long -thonged  whip  and  simultaneous 
lashing  out  of  four  pair  of  iron-shod 
heels,  away  we  go  over  the  prairie  to  the 
post.  Hi,  mules!  rattle  along  through 
the  tepees,  dusky  faces  peering  through 
the  dark  openings  in  their  sides;  swing 
around  the  corner  past  the  agent’s  house, 
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into  the  lyroad  road  by  the  agency  them.  In  a low  whitewashed  room  in  a 
bu  i ldings,  past  the  trader's  stores  with  rough  log  crabiu  by  'the  post- trader's  stores 
the  loarigiiig  mi -.skins  sunning  them-  dinner  is  served  for.' I he  bachelors"  mess, 
sol ves.  fanning  Against  the  rough,  mud-  and  we  fall  to  heartily,  and  thoroughly 
pfasteretj  wMLs,  or  going  in  isnd  ont  enjoy  lb e bountiful  end  palatable  fare, 
of  live  open  doorway;  doff  your  hats,  after  the  inouevtohy  ol  iht  scanty /ne?m  of 
gtdrUemen7  to  smiling,  prettily  dressed  .-  the  boat.vriUi  our  overniee 
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creek  spreads  out  into  a wide  and  deep 
pool,  some  young  Indian  girls  are  bath- 
ing in  its  cool  waters,  and  their  laughing 
voices  rise  up  melodiously  in  the  still  air. 
Some  squaws  are  squatted  along  the  edge 
filling  their  water  jars  or  dipping  their 
squalling  little  pappooses,  clothes  and  all, 
into  the  stream. 

Following  the  path  along  the  bluff  to- 
ward the  high  ground  in  our  front,  stop- 
ping for  a moment  at  some  graves  fenced 
in  with  neat  white  palings,  where  some 
poor  fellows  are  silently  “awaiting  the 
last  reveille,”  as  we  see  is  inscribed  in  rude 
characters  on  the  little  head-boards,  we 
climb  to  the  top  of  the  mound,  and,  turn- 
ing, look  back  at  the  scene  below  us.  At 
our  feet  lies  the  little  fort,  with  its  square 
parade-ground  flanked  by  the  “Officers’ 
Row”  opposite  the  barracks  of  the  men, 
and  at  either  end  by  the  guard-house  and 
quartermaster’s  stores  and  offices  and  the 
post  hospital.  We  can  see  the  soldiers 
gathered  about  the  doors  of  their  quar- 
ters, while  in  the  open  space  between  the 
fort  and  the  agency  buildings,  standing 
white  and  straggling  beyond,  and  rising 
above  the  tepees  grouped  near  by,  some 
young  Indians  are  racing  their  horses, 
yelling  and  whooping  like  fiends.  Still 
further  beyond,  where  we  can  see  the 
shining,  curving  river,  and  the  creek  emp- 
tying its  waters  into  it,  the  village  is  lying, 
the  smoke  from  its  many  fires  melting  into 
the  air  above.  Very  gradually  the  light 
fades,  gray  shadows  are  stealing  over  the 
prairie,  where  the  great  herd  of  agency 
cattle  is  slowly  moving;  the  platforms  on 
which  the  red-skins  deposit  the  bodies  of 
their  dead  staud  out  on  the  mounds  black 
against  the  sky,  and  the  weird,  sobbing 
wail  of  mourning  women  strikes  discord- 
antly on  our  ears.  Lights  begin  to  twinkle 
in  the  barracks,  and,  ringing  out  clear  and 
mellow,  the  bugle  is  sounding  “ first  call” 
for  tattoo. 

A day  or  two  pass  quietly  and  unevent- 
fully. We  visit  the  range,  and  waste  some 
ammunition  at  the  big  targets  with  the 
men,  and  sometimes,  the  regular  practice 
over,  some  of  the  ladies — no  mean  shots — 
join  us  at  the  “butts.”  We  roam  about 
the  village  and  agency,  and  scrape  ac- 
quaintance with  many  of  our  red  brethren, 
sometimes  sitting  in  their  tepees  and  en- 
deavoring to  learn  as  much  as  we  can  of 
the  mysteries  of  the  sign  language,  and  to 
master  some  of  their  guttural  phrases. 

One  warm  sunshiny  afternoon,  two  or 
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three  days  after  our  arrival  at  the  post,  as 
we  lounge  in  a rocking-chair  of  the  “sit- 
ting-room” of  the  quarters,  enjoying  a 
quiet  smoke  and  discussing  the  news  from 
a pile  of  journals  just  arrived  by  the 
semi-weekly  mail,  which  has  to  be  brought 
on  horseback  or  by  buckboard  nearly  a 
hundred  miles  over  the  prairie  from  the 
nearest  stage  station,  the  oft-repeated  tap- 
tap-r-r-ratatattat  of  the  drum  over  by  the 
commandant’s  office,  and  a subdued  sound 
of  voices  near  the  barracks,  rouse  us  up 
from  our  half-reclining  attitude,  and  we 
step  to  the  window  to  see  what  reason 
there  is  for  the  unusual  stir.  Two  sweat- 
covered  horses  stand  with  heaving  flanks, 
heads  bowed  down,  necks  outstretched, 
before  the  door  of  the  office,  and  an  In- 
dian scout  squats  on  the  ground  beside 
them,  holding  the  bridles  loosely  in  his 
hand.  In  spite  of  his  air  of  stolid  indif- 
ference, his  disordered  dress — loose  gray 
shirt,  mud-splashed  blue  regulation  trou- 
sers. bead -embroidered,  yellow -fringed, 
and  betasselled  buckskin  leggings — shows 
that  he  has  ridden  hard  and  fast. 
Through  the  open  door,  standing  hat  in 
hand  by  the  commandant’s  desk,  who, 
seated  in  his  office  chair,  half  turns  around 
and  looks  up  into  the  speaker’s  face,  wo 
see  the  half-breed  chief  of  the  scouts  as  he 
eagerly  and  somewhat  excitedly  makes 
his  report.  The  door  of  the  quarters  next 
to  ours  opens,  and  a young  officer,  booted 
and  in  field  dress,  great-coat  over  his  arm, 
revolver  swinging  in  its  leather  holster  at 
his  side,  comes  forth  and  hurries  across 
the  parade,  calling  out  to  us  in  answer  to 
our  hail:  “The  scouts  have  corralled  the 
thieves  up  on  the  Birdtail,  and  we’re  going 
to  fetch  them  in.” 

Over  by  the  barracks  the  men  detailed 
for  the  duty  are  busily  engaged  preparing 
for  the  march,  rolling  up  their  great  gray 
blankets,  slinging  on  haversacks  and  can- 
teens, and  buckling  the  canvas  prairie 
belts  filled  with  brass-cylindered,  leaden- 
headed cartridges.  One  by  one  they 
emerge  from  the  doorways  of  their  quar- 
ters, and,  “falling  in,” rifle  in  hand,  an- 
swer to  their  names  as  the  roll  is  called 
by  the  sergeant.  Rattling  up  from  the 
corral  come  the  wagons  that  are  to  con- 
vey the  soldiers  across  the  prairie  to  the 
place  to  which  the  bandits  have  be$n 
traced. 

At  dawn  next  morning,  accompanying 
the  commandant,  we  drive  out  to  the 
scene  of  the  hunt,  for  veritable  hunt  it 
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assistants,  studying  the  methods  by  which  the  sav- 
age is  being  sdwxded  in  Che  way  mJife  of  the 
white*' man.  And  a 'strange  sight  it  is  to  see 
one  or  two  Jiuttflml  fantastically  attired 
heaves,  working  away  under  the  hot  sun 
with  pick  and  shovel  at  the  great  ir- 
rigathig  ditch  which  is  to  convert 
t h e gm**-  g ro  w * i pin  in  into  a ga  r* 

; den  of  plenty. 

A ■ The  time  for  our  depart- 

% >'£  ure;  is  at  fuituh  From the 

y*;'  top  of  i : lie  guard -.house. 

nailed  '‘Smoke 

■\V;:  V Uj>  the-  1 ; V- 

‘ ^ eiy ' where 

the  boat, 


probably  tte  ; bch  ^-;i 

one'yh.h.yo  ^hhciseasoo;  \ 

ih  roguish  thy'  yuow  ....-._ 

u*iiMvyga)h\  rlviine'4  \\V  v v • a yy^  ' ■ 

make  our  farewell  calls  on  the 

families  of  our  kind  eriterfaiiv  A li0T  trail. 

ers,  and  once  more  climbing 
into  the  waiting  ambulance, 

rattle  away  to  the  landing-place.  It  is  late  in  the  evening,  and  the  river  shines 
like  fluid  gold  under  the  bright  light  of  the  sky  ; before  us  the  land  opjmite  stretches 
awav  flat  to  the  round  buttes  on  the  far  horizon;  naked  trees,  where  a tiro  has 
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streaked  \vht*re  the  gypsum  craps 
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spars,  sometimes  running  fret*  and 
swift  with  the  deep,  ihstdkming 
cniTMit;  tkih&li  the  river  past  immt 
Indian  villages  ami  trading 
posts,  past  green  hills,  white- 
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lordship.'* 
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“My  dear  soul,”  he  said,  with  symp- 
toms of  exhaustion,  to  good  Mrs.  Cloam, 
the  housekeeper,  who  had  all  the  keys  at 
her  girdle,  about  ten  o’clock  on  the  Mon- 
day morning,  “what  a day  we  did  have 
yesterday !” 

“ A mercy  upon  me,  Mr.  Swipes,”  cried 
Mrs.  Cloam,  who  was  also  short  of  breath, 
“how  you  did  exaggerate  my  poor  narves, 
a- rushing  up  so  soft,  with  the  cold  steel  in 
both  your  hands !” 

“Ah!  ma’am,  it  have  right  to  be  a 
good  deal  wuss  than  that,”  the  chivalrous 
Swipes  made  answer,  with  the  scythe  be- 
side his  ear.  “ It  don’t  consam  what  the 
masters  say,  though  enough  to  take  one’s 
legs  off.  But  the  ladies,  Mrs.  Cloam,  the 
ladies — it’s  them  as  takes  our  heads  off.” 

“ Go  ’long  with  you,  Mr.  Swipes ! You 
are  so  disastrous  at  turning  things.  And 
how  much  did  he  say  you  was  to  have 
this  time  ? Here’s  Jenny  Shanks  coming 
up  the  passage.” 

“Well,  he  left  it  to  myself;  he  have 
that  confidence  in  me.  And  little  it  is  I 
should  ever  care  to  take,  with  the  power 
of  my  own  will,  ma’am.  Why,  the  little 
brown  jug,  ma’am,  is  as  much  as  I can 
manage  even  of  our  small  beer  now.  Ah ! 
I know  the  time  when  I would  no  more 
have  thought  of  rounding  of  my  mouth 
for  such  small  stuff  than  of  your  growing 
up,  ma’am,  to  be  a young  woman  with  the 
sponsorship  of  this  big  place  upon  you. 
Wonderful!  wonderful!  And  only  yes- 
terday, as  a man  with  a gardening  mind 
looks  at  it,  you  was  the  prettiest  young 
maiden  on  the  green,  and  the  same— bar- 
ring marriage — if  you  was  to  encounter 
with  the  young  men  now.” 

“ Oh,”  said  Mrs.  Cloam,  who  was  fifty, 
if  a day,  “ how  you  do  make  me  think  of 
sad  troubles,  Mr.  Swipes  1 Jenny,  take  the 
yellow  jug  with  the  three  beef-eaters  on 
it,  and  go  to  the  third  cask  from  the  door 
— the  key  turns  upside  down,  mind — and 
let  me  hear  you  whistle  till  you  bring  me 
back  the  key.  Don’t  tell  me  nonsense 
about  your  lips  being  dry.  You  can  whis- 
tle like  a blackbird  when  you  choose.” 

“Here’s  to  your  excellent  health,  Mrs. 
Cloam,  and  as  blooming  as  it  finds  you 
now,  ma’am ! As  pretty  a tap  as  I taste 
since  Christmas,  and  another  dash  of  malt 
would  'a  made  it  worthy  a' most  to  speak 
your  health  in.  Well,  ma’am,  a leetle 
drop  in  crystal  for  yourself,  and  then  for 
my  business,  which  is  to  inquire  after 
your  poor  dear  health  to-day.  Blooming 


as  you  are,  ma’am,  you  must  bear  in  mind 
that  beauty  is  only  skin-deep,  Mrs.  Cloam; 
and  the  purtier  a flower  is,  the  more  deli- 
cate it  grows.  I’ve  a-been  a-thinking  of 
you  every  night,  ma’am,  knowing  how 
you  must  ’a  been  put  about  and  driven. 
The  Admiral  have  gone  down  to  the  vil- 
lage, and  Miss  Dolly  to  stare  at  the  boats 
going  out.” 

“Then  I may  speak  a word  for  once  at 
ease,  Mr.  Swipes,  though  the  Lord  alone 
knows  what  a load  is  on  my  tongue.  It 
requires  a fine  gardener,  being  used  to  del- 
icacy, to  enter  into  half  the  worry  we  have 
to  put  up  with.  Heroes  of  the  Nile,  in- 
deed, and  bucklers  of  the  country ! Why, 
he  could  not  buckle  his  own  shoe,  and 
Jenny  Shanks  had  to  do  it  for  him.  Not 
that  I blame  him  for  having  one  arm,  and 
a brave  man  he  is  to  have  lost  it,  but  that 
he  might  have  said  something  about  the 
things  I got  up  at  a quarter  to  five  every 
morning  to  make  up  for  him.  For  cook 
is  no  more  than  a smoke-jack,  Mr.  Swipes ; 
if  she  keeps  the  joint  turning,  that’s  as 
much  as  she  can  do.” 

“And  a little  too  fond  of  good  beer,  I’m 
afeard,”  replied  Mr.  Swipes,  having  emp- 
tied his  pot.  “Men’s  heads  was  made 
for  it,  but  not  women’s,  till  they  come  to 
superior  stations  in  life.  But,  oh,  Mrs. 
Cloam,  what  a life  we  lead  with  the  crotch- 
ets of  they  gentry !” 

“It  isn’t  that  so  much,  Mr.  Swipes,  if 
only  there  was  any  way  of  giving  satis- 
faction. I wish  everybody  who  is  born 
to  it  to  have  the  very  best  of  everything, 
likewise  all  who  have  fought  up  to  it. 
But  to  make  all  the  things  and  have  no- 
thing made  of  them,  whether  indigestion 
or  want  of  appetite,  turns  one  quite  into 
the  Negroes  almost,  that  two  or  three  peo- 
ple go  on  with.” 

“ I don’t  look  at  what  he  hath  aten  or 
left,”  Mr.  Swipes  made  answer,  loftily; 
“that  lieth  between  him  and  his  own 
stommick.  But  what  hath  a’  left  for  me, 
ma’am  ? He  hath  looked  out  over  the 
garden  when  he  pleased,  and  this  time  of 
year  no  weeds  is  up,  and  he  don’t  know 
enough  of  things  to  think  nothing  of 
them.  When  his  chaise  come  down  I 
was  out  by  the  gate  with  a broom  in  my 
hand,  and  I pulled  off  my  hat,  but  his  eye 
never  seemed  to  lay  hold  of  me.” 

‘ 4 His  eye  lays  hold  of  every  thing,  wheth- 
er he  makes  ’em  feel  or  no.  One  thing 
I’m  sure  of— he  was  quite  up  to  Miss  Doi- 
ly, and  the  way  she  carries  on  with  you 
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know  w hoy  every  blessed  Sunday.  Ifihttf  they  has  the  pick  of  up  to  a 

is  wind  they  go  oh  ureh  fw -~.-M  thousand  pound  iv  year.  You  know  ‘ what 

l46ut,  my  dear  saUl  tile  genial  iMpp^ui^d  the  miller^ .wn, tw  fuH.h^jr  otf 
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make  such  a perfect  angel  of  her,  and  run 
down  her  sister  in  comparison.  But  your 
wonderful  Miss  Faith  comes  peeping  here 
and  poking  there  into  pots  and  pans,  and 
asking  the  maids  how  their  mothers  are, 
as  if  her  father  kept  no  housekeeper.  She 
provoked  me  so  in  the  simple-room  last 
week,  as  if  I was  hiding  thieves  there, 
that  I asked  her  at  last  whether  she  ex- 
pected to  find  Mr.  Erie  there.  And  you 
should  have  seen  how  she  burst  out  cry- 
ing; for  something  had  turned  on  her 
mind  before.” 

“Well,  I couldn’t  have  said  that  to 
her,”  quoth  the  tender-hearted  Swipes — 
“ not  if  she  had  come  and  routed  out  ev- 
ery key  and  every  box,  pot,  pan,  and  pan- 
nier in  the  tool-house  and  stoke-hole  and 
vinery ! The  pretty  dear ! the  pretty  dear ! 
And  such  a lady  as  she  is ! Ah,  you  wo- 
men are  hard-hearted  to  one  another, 
when  your  minds  are  up!  But  take  my 
word  for  it,  Mrs.  Cloam,  no  one  will  ever 
have  the  chance  of  making  your  beautiful 
Miss  Dolly  cry  by  asking  her  where  her 
sweetheart  is.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A SQUADRON  IN  THE  DOWNS. 


“My  dear  girls,  all  your  courage  is 
gone,”  said  Admiral  Darling  to  his  daugh- 
ters at  luncheon,  that  same  Monday ; “ de- 
parted perhaps  with  Lord  Nelson  and 
Frank.  I hate  the  new  style  of  such 
come-and-go  visits,  as  if  there  was  no  time 
for  anything.  Directly  a man  knows  the 
ways  of  the  house,  and  you  can  take  him 
easily,  off  he  goes.  Just  like  Hurry,  he 
never  can  stop  quiet.  He  talks  as  if 
peace  was  the  joy  of  his  life,  and  a quiet 
farm  his  paradise,  and  very  likely  he  be- 
lieves it.  But  my  belief  is  that  a year 
of  peace  would  kill  him,  now  that  he  has 
made  himself  so  famous.  When  that  sort 
of  thing  begins,  it  seems  as  if  it  must  goon.” 

“ But,  father  dear,”  exclaimed  the  elder 
daughter,  “ you  could  have  done  every  sin- 
gle thing  that  Lord  Nelson  has  ever  con- 
trived to  do,  if  you  had  only  happened  to 
be  there,  and  equally  eager  for  destruc- 
tion. I have  heard  you  say  many  times, 
though  not  of  course  before  him,  that  you 
could  have  managed  the  battle  of  the  Nile 
considerably  better  than  he  did.  And  in- 
stead of  allowing  the  great  vessel  to  blow 
up,  you  would  have  brought  her  safe  to 
Spithead.” 
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“My  dear,  you  must  have  quite  misun- 
derstood me.  Be  sure  that  you  never  ex- 
press such  opinions,  which  are  entirely 
your  own,  in  the  presence  of  naval  of- 
ficers. Though  I will  not  say  that  they 
are  quite  without  foundation.” 

“Why,  papa,”  cried  Miss  Dolly,  who 
was  very  truthful,  when  her  own  inter- 
ests were  not  involved,  “you  have  often 
said  twice  as  much  as  that.  How  well  I 
remember  having  heard  you  say — ” 

“You  young  people  always  back  up 
one  another,  and  you  don’t  care  what  you 
make  your  poor  father  say.  I wonder 
you  don’t  vow  that  I declared  I could 
jump  over  the  moon  with  my  uniform  on. 
But  I’ll  tell  you  what  we’ll  do,  to  bring 
back  your  senses — we  will  go  for  a long 
ride  this  fine  afternoon.  I’ve  a great 
mind  to  go  as  far  as  Stonnington.” 

“ Now  how  many  times  have  you  told 
us  that?  I won’t  believe  it  till  we  get 
there,”  young  Dolly  answered,  with  her 
bright  eyes  full  of  joy.  “You  must  be 
ashamed  of  yourself,  papa,  for  neglecting 
your  old  friend’s  son  so  long.” 

“ Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I am,  my 
dear,”  confessed  the  good-natured  Ad- 
miral; “but  no  one  but  myself  has  the 
least  idea  of  the  quantity  of  things  I have 
to  do.” 

“Exactly  what  old  Swipes  said  this 
very  morning,  only  much  more  impress- 
ively. And  I really  did  believe  him, 
till  I saw  a yellow  jug,  and  a horn  that 
holds  a pint,  in  the  summer-house.  He 
threw  his  coat  over  them,  but  it  was  too 
late.” 

“Dolly,  I shall  have  to  put  you  in  the 
blackhole.  You  belong  too  much  to  the 
rising  generation,  or  the  upstart  genera- 
tion is  the  proper  word.  What  would 
Lord  Nelson  say  ? I must  have  him 
back  again.  He  is  the  man  for  strict  dis- 
cipline.” 

“Oh,  I want  to  ask  one  thing  about 
my  great  godfather.  You  know  he  only 
came  down  with  one  portmanteau,  and 
his  cocked-hat  box,  and  two  hampers. 
But  when  I went  into  his  bedroom  to  see, 
as  a goddaughter  should,  that  his  pillow 
was  smooth,  there  he  had  got  tacked  up 
at  the  head  of  his  bed  a picture  of  some 
very  beautiful  lady,  and  another  at  the 
side,  and  another  at  the  foot ! And  Jenny 
Shanks,  who  couldn’t  help  peeping  in,  to 
see  how  a great  hero  goes  to  sleep,  wishes 
that  she  may  be  an  old  maid  forever  if 
she  did  not  see  him  say  his  prayers  to 
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them.  Now  the  same  fate  befall  me  if  I who  that  lady  is.  And  what  can  he  want 
don't  find  out  who  it  is.  You  must  know,  with  three  pictures  of  her  V 
papa,  so  you  had  better  tell  at  once.”  k>  How  should  I know,  Dolly  ? Per- 

‘‘That  hussy  shall  leave  the  house  to*  haps  it  is  his  mother,  or  perhaps  it  is  the 
morrow.  I never  heard  of  anything  so  Queen  of  Naples,  who  made  u Duke  of 
shameless.  Mrs.  Oloam  seems  to  have  no  him  for  what  he  did  out  there.  Now  be 
authority  whatever.  And  you  too.  Dob  quick,  both  of  you.  or  no  ride  to  day.  It 
ly,  bad  no  business  there.  If  any  one  is  fifteen  long  miles  to  StonningtonV I afrn 
went  to  see  the  room  comfortable,  it  sure,  and  I am  not  going  to  break  my 
should  have  been  Faith,  as  the  lady  of  neck.  As  it  is.  we  must  put  dinner  off 
the  house.  Ever  since,  you  persuaded  till  half  past  six,  and  we  shall  all  be 
me  that  you  were  too  old  for  a governess,  starved  by  that  time.  Quick,  girls,  quick! 
you  seem  to  be  under  no  discipline  at  I can  only  give  you  twenty  minutes/' 
all. The  Admiral,  riding  with  all  the  vigor 
“Now  you  know  that  you  doirt  mean  of  an  ancient  mariner,  looked  well  be- 
that,  papa.  You  say  those  cruel  things  tween  his  two  fair  daughters,  as  they 
just  to  make  me  kiss  you,"  cried  Dolly,  turned  their  horses'  heads  inland,  and 
with  the  action  suited  to  the  word,  and  made  over  the  downs  for  Sloimingfou. 
with  her  bright  hair  falling  upon  his  Here  was  beautiful  cantering  ground, 
snowy  beard  the  father  could  not  help  re-  without  much  furze  or  many  rabbit- 
turning the  salute;  ‘ but  I must  know  holes,  and  lovely  air  flowing  over  green 
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waves  of  land,  to  greet  and  to  deepen  tlie 
rose  upon  young  cheeks.  Behind  them 
was  the  broad  sea,  looking  steadfast,  and 
spread  with  slowly  travelling  tints;  be- 
fore them  and  around  lay  the  beauty  of 
the  earth,  with  the  goodness  of  the  sky 
thrown  over  it.  The  bright  world  quiv- 
ered with  the  breath  of  spring,  and  her 
smile  was  shed  on  everything. 

“What  a lovely  country  we  have  been 
through ! I should  like  to  come  here  ev- 
ery day,”  said  Faith,  as  they  struck  into 
the  London  road  again.  “ If  Stonning- 
ton  is  as  nice  as  this,  Mr.  Scudamore  must 
be  happy  there.” 

“Well,  we  shall  see,”  her  father  an- 
swered. “My  business  has  been  upon 
the  coast  so  much,  that  I know  very  little 
about  Stonnington.  But  Scudamore  has 
such  a happy  nature  that  nothing  would 
come  much  amiss  to  him.  You  know 
why  he  is  here,  of  course  ?” 

“No,  I don’t,  papa.  You  are  getting 
so  mysterious  that  you  never  tell  us 
anything  now,”  replied  Dolly.  “I  only 
know  that  he  was  in  the  navy,  and  now 
he  is  in  a grammar  school.  The  last  time 
I saw  him  he  was  about  a yard  high.” 

“He  is  a good  bit  short  of  two  yards 
now,”  said  the  Admiral,  smiling  as  he 
thought  of  him,  “but  quite  tall  enough 
for  a sailor,  Dolly,  and  the  most  active 
young  man  I ever  saw  in  my  life,  every 
inch  of  him  sound  and  quick  and  true. 
I shall  think  very  little  of  your  judg- 
ment unless  you  like  him  heartily;  not 
at  first,  perhaps,  because  he  is  so  shy, 
but  as  soon  as  you  begin  to  know  him. 
I mean  to  ask  him  to  come  down  as  soon 
as  he  can  get  a holiday.  His  captain 
told  me,  when  he  served  in  the  Diomede, 
that  there  was  not  a man  in  the  ship  to 
come  near  him  for  nimbleness  and  quiet 
fearlessness.” 

“Then  what  made  him  take  to  his 
books  again  ? Oh,  how  terribly  dull  he 
must  find  them!  Why,  that  must  be 
Stonnington  church,  on  the  hill !” 

“Yes,  and  the  old  grammar  school 
close  by.  I was  very  near  going  there 
once  myself,  but  they  sent  me  to  Win- 
chester instead.  It  was  partly  through 
me  that  he  got  his  berth  here,  though  not 
much  to  thank  me  for,  I am  afraid.  Sixty 
pounds  a year  and  his  rations  isn't  much 
for  a man  who  has  been  at  Cambridge. 
But  even  that  he  could  not  get  in  the  navy 
when  the  slack  time  came  last  year.  He 
held  no  commission,  like  many  other  fine 


young  fellows,  but  had  entered  as  a first- 
class  volunteer.  And  so  he  had  no  rating 
when  this  vile  peace  was  patched  up — ex- 
cuse me,  my  dear,  what  I meant  to  say 
was,  when  the  blessings  of  tranquillity 
were  restored.  And  before  that  his  fa- 
ther, my  dear  old  friend,  died  very  sud- 
denly, as  you  have  heard  me  say,  with- 
out leaving  more  than  would  bury  him. 
Don’t  talk  any  more  of  it.  It  makes  me 
sad  to  think  of  it.” 

“But,”  persisted  Dolly,  “ I could  never 
understand  why  a famous  man  like  Sir 
Edmond  Scudamore — a physician  in  large 
practice,  and  head  doctor  to  the  King,  as 
you  have  often  told  us — could  possibly 
have  died  in  that  sort  of  way,  without 
leaving  any  money,  or  at  least  a quantity 
of  valuable  furniture  and  jewels.  And 
he  had  not  a number  of  children,  papa, 
to  spend  all  his  money,  as  I do  yours, 
whenever  I get  the  chance;  though  you 
are  growing  so  dreadfully  stingy  now 
that  I never  can  look  even  decent.” 

“My  dear,  it  is  a very  long  sad  story. 
Not  about  my  stinginess,  I mean — though 
that  is  a sad  story,  in  another  sense,  but 
will  not  move  my  compassion.  As  to  Sir 
Edmond,  I can  only  tell  you  now  that, 
while  he  was  a man  of  great  scientific 
knowledge,  he  knew  very  little  indeed  of 
money  matters,  and  was  not  only  far  too 
generous,  but  what  is  a thousand  times 
worse,  too  trustful.  Being  of  an  honor- 
able race  himself,  and  an  honorable  sam- 
ple of  it,  he  supposed  that  a man  of  good 
family  must  be  a gentleman ; which  is  not 
always  the  case.  He  advanced  large  sums 
of  money,  and  signed  bonds  for  a gentle- 
man, or  rather  a man  of  that  rank,  whose 
name  does  not  concern  you ; and  by  that 
man  he  was  vilely  betrayed ; and  I would 
rather  not  tell  you  the  rest  of  it.  Poor 
Blyth  had  to  leave  Cambridge  first,  where 
he  was  sure  to  have  done  very  well  in- 
deed, and  at  his  wish  he  was  sent  afloat, 
where  he  would  have  done  even  better; 
and  then,  as  his  father’s  troubles  deep- 
ened, and  ended  in  his  death  of  heart 
complaint,  the  poor  boy  was  left  to  keep 
his  broken-hearted  mother  upon  nothing 
but  a Latin  Grammar.  And  I fear  it  is 
like  a purser’s  dip.  But  here  we  are  at 
Stonnington — a long  steep  pitch.  Let  us 
slacken  sail,  my  dears,  as  we  have  brought 
no  cockswain.  Neither  of  you  need  land, 
you  know,  but  I shall  go  into  the  school- 
room.” 

“One  thing  I want  to  know,”  said  the 
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active- minded  Dolly*  as  the  horses  came  stack-poles,  whistles  and  stares  where  the 
blowing  their  breath  up  the  hill:  “if  his  grand  trees  stood  and  the  village  green 
father  was  Sir  Edmond,  and  he  is  the  only  lay  sleeping.  On  the  site  of  the  gray- 
child,  according  to  all  the  laws  of  nature,  stone  grammar  school  is  an  41  Operative 
he  ought  to  be  Sir  Blvth  Scudamore/"'  Institute/'  whose  front  (not  so  thick  as  the 
‘‘It  shows  how  little  you  have  been  skin  of  a young  ass)  isgayly  tattooed  with 
out — as  good  Mrs.  Twemlow  expresses  it  a ringworm  of  wind-bricks.  And  the  old 
— that  you  do  not  even  understand  the  manor-house,  where  great  authors  used  to 
laws  of  nature  as  between  a baronet  and  dine,  and  look  out  with  long  pipes  through 
a knight/'  the  ivy,  has  been  stripped  of  every  shred 

“Oh,  to  be  sure;  I recollect!  How  very  of  leaf,  and  painted  red  and  yellow,  and 
stupid  of  me!  The  one  goes  on,  and  the  barge  - boarded  into  “ the  Temperance 
other  doesn't,  after  the  individual  stops.  Tap/’ 

But  whose  fault  is  it  that  I go  out  so  lit-  Ere  ever  these  heathen  so  furiously 
tie?  So  you  see  you  are  caught  in  your  raged,  there  was  peace  and  content,  and 
own  trap,  papa/'  the  pleasure  of  the  eyes,  and  of  neigh 

m burly  feeling  abundance.  The  men  nev- 

er burst  with  that  bubble  of  hurry  which 
every  man  now  is  inflated  with;  and  the 
women  had  time  enough  to  mind  one  an- 
other's affairs,  without  which  they  grow 
scandalous.  And  the  trees,  that  kept 
company  with  the  houses,  found  matter 
for  reflection  in  their  calm  blue  smoke, 
and  the  green  crop  that  promised  a little 
grove  upon  the  roof.  So  that  as  the  road 
went  up  the  hill,  the  traveller  was  con- 
tent to  leave  his  legs  to  nature,  while  his 
eyes  took  their  leisure  of  pleasant  views. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A LESSON  IN  THE  xENElP. 

In  those  days  Btbnningibn  was  a very 
pretty  village  and  such  it  continued  to  be 
until  it  wus  ravaged  by  a railway.  With 
the  railway  came  all  that  is  hideous  and 
foul,  and  from  it  fled  all  that  is  comedy. 
The  cattle  shed,  called  by  rail -high  way - 
men  “ the  Station/-  with  its  roof  of  iron 
Pan-pipes  and  ml  bulTs-eycs  stuck  on 
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TWO  fRKTTT  LAWKS  IN  RIDING-HABITS, 


in#,  ridged  with  mossy  slabs,  and  ribbed 
with  preen,  where  the  drip  oozed  down 
the  buttresses.  But  the  long  reach  of  the 
frOTit  was  divided  by  a gable  projecting 
a little  into  the  broad  high-road.  And 
hero  was  the  way,  beneath  a low  stone 
arch,  into  a porch  with  oak  beams  buh 


and  of  just  enough  people  to  dwell 
upon. 


At  Die  top  of  the  hill  rose  the  tine  old 
church,  and  next  to  it,  facing  on  the  road 
itself,  without  any  hind  of  fence  before 
it,  stood  the  grammar  school  of  many 
generations.  This  was  a long  low  build* 
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ging  and  a bell-rope  dangling,  and  thence 
with  an  oaken  door  flung  back  into  the 
dark  arcade  of  learning. 

This  was  the  place  to  learn  things  in, 
with  some  possibility  of  keeping  them, 
and  herein  lay  the  wisdom  of  our  ances- 
tors. Could  they  ever  have  known  half 
as  much  as  they  did,  and  ten  times  as 
much  as  we  know,  if  they  had  let  the  sun 
come  in  to  dry  it  all  up,  as  we  do  ? Will 
even  the  fourteen-coated  onion  root,  with 
its  bottom  exposed  to  the  sun,  or  will  a 
olever  puppy  grow  long  ears,  in  the  pow- 
er of  strong  daylight  ? 

The  nature  and  nurture  of  solid  learn- 
ing were  better  understood  when  schools 
were  built  from  which  came  Shakespeare 
and  Bacon  and  Raleigh;  and  the  glare 
of  the  sun  was  not  let  in  to  baffle  the 
light  of  the  eyes  upon  the  mind.  And 
another  consideration  is  that  wherever 
there  is  light,  boys  make  a noise,  which 
conduces  but  little  to  doctrine;  whereas 
in  soft  shadow  their  muscles  relax,  and 
their  minds  become  apprehensive.  Thus 
had  this  ancient  grammar  school  of  Ston- 
nington  fostered  many  scholars,  some  of 
whom  had  written  grammars  for  them- 
selves and  their  posterity. 

The  year  being  only  at  the  end  of 
March,  and  the  day  going  on  for  five 
o’clock,  the  light  was  just  right,  in  the 
long  low  room,  for  correction  of  manners 
and  for  discipline.  Two  boys  had  been 
horsed  and  brushed  up  well,  which  had 
strengthened  the  conscience  of  all  the 
rest,  while  sobs  and  rubs  of  the  part 
affected  diffused  a tender  silence.  Dr. 
Swinks,  the  head-master,  was  leaning 
back  in  his  canopied  oaken  chair,  with 
the  pride  inspired  by  noble  actions. 

“ What  wonderfully  good  boys!”  Dolly 
whispered,  as  she  peeped  in  through  the 
dark  porch  with  Faith,  while  her  father 
was  giving  the  horses  in  charge  to  the 
hostler  from  the  inn  across  the  way;  “I 
declare  that  I shall  be  frightened  even  to 
look  at  Mr.  Scudamore,  if  this  is  a speci- 
men of  what  he  does.  There  is  scarcely 
a boy  looking  off  his  book.  But  how 
old  he  does  look ! I suppose  it  must  be 
the  effect  of  so  much  hard  teaching.” 

“ You  silly  thing,”  her  sister  answered; 
“you  are  looking  at  the  great  head-mas- 
ter. Mr.  Scudamore  is  here  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  school.  Between  these  big 
hinges  you  can  see  him;  and  he  looks  as 
young  as  you  do.” 

Miss  Dolly,  who  dearly  loved  any  sly 
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peep,  kept  her  light  figure  back  and  the 
long  skirt  pulled  in,  as  she  brought  her 
bright  eyes  to  the  slit  between  the  heavy 
black  door  and  the  stone- work.  And  she 
speedily  gave  her  opinion. 

“He  is  nothing  but  a regular  frump. 

I declare  I am  dreadfully  disappointed. 
No  wonder  the  title  did  not  come  on ! He 
is  nothing  but  a very  soft-natured  stupe. 
Why,  the  boys  can  do  what  they  like  with 
him !” 

Certainly  the  scholars  of  the  Virgil 
class,  which  Blyth  Scudamore  was  dealing 
with,  had  recovered  from  the  querimonies 
of  those  two  sons  of  Ovid,  on  the  further 
side  of  Ister,  and  were  having  a good 
laugh  at  the  face  of  “Captain  Scuddy,” 
as  they  called  their  beloved  preceptor. 
For  he,  being  gifted  with  a gentle  sense 
of  humor,  together  with  a patient  love  of 
the  origin  of  things,  was  questing  in  his 
quiet  mind  what  had  led  a boy  to  render 
a well-known  line  as  follows:  “Such  a 
quantity  of  salt  there  was,  to  season  the 
Roman  nation.”  Presently  he  hit  upon 
the  clue  to  this  great  mystery.  “MoZa, 
the  salted  cake,”  he  said;  “and  the  next 
a little  error  of  conjugation.  You  have 
looked  out  your  words,  Smith,  but  chanced 
upon  the  wrong  ones.” 

“Oh,  Captain  Scuddy,”  cried  the  head 
boy,  grinning  wisely,  though  he  might 
have  made  just  the  same  blunder  himself ; 
“after  that,  do  tell  us  one  of  your  sea- 
stories.  It  will  strike  five  in  about  five 
minutes.  Something  about  Nelson,  and 
killing  ten  great  Frenchmen.” 

“ Oh,  do,”  cried  the  other  little  fellows, 
crowding  round  him.  “ It  is  ever  so  much 
better  than  Virgil,  Captain  Scuddy !” 

“I  am  not  Captain  Scuddy,  as  I tell  you 
every  day.  I’m  afraid  I am  a great  deal 
too  good-natured  with  you.  I shall  have 
to  send  a dozen  of  you  up  to  be  caned.” 

“No,  you  couldn’t  do  that  if  you  tried, 
Captain  Scuddy.  But  what  are  you  think- 
ing of,  all  this  time  ? There  are  two  pret- 
ty ladies  in  riding-habits  peeping  at  you 
from  the  bell  porch.  Why,  you  have  got 
sweethearts,  Captain  Scuddy!  What  a 
shame  of  you  never  to  have  told  us !” 

The  youngest  and  fairest  of  all  the  boys 
there  could  scarcely  have  blushed  more 
deeply  than  their  classical  tutor  did,  as  he 
stooped  for  his  hat,  and  shyly  went  be- 
tween the  old  desks  to  the  door  in  the 
porch.  All  the  boys  looked  after  him 
with  the  deepest  interest,  and  made  up 
their  minds  to  see  everything  he  did. 
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This  was  not  at  all  what  he  desired,  and 
the  sense  of  it  increased  his  hesitation 
and  confusion.  Of  the  Admiral’s  lovely 
daughters  he  had  heard  while  in  the  navy, 
and  now  he  was  frightened  to  think  that 
perhaps  they  were  come  here  to  reconnoitre 
him.  But  luckily  the  Admiral  was  by  this 
time  to  the  fore,  and  he  marched  into  the 
school-room  and  saluted  the  head-master. 

“Dr.  Swinks,”  he  said,  t4I  am  your 
very  humble  servant,  Vice-Admiral  of  the 
Blue, Charles  Darling,  and  beg  a thousand 
pardons  for  intrusion  on  deep  learning. 
But  they  tell  me  that  your  watch  is  over 
in  some  half  a minute.  Allow  me  to  ask 
for  the  son  of  an  old  friend,  Blyth  Scud- 
amore, late  of  the  Diomede  frigate,  but 
now  of  this  ancient  and  learned  grammar 
school.  When  his  labors  are  over,  I 
would  gladly  speak  with  him.” 

“Boys  may  go,”  the  head-master  pro- 
nounced, as  the  old  clock  wheezed  instead 
of  striking.  “Sir,  my  valued  young  co- 
adjutor is  advancing  from  the  fourth 
form  toward  you.” 

The  Doctor  was  nice  in  his  choice  of 
words,  and  prided  himself  on  Johnsonian 
precision,  but  his  young  coadjutor’s  ad- 
vance was  hardly  to  be  distinguished  from 
a fine  retreat.  Like  leaves  before  the 
wind,  the  boys  rushed  out  by  a back  door 
into  the  play -ground,  while  the  master 
solemnly  passed  to  his  house,  with  a deep 
slow  bow  to  the  ladies ; and  there  was  poor 
Scudamore — most  diffident  of  men  when- 
ever it  came  to  lady-work— left  to  face  the 
visitors  with  a pleasing  knowledge  that 
his  neckcloth  was  dishevelled,  and  his 
hair  sheafed  up,  the  furrows  of  his  coat 
broadcast  with  pounce,  and  one  of  his 
hands  gone  to  sleep  from  holding  a heavy 
Delphin  for  three-quarters  of  an  hour. 

As  he  came  out  thus  into  the  even- 
ing light,  which  dazed  his  blue  eyes  for  a 
moment,  Miss  Dolly  turned  away  to  hide 
a smile,  but  Faith, upon  her  fathers  intro- 
duction, took  his  hand  and  looked  at  him 
tenderly.  For  she  was  a very  soft-hearted 
young  woman,  and  the  tale  of  his  trou- 
bles and  goodness  to  his  mother  had 
moved  her  affection  toward  him,  while  as 
one  who  was  forever  pledged — according 
to  her  own  ideas — to  a hero  beyond  com- 
parison, she  was  able  to  regard  young 
men  with  mercy,  and  with  pity,  if  they 
had  none  to  love.  “ How  hard  you  have 
been  at  work!”  she  said;  “it  makes  us 
seem  so  lazy ! But  we  never  can  find  any 
good  thing  to  do.” 
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“That’s  a cut  at  me,”  cried  the  Ad- 
miral. “Scudamore,  when  you  come  to 
my  age, be  wiser  than  to  have  any  daugh- 
ters. Sure  enough,  they  find  no  good  to 
do;  and  they  not  only  put  all  the  fault  of 
that  on  me,  but  they  make  me  the  victim 
of  all  the  mischief  they  invent.  Dolly, 
my  darling,  wear  that  cap  if  it  fits.  But 
you  have  not  shaken  hands  with  Mr. 
Scudamore  yet.  I hope  you  will  do  so, 
some  hundreds  of  times.” 

“Not  all  at  once,  papa;  or  how  thank- 
ful he  would  be!  But  stop,  I have  not 
got  half  my  glove  off;  this  fur  makes 
them  stick  so.” 

Miss  Dolly  was  proud  of  her  hands, and 
lost  few  chances  of  getting  them  looked 
at.  Then  with  a little  smile,  partly  at 
herself  for  petulance,  partly  to  him  for 
forgiveness,  she  offered  her  soft  warm 
rich  white  hand,  and  looked  at  him  beau- 
tifully as  he  took  it.  Alack  and  alas  for 
poor  “Captain  Scuddy”! 

His  eyes,  with  a quick  shy  glance,  met 
hers;  and  hers  with  soft  inquiry  answer- 
ed, “I  wonder  what  you  think  of  me?” 
Whenever  she  met  a new  face,  this  was 
her  manner  of  considering  it. 

“ Scudamore, I shall  not  allow  you  any 
time  to  think  about  it,”  Admiral  Darling 
broke  in  suddenly,  so  that  the  young  man 
almost  jumped.  “ Although  you  have  cut 
the  service  for  a while,  because  of  our 
stingy  peacefulness,  you  are  sure  to  come 
back  to  us  again  when  England  wants 
English,  not  Latin  and  Greek.  I am  your 
commanding  officer,  and  my  orders  are 
that  you  come  to  us  from  Saturday  till 
Monday.  I shall  send  a boat — or  at  least 
I mean  a buggy — to  fetch  you,  as  soon  as 
you  are  off  duty,  and  return  you  the  same 
way  on  Monday.  Come,  girls,  ’twill  be 
dark  before  we  are  home;  and  since  the 
patrols  were  withdrawn,  I hear  there’s  a 
highwayman  down  this  road  again.  That 
is  one  of  the  blessings  of  peace,  Scuda- 
more; even  as  Latin  and  Greek  are. 

‘ Apertis  otia  portis'-— Open  the  gates  for 
laziness.  Ah,  I should  have  done  well  at 
old  Winton,  they  tell  me,  if  I had  not 
happened  to  run  away  to  sea.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  MAROON. 

If  yet  there  remained  upon  our  south- 
ern coast  a home  for  the  rarer  virtues, 
such  as  gratitude,  content,  liberality  (not 
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of  other  people's  goods  alone),  faith  in  a 
gracious  Providence, and  strict  abstinence 
from  rash  labor,  that  home  and  strong- 
hold was  Springhaven.  To  most  men 
good  success  brings  neither  comfort,  nor 
tranquillity,  nor  so  much  as  a stool  to  sit 
upon,  but  comes  as  a tread -mill  which 
must  be  trodden  without  any  getting  to 
the  top  of  it.  Not  so  did  these  wise  men 
take  their  luck.  If  ever  they  came  from 
the  fickle  wave-bosom  to  the  firm  breast 
of  land  on  a Saturday, with  a fine  catch  of 
fish,  and  sold  it  well — and  such  was  their 
sagacity  that  sooner  would  they  keep  it 
for  cannibal  temptation  than  sell  it  badly 
— did  they  rush  into  the  waves  again,  be- 
fore they  had  dried  their  breeches  ? Not 
they;  nor  did  their  wives, who  were  near- 
ly all  good  women,  stir  them  up  to  be  off 
again.  Especially  at  this  time  of  year, 
with  the  days  pulling  out,  and  the  sea- 
son quickening,  and  the  fish  coming  back 
to  wag  their  tails  upon  the  shallows,  a 
pleasant  race  of  men  should  take  their 
pleasure,  and  leave  flints  to  be  skinned  by 
the  sons  of  flint. 

This  was  the  reason  why  Miss  Dolly 
Darling  had  watched  in  vain  at  the  Mon- 
day morning  tide  for  the  bold  issue  of  the 
fishing  fleet.  The  weariless  tide  came  up 
and  lifted  the  bedded  keel  and  the  plunged 
forefoot,  and  gurgled  with  a quiet  wash 
among  the  straky  bends,  then  lurched 
the  boats  to  this  side  and  to  that,  to  get 
their  heft  correctly,  and  dandled  them  at 
last  with  their  bowsprits  dipped  and  their 
little  mast-heads  nodding*.  Every  brave 
smack  then  was  mounted,  and  riding,  and 
ready  for  a canter  upon  the  broad  sea: 
but  not  a blessed  man  came  to  set  her 
free.  Tethered  by  head  and  by  heel,  she 
could  only  enjoy  the  poised  pace  of  the 
rocking-horse,  instead  of  the  racers  de- 
light in  careering  across  the  free  sweep  of 
the  distance. 

Springhaven  had  done  so  well  last 
week,  that  this  week  it  meant  to  do  still 
better, by  stopping  at  home  till  the  money 
was  gone,  and  making  short  work  after- 
ward. Every  man  thoroughly  enjoyed 
himself,  keeping  sober  whenever  good 
manners  allowed,  foregoing  all  business, 
and  sauntering  about  to  see  the  folk  hard 
at  work  who  had  got  no  money.  On 
Wednesday,  however,  an  order  was  issued 
by  Captain  Zebedee  Tug  well  that  all  must 
be  ready  for  a three  days1  trip  when  the 
tide  should  serve,  which  would  be  at  the 
first  of  the  ebb,  about  ten  in  the  morning. 
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The  tides  were  slackening  now,  and  the 
smacks  had  required  some  change  of  berth, 
but  still  they  were  not  very  far  from  the 
Admiral's  white  gate. 

“ I shall  go  down  to  see  them,  papa,  if 
you  please,’1  Dolly  said  to  her  father  at 
breakfast- time.  44  They  should  have  gone 
on  Monday ; but  they  were  too  rich ; and 
I think  it  very  shameful  of  them.  I dare 
say  they  have  not  got  a halfpenny  left, 
and  that  makes  them  look  so  lively.  Of 
course  they’ve  been  stuffing,  and  they 
won’t  move  fast,  and  they  can’t  expect 
any  more  dinner  till  they  catch  it.  But 
they  have  got  so  much  bacon  that  they 
don’t  care.” 

44  What  could  they  have  better,  I should 
like  to  know  ?”  asked  the  Admiral,  who 
had  seen  hard  times.  44  Why,  I gave  sev- 
en men  three  dozen  apiece  for  turning 
their  noses  up  at  salt  horse,  just  because 
he  whisked  his  tail  in  the  copper.  Lord 
bless  my  soul!  what  is  the  nation  coming 
to,  when  a man  can’t  dine  upon  cold  ba- 
con ?” 

44No,  it  is  not  that,  papa.  They  are 
very  good  in  that  way,  as  their  wives  will 
tell  you.  Jenny  Shanks  tells  me  the  very 
same  thing,  and  of  course  she  knows  all 
about  them.  She  knew  they  would  never 
think  of  going  out  on  Monday,  and  if  I 
had  asked  her  I might  have  known  it 
too.  But  she  says  that  they  are  sure  to 
catch  this  tide.” 

44  Very  well,  Dolly.  Go  you  and  catch 
them.  You  are  never  content  without 
seeing  something.  Though  what  there  is 
to  see  in  a lot  of  lubberly  craft  pushing 
off  with  punt-poles — ” 

44  Hush,  papa,  hush!  Don’t  be  so  con- 
temptuous. What  did  my  godfather  say 
the  other  day  ? And  I suppose  he  under- 
stands things.” 

“Don’t  quote  your  godfather  against 
your  father.  It  was  never  intended  in  the 
Catechism.  And  if  it  was,  I would  never 
put  up  with  it.” 

Dolly  made  off;  for  she  knew  that  her 
father,  while  proud  of  his  great  impar- 
tiality, candor,  and  scorn  of  all  trumpery 
feeling,  was  sometimes  unable  to  make 
out  the  reason  why  a queer  little  middy 
of  his  own  should  now  stand  upon  the 
giddy  truck  of  fame,  while  himself,  still 
ahead  of  him  in  the  Navy  List,  might  pace 
his  quarter-deck  and  have  hats  touched  to 
him,  but  never  a heart  beat  one  pulse 
quicker.  Jealous  he  was  not;  but  still,  at 
least  in  his  own  family — 
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Leaving*  her  dear  father  to  his  medita- 
tions, which  Faith  ran  up  to  kiss  away, 
fair  Dolly  put  on  a plain  hat  and  scarf, 
quite  good  enough  for  the  fishermen,  and 
set  off  in  haste  for  the  Round-house,  to 
see  the  expedition  start.  By  the  time 
she  was  there,  and  had  lifted  the  sashes, 
and  got  the  spy-glass  ready,  the  flow  of 
the  tide  was  almost  spent,  and  the  brim- 
ming moment  of  the  slack  was  nigh.  For 
this  all  the  folk  of  the  village  waited,  ac- 
cording to  the  tradition  of  the  place;  the 
manhood  and  boyhood,  to  launch  forth ; 
old  age,  womanhood,  and  childhood,  to 
contribute  the  comfort  of  kind  looks  and 
good-by.  The  tides,  though  not  to  be 
compared  to  the  winds  in  fickleness,  are 
capricious  here,  having  sallies  of  irregu- 
larity when  there  has  been  a long  period 
of  northeast  winds,  bringing  a counter- 
flow to  the  Atlantic  influx.  And  a man 
must  be  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the 
coast,  as  well  as  the  moon  and  the  wea- 
ther, to  foretell  how  the  water  will  rise 
and  fall  there.  For  the  present,  however, 
there  was  no  such  puzzle.  The  last  lift  of 
the  quiet  tide  shone  along  the  beach  in 
three  straight  waves,  shallow  steps  that 
arose  inshore,  and  spent  themselves  with- 
out breaking. 

“Toorn  o’  the  tide!”  the  Captain  shout- 
ed; “all  aboord,  aboord,  my  lads!  The 
more  ’ee  bide  ashore,  the  wuss  ’ee  be.  See 
to  Master  Cheeseman’s  craft ! Got  a good 
hour  afront  of  us.  Dannel,  what  be  moon- 
ing at  ? Fetch  ’un  a clout  on  his  head, 
Harry  Shanks;  or  Tim,  you  run  up  and 
do  it.  Doubt  the  young  hosebird  were 
struck  last  moon,  and  his  brains  put  to 
salt  in  a herring- tub.  Home  with  you, 
wife!  And  take  Dan,  if  you  will.  He’d 
do  more  good  at  the  chipping  job,  with 
the  full  moon  in  his  head  so.” 

“Then  home  I will  take  my  son,  Mas- 
ter Tug  well,”  his  wife  answered,  with 
much  dignity,  for  all  the  good  wives  of 
Springhaven  heard  him,  and  what  would 
they  think  of  her  if  she  said  nothing? 
“Home  I will  take  my  son  and  yours, 
and  the  wisest  place  for  him  to  abide  in, 
with  his  father  set  agin  him  so.  Dannel, 
you  come  along  of  me.  I won’t  have  my 
eldest  boy  gainsaid  so.” 

Zebedee  Tugwell  closed  his  lips,  and 
went  on  with  his  proper  business.  All 
the  women  would  side  with  him  if  he  left 
them  the  use  of  their  own  minds,  and 
the  sound  of  his  wife’s  voice  last;  while 
all  the  men  in  their  hearts  felt  wisdom. 


But  the  young  man,  loath  to  be  left  be- 
hind, came  doubtfully  down  to  the  stem 
of  the  boat,  which  was  pushed  off  for  the 
Rosalie.  And  he  looked  at  the  place 
where  he  generally  sat,  and  then  at  his 
father  and  the  rest  of  them. 

“No  gappermouths  here!”  cried  his  fa- 
ther, sternly.  “Get  theezell  home  with 
the  vemmelvolk.  Shove  off  without  him, 
Tim!  How  many  more  tides  would  ’ee 
lose?” 

Young  Dan,  whose  stout  legs  were  in 
the  swirling  water,  snatched  up  his  striped 
woolsey  from  under  the  tiller,  threw  it  on 
his  shoulder,  and  walked  off,  without  a 
farewell  to  any  one.  The  whole  of  Spring- 
haven  that  could  see  saw  it,  and  they  never 
had  seen  such  a thing  before.  Captain 
Zeb  stood  up  and  stared,  with  his  big  fore- 
head coming  out  under  his  hat,  and  his 
golden  beard  shining  in  the  morning  sun ; 
but  the  only  satisfaction  for  his  eyes  was 
the  back  of  his  son  growing  smaller  and 
smaller. 

“Chip  of  the  old  block!”  “Sarve  ’ee 
right,  Cap’en  !”  “ Starve  ’un  back  to  his 
manners  again !”  the  inferior  chieftains  of 
the  expedition  cried,  according  to  their 
several  views  of  life.  But  Zebedee  Tug- 
well  paid  no  heed  to  thoughts  outside  of 
his  own  hat  and  coat.  “Spake  when  I ax 
you,”  he  said,  urbanely,  but  with  a glance 
which  conveyed  to  any  too  urgent  sym- 
pathizer that  he  would  be  knocked  down, 
when  accessible. 

But,  alas!  the  less -disciplined  women 
rejoiced,  with  a*  wink  at  their  departing 
lords,  as  Mrs.  Zebedee  set  off  in  chase  of 
her  long-striding  Daniel.  The  mother, 
enriched  by  home  affections  and  course  of 
duties  well  performed,  was  of  a rounded 
and  ample  figure,  while  the  son  was  tall, 
and  thin  as  might  be  one  of  strong  and 
well-knit  frame.  And  the  sense  of  wrong 
would  not  permit  him  to  turn  his  neck,  or 
take  a glance  at  the  enterprise  which  had 
rejected  him. 

“How  grand  he  does  look!  what  a 
noble  profile!”  thought  Dolly,  who  had 
seen  everything  without  the  glass,  but  now 
brought  it  to  bear  upon  his  countenance. 

“ He  is  like  the  centurion  in  the  paiuted 
window,  or  a Roman  medallion  with  a hat 
on.  But  that  old  woman  will  never  catch 
him.  She  might  just  as  well  go  home 
again.  He  is  walking  about  ten  miles  an 
hour,  and  how  beautifully  straight  his  legs 
are ! What  a shame  that  he  should  not  be 
a gentleman ! He  is  ten  times  more  like 
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one  than  most  of  the  officers  that  used  to 
come  bothering  me  so.  I wonder  how  far 
he  means  to  go  ? I do  hope  he  won’t  make 
away  with  himself.  It  is  almost  enough 
to  make  him  do  it,  to  be  so  insulted  by  his 
own  father,  and  disgraced  before  all  the 
village,  simply  because  he  can’t  help  hav- 
ing his  poor  head  so  full  of  me!  Nobody 
shall  ever  say  that  I did  anything  to  give 
him  the  faintest  encouragement,  because 
it  would  be  so  very  wicked  and  so  cruel, 
considering  all  he  has  done  for  me.  But 
if  he  comes  back,  when  his  father  is  out  of 
sight,  and  he  has  walked  off  his  righteous 
indignation,  and  all  these  people  are  gone 
to  dinner,  it  might  give  a turn  to  his 
thoughts  if  I were  to  put  on  my  shell- 
colored  frock  and  the  pale  blue  sash,  and 
just  go  and  see,  on  the  other  side  of  the 
stepping-stones,  how  much  longer  they 
mean  to  be  with  that  boat  they  began  so 
long  ago.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

ACROSS  THE  STEPPING-STONES. 

VERY  good  boats  were  built  at  this  time 
in  the  south  of  England,  stout,  that  is  to 
say,  and  strong,  and  fit  to  ride  over  a 
heavy  sea,  and  plunge  gallantly  into  the 
trough  of  it.  But  as  the  strongest  men 
are  seldom  swift  of  foot  or  light  of  turn, 
so  these  robust  and  sturdy  boats  must  have 
their  own  time  and  swing  allowed  them, 
ere  ever  they  would  come  round  or  step 
out.  Having  met  a good  deal  of  the  sea, 
they  knew,  like  a man  who  has  felt  a good 
deal  of  the  world,  that  heavy  endurance 
and  patient  bluffness  are  safer  to  get 
through  the  waves  somehow  than  sensi- 
tive fibre  and  elegant  frame. 

But  the  sea-going  folk  of  Springhaven 
had  learned,  by  lore  of  generations,  to 
build  a boat  with  an  especial  sheer  for- 
ward, beam  far  back,  and  deep  run  of 
stern,  so  that  she  was  lively  in  the  heaviest 
of  weather,  and  strong  enough  to  take  a 
good  thump  smiling,  when  unable  to  dance 
over  it.  Yet  as  a little  thing  often  makes 
all  the  difference  in  great  things,  it  was 
very  difficult  for  anybody  to  find  out  ex- 
actly the  difference  between  a boat  built 
here  and  a boat  built  ten  or  twenty  miles 
off,  in  imitation  of  her.  The  sea,  howev- 
er, knew  the  difference  in  a moment  be- 
tween the  true  thing  and  the  counterfeit, 
and  encouraged  the  one  to  go  merrily  on, 
while  it  sent  back  the  other  staggering. 
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The  secret  lay  chiefly  in  a hollow  curve 
forward  of  nine  or  ten  planks  upon  either 
side,  which  could  only  be  compassed  by 
skilful  use  of  adze  and  chisel,  frame-saw 
and  small  tools,  after  choice  of  the  very 
best  timber,  free  from  knots,  tough,  and 
flexible.  Aud  the  best  judge  of  these 
points  was  Zebedee  Tug  well. 

Not  having  cash  enough  just  at  present 
(by  reason  of  family  expenses,  and  the 
high  price  of  bread  and  of  everything 
else)  to  set  upon  the  stocks  the  great  smack 
of  the  future,  which  should  sail  round 
the  Rosalie , Captain  Tugwell  was  easing 
his  mind  by  building  a boat  for  stormy 
weather,  such  as  they  very  seldom  have 
inshore,  but  are  likely  to  meet  with  out- 
side the  Head.  As  yet  there  were  not 
many  rowing  boats  here  fit  to  go  far  in 
tumbling  water,  though  the  few  that 
could  do  it  did  it  well,  and  Tugwell’s  in- 
tention was  to  beat  them  all,  in  power, 
and  spring,  and  buoyancy.  The  fame  of 
his  meaning  was  spread  for  as  much  as 
twenty  leagues  along  the  coast;  and  jea- 
lous people  laughed,  instead  of  waiting  for 
him  to  finish  it. 

Young  Daniel  had  been  well  brought 
up  in  the  mysteries  of  his  father’s  craft, 
and  having  a vigorous  turn  of  wrist,  as 
well  as  a true  eye  and  quick  brain,  he  was 
even  outgrowing  the  paternal  skill,  with 
experiments  against  experience.  He  had 
beautiful  theories  of  his  own,  and  felt  cer- 
tain that  he  could  prove  them,  if  any  one 
with  cash  could  be  brought  to  see  their 
beauty.  His  father  admitted  that  he  had 
good  ideas,  and  might  try  them,  if  any 
fool  would  find  the  money. 

Wroth  as  he  had  been  at  the  sharp  re- 
buff and  contumely  of  his  father,  young 
Daniel,  after  a long  strong  walk,  began  to 
look  at  things  more  peaceably.  The  power 
of  the  land  and  the  greatness  of  the  sea  and 
the  goodness  of  the  sky  unangered  him, 
and  the  air  that  came  from  some  oyster 
beds,  as  the  tide  was  falling,  hungered 
him.  Home  he  went,  in  good  time  for 
dinner,  as  the  duty  of  a young  man  is; 
and  instead  of  laughing  when  he  came 
by,  the  maids  of  Springhaven  smiled  at 
him.  This  quite  righted  him  in  his  own 
opinion,  yet  leaving  him  the  benefit  of  the 
doubt  which  comes  from  a shake  in  that 
cradle  lately.  He  made  a good  dinner, 
and  shouldered  his  adze,  with  a frail  of 
tools  hanging  on  the  neck  of  it,  and  trou- 
bled with  nothing  but  love — which  is  a 
woe  of  self-infliction — whistled  his  way 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN  * 


874 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


to  the  beach,  to  let  all  the  women  under- 
stand that  he  was  not  a bit  ashamed. 
And  they  felt  for  him  all  the  more,  be- 
cause he  stood  up  for  himself  a little. 

Doubtful  rights  go  cheap;  and  so  the 
foreshore  westward  of  the  brook  being 
claimed  by  divers  authorities,  a tidy  little 
cantle  of  it  had  been  leased  by  Admiral 
Darling,  lord  of  the  manor,  to  Zebedee 
Tugwell,  boat-builder,  for  the  yearly  prov- 
ent of  two  and  sixpence  sterling.  The 
Admiral’s  man  of  law,  Mr.  Furkettle,  had 
strongly  advised,  and  well  prepared  the 
necessary  instrument,  which  would  grow 
into  value  by-and-by,  as  evidence  of  title. 
And  who  could  serve  summary  process  of 
ejectment  upon  an  interloper  in  a man- 
ner so  valid  as  Zebedee’s  would  be  ? Pos- 
session was  certain  as  long  as  he  lived; 
ousters  and  filibusters,  in  the  form  of  rail- 
way companies  and  communists,  were  a 
bubble  as  yet  in  the  womb  of  ages. 

This  piece  of  land,  or  sand,  or  rush, 
seemed  very  unlikely  to  be  worth  dis- 
pute. If  seisin  corporeal,  user  immemo- 
rial, and  prescription  for  levance  and 
couchance  conferred  any  title  indefeasi- 
ble,then  were  the  rabbits  the  owners  in  fee- 
simple,  absolute,  paramount,  and  source 
of  pedigree.  But  they,  while  thoroughly 
aware  of  this,  took  very  little  heed  to  go 
into  it,  nor  troubled  their  gentle  natures 
much  about  a few  yards  of  sand  or  grass, 
as  the  two-legged  creatures  near  them  did. 
Inasmuch  as  they  had  soft  banks  of  herb 
and  vivid  moss  to  sit  upon,  sweet  crisp 
grass  and  juicy  clover  for  unlabored  vict- 
uals— as  well  as  a thousand  other  nibbles 
which  we  are  too  gross  to  understand — 
and  for  beverage  not  only  all  the  abun- 
dance of  the  brook  (whose  brilliance 
might  taste  of  men),  but  also  a little  spring 
of  their  own  which  came  out  of  its  hole 
like  a rabbit;  and  then  for  scenery  all  the 
sea,  with  strange  things  running  over  it, 
as  well  as  a great  park  of  their  own  hav- 
ing countless  avenues  of  rush,  ragwort, 
and  thistle-stump— where  would  they  have 
deserved  to  be,  if  they  had  not  been  con- 
tented ? Content  they  were,  and  even 
joyful  at  the  proper  time  of  day.  Joyful 
in  the  morning,  because  the  sun  was  come 
again;  joyful  in  the  middle  day  to  see 
how  well  the  world  went;  and  in  the 
evening  merry  with  the  tricks  of  their 
own  shadows. 

Quite  fifteen  stepping-stones  stepped  up 
— if  you  counted  three  that  were  made  of 
wood — to  soothe  the  dignity  of  the  brook 


in  its  last  fresh-water  moments,  rather 
than  to  gratify  the  dry-skin’d  soles  of  gen- 
tlefolk. For  any  one,  with  a five-shil- 
ling pair  of  boots  to  terminate  in,  might 
skip  dry-footed  across  the  sandy  purlings 
of  the  rivulet.  And  only  when  a flood 
came  down,  or  the  head  of  some  spring- 
tide  came  up,did  any  but  playful  children 
tread  the  lichened  cracks  of  the  stepping- 
stones.  And  nobody  knew  this  better  than 
Horatia  Dorothy  Darling. 

The  bunnies  who  lived  to  the  west  of 
the  brook  had  reconciled  their  minds  en- 
tirely now  to  the  rising  of  that  boat 
among  them.  At  first  it  made  a noise, 
and  scratched  the  sand,  and  creaking 
things  came  down  to  it;  and  when  the 
moon  came  through  its  ribs  in  the  even- 
ing, tail  was  the  quarter  to  show  to  it. 
But  as  it  went  on  naturally  growing,  sel- 
dom appearing  to  make  much  noise,  un- 
less there  wTas  a man  very  near  it,  and 
even  then  keeping  him  from  doing  any 
harm  — outside  the  disturbance  that  he 
lives  in — without  so  much  as  a council 
called,  they  tolerated  this  encroachment. 
Some  of  the  bolder  fathers  came  and  sat 
inside  to  consider  it, and  left  their  compli- 
ments all  round  to  the  masters  of  the  en- 
terprise. And  even  when  Daniel  came 
to  work,  as  he  happened  to  do  this  after- 
noon, they  carried  on  their  own  work  in 
its  highest  form — that  of  play — upon  the 
premises  they  lent  him. 

Though  not  very  large,  it  was  a lively, 
punctual,  well-conducted,  and  pleasant 
rabbit-warren.  Sudden  death  was  avoid- 
able on  the  part  of  most  of  its  members, 
nets,  ferrets,  gins,  and  wires  being  alike 
forbidden,  foxes  scarcely  ever  seen,  and 
even  guns  a rare  and  very  memorable  vis- 
itation. The  headland  staves  the  south- 
ern storm,  sand-hills  shevelled  with  long 
rush  disarm  the  western  fury,  while  in- 
land gales  from  north  and  east  leap  into 
the  clouds  from  the  uplands.  Well  aware 
of  all  their  bliss,  and  feeling  worthy  of  it, 
the  blameless  citizens  pour  forth,  upon  a 
mild  spring  evening,  to  give  one  another 
the  time  of  day,  to  gaze  at  the  labors  of 
men  upon  the  sea,  and  to  take  the  sweet 
leisure,  the  breeze,  and  the  browse.  The 
gray  old  conies  of  curule  rank,  prime 
senators  of  the  sandy  beach,  and  father 
of  the  father-land, hold  a just  session  upon 
the  head  borough,  and  look  like  brown 
loaves  in  the  distance.  But  these  are  co- 
nies of  great  mark  and  special  character, 
full  of  light  and  leading,  because  they 
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have  been  shot  at,  and  understand  how  to 
avoid  it  henceforth.  They  are  satisfied 
to  chew  very  little  bits  of  stuff,  and  par- 
ticular to  have  no  sand  in  it,  and  they 
hunch  their  round  backs  almost  into  one 
another,  and  double  up  their  legs  to  keep 
them  warm,  and  reflect  on  their  friends7 
gray  whiskers.  And  one  of  their  truest 
pleasures  is,  sitting  snug  at  their  own 
doors,  to  watch  their  children's  gambols. 

For  this  is  the  time,  with  the  light  upon 
the  slope,  and  the  freshness  of  salt  flow- 
ing in  from  the  sea,  when  the  spirit  of 
youth  must  be  free  of  the  air,  and  the 
quickness  of  life  is  abounding.  Without 
any  heed  of  the  cares  that  are  coming, 
or  the  prick-eared  fears  of  the  elders,  a 
fine  lot  of  young  bunnies  with  tails  on 
the  frisk  scour  everywhere  over  the  war- 
ren. Up  and  down  the  grassy  dips  and 
yellow  piles  of  wind-drift,  and  in  and  out 
of  the  ferny  coves  and  tussocks  of  rush 
and  ragwort,  they  scamper,  and  caper, 
and  chase  one  another,  in  joy  that  the 
winter  is  banished  at  last, and  the  glorious 
sun  come  back  again. 

Suddenly,  as  at  the  wave  of  a wand, 
they  all  stop  short  and  listen.  The  sun 
is  behind  them,  low  and  calm,  there  is  not 
a breath  of  wind  to  stir  their  flax, not  even 
the  feather  of  a last  year’s  bloom  has 
moved,  unless  they  moved  it.  Yet  signal 
of  peril  has  passed  among  them;  they 
curve  their  soft  ears  for  the  sound  of  it, 
and  open  their  sensitive  nostrils,  and  pat 
upon  the  ground  with  one  little  foot  to 
encourage  themselves  against  the  panting 
of  their  hearts  and  the  traitorous  length 
of  their  shadows. 

Ha!  Not  for  nothing  was  their  fear 
this  day.  An  active  and  dangerous  speci- 
men of  the  human  race  was  coming,  light- 
ly and  gracefully  skimming  the  moss, 
above  salt-water  reach,  of  the  stepping- 
stones.  The  steps  are  said  to  be  a thou- 
sand years  old,  and  probably  are  of  half 
that  age,  belonging  to  a time  when  sound 
work  was,  and  a monastery  flourished  in 
the  valley.  Even  though  they  come  down 
from  great  Hercules  himself,  never  have 
they  been  crossed  by  a prettier  foot  or  a 
fairer  form  than  now  came  gayly  over 
them.  But  the  rabbits  made  no  account 
of  that.  To  the  young  man  with  the  adze 
they  were  quite  accustomed,  and  they 
liked  him,  because  he  minded  his  own 
business,  and  cared  nothing  about  theirs; 
but  of  this  wandering  maiden  they  had 
no  safe  knowledge,  and  judged  the  worst, 


and  all  rushed  away,  some  tenscore  strong, 
giving  notice  to  him  as  they  passed  the 
boat  that  he  also  had  better  be  cautious. 

Daniel  was  in  a sweet  temper  now,  by 
virtue  of  hard  labor  and  gratified  wit.  By 
skill  and  persistence  and  bodily  strength 
he  had  compassed  a curve  his  father  had 
declared  impossible  without  a dock-yard. 
Three  planks  being  fixed,  he  was  sure  of 
the  rest,  and  could  well  afford  to  stop,  to 
admire  the  effect,  and  feel  proud  of  his 
work,  and  of  himself  the  worker.  Then 
the  panic  of  the  conies  made  him  turn  his 
head,  and  the  quick  beat  of  his  heart  was 
quickened  by  worse  than  bodily  labor. 

Miss  Dolly  Darling  was  sauntering 
sweetly,  as  if  there  were  only  one  sex  in 
the  world,  and  that  an  entirely  divine 
one.  The  gleam  of  spring  sunset  was 
bright  in  her  hair,  and  in  the  soft  gar- 
nish of  health  on  her  cheeks,  and  the  vig- 
orous play  of  young  life  in  her  eyes; 
while  the  silvery  glance  of  the  sloping 
shore,  and  breezy  ruffle  of  the  darkening 
sea,  did  nothing  but  offer  a foil  for  the 
form  of  the  shell-colored  frock  and  the 
sky-blue  sash. 

Young  Daniel  fell  back  upon  his  half- 
shaped work,  and  despised  it,  and  him- 
self, and  everything,  except  what  he  was 
afraid  to  look  at.  In  the  hollow  among 
the  sand-hills  where  the  cradle  of  the 
boat  was,  fine  rushes  grew,  and  tufts  of 
ragwort,  and  stalks  of  last  year’s  thistles, 
and  sea-osiers  where  the  spring  oozed 
down.  Through  these  the  white  ribs  of 
the  rising  boat  shone  forth  like  an  ele- 
phant’s skeleton;  but  the  builder  enter- 
tained some  hope,  as  well  as  some  fear,  of 
being  unperceived. 

But  a far  greater  power  than  his  own 
was  here.  Curved  and  hollow  ships  are 
female  in  almost  all  languages,  not  only 
because  of  their  curves  and  hollows,  but 
also  because  they  are  craft — so  to  speak. 

“Oh,  Captain  Tugwell,  are  you  at 
work  still  ? Why,  you  really  ought  to 
have  gone  with  the  smacks.  But  perhaps 
you  sent  your  son  instead.  I am  so  glad 
to  see  you  I It  is  such  nice  company  to 
hear  you!  I did  not  expect  to  be  left 
alone,  like  this.’7 

“If  you  please,  miss,  it  isn’t  father  at 
all.  Father  is  gone  with  the  fishing  long 
ago.  It  is  only  me,  Daniel,  if  you  please, 
miss.” 

“ No,  Daniel,  I am  not  pleased  at  all.  I 
am  quite  surprised  that  you  should  work 
so  late.  It  scarcely  seems  respectable.” 
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Al  Ihte  the  young  man  was  bo  much  er  women  hear  .of  it.  And  then  out-of- 
amaxed  that  he  coUld  - only  stare. • MthilO . $00*$'  fejp.&i1©’ ;tlie  same  as  Iambs/* 
she  walked  off,  duty  of  **It  m moat  Do^ratefUl  and  traitorous 

bt&isself  ‘ m ir^r  g;€K>d  .'opinion  of  you  io  your  own  mother  tb  talk  so, 
•struck  him.  Then  he  threw  ori  ins  coat  Your  mother  spoilt  yoh,  ami  this  is. all 
and  ran  after  her  the  thanks  she.  ^L?!  Wait  Ull  you  have 

/If  you  please,  M.Vs#  Dolly— will  you  n vri fe  of  your  o^n,-  Master  Darnel  V' 
please..  Miss  I>oily  ,?\’  he  .called.  a*  she  -‘Wait  till  I am  dead  then.  X:  may;/ Miss 
made,  oif  few*  'the  s^fi|*iug,-st{>nes ;'  bin  she  Dol  .fy,rr  be  answered  , with  a depth  of  yoice 
did  not  thru  romub  thotighdivr: name  was  which  frightened  her  for  a mcfheni;  dn<l 
■*  Mitat  jbnlfy"  all  over ‘Spriu^haven , ami  then  he  s-criiled  and  said.  /3  beg  your  par 
aim  Irked  iY  ‘"You are  hoaiid  b>  Hfop,  don,1'  as  gracefully  as  any  g,e»Uenutf*. 
mis#/*  hr-  ^oold  say  it 5, / * but  let  me  &eo  you  safe  to 

and  eriWi,  /What  rib  you  mbaa  by  siicli  yp-ur/^wA 1 ;.wu'gh vpelbk ; 

. pie  ahout|ifim  ixovFv  and  the  times  are  not 

u Not  stay  Tttftiffr*  Txfl  an-  <pMte  m ihmr  peed  ia;  yyhyes  we  were 

swered,  humbly,  inasmuch  it*  bad  *vfighim&  daily  / 

obeyed  him  / * * .an  A ; ‘ distance, 

' and  ttef;Van  forw&rd  f*hi  opened  the 
arc.,  bound  In  evplafo  what  you  s.ud  con  white  gsde.  *' Good-uigt*^  Dmuek,v  the 
cermng  tno,  now  jun  ‘ young  Judy  $cdd,  as  he  lifted  his  workfog* 

- 0)h  ^bout  your  working  so  late,  you  cup  to hf44?ivhowingiiis  brightcorls^gatnst 
mea-h  •.  I otto^d  good  advice  lb  yonT  I the  darkening  sea;  &wt  very  niiidy 
Udnk  it  ia  xvri'wigf  'that- yon  Should  gi^dt£,  Obliged*  to  you,  and  T do  hope  I Ju*v&  iiOh 
wMn  everybody  tdse  has  left  ojEf  long  ago.  said  artyfhmg-  to  vex:  you.'  1 hay*  jabyec 
Put  perhaps  yontr  father  makes  you.'1  forgotten  all  you  did  for  me,  and  you 

■ bather  is  a just  man/  *>a hi  young  mjust  not  mind  the  way  I have  of  z&j bag 
T 1 1 ^ aLth  i n ^ u p feiA  ^>Wn  i « t4g^i*i tyr ; tiring-sY 

uhOV?i  Htid  then  hw  7ba.y  iu4tb  a'  crooked  / Wbal  a sharise  it  apfmr — what 
twist,  or  such  iiko;  but  1m  neerr  guefb  a tearful  sUamoat  is.  ; >Tm.  wUsspereu  to 
out  - # jdi*y  -to ' h-i^^:o.(>wie%e>.  0C  herself bdriaed  ihwrigh  the  trees— 
hatliiidlb^nlhard  upSo  ib&xSb1*1  day  i but  ^itmkbe  hpthmg  but  a Ssfcei^ 

:^.?jtibKjc  molhe?  of -her.  man  1 He  }$  ^ ^htletriun  ih  ^yctything 
ways.  Y/m  -umfet^tafid-,  t33i&?,  how  the  but  birth  and  ^rieMiori;,  and  SO  strong* 
womemfoik  go  on  in  a house;  till  the  oth  %u&  so  brave,  'and  so  gooddookittg  1/ 


THE  HOME  ACRE. 

BY  E.  P.  ROE. 


m.— THE  GARDEN. 


WE  now  approach  that  part  of  the  acre 
to  which  its  possessor  will  proba- 
bly give  his  warmest  and  most  frequent 
thoughts— the  garden.  If  properly  made 
and  conducted,  it  will  yield  a revenue 
which  the  wealth  of  the  Indies  could  not 
purchase,  for  who  ever  bought  in  market 
the  flavor  of  fruit  and  vegetables  raised 
by  one’s  own  hands  or  under 'our  own 
eyes  ? Sentiment  does  count.  A boy  is 
a boy,  but  it  makes  a vast  difference 
whether  he  is  our  boy  or  not.  A garden 
may  soon  become  a part  of  the  man  him- 
self, and  he  be  a better  man  for  its  care. 
Wholesome  are  the  thoughts  and  schemes 
it  suggests;  healthful  are  the  blood  and 
muscle  resulting  from  its  products  and 
labor  therein.  Even  with  the  purse  of  a 
millionaire  the  best  of  the  city’s  markets 
is  no  substitute  for  a garden,  for  nature 
and  life  are  here,  and  these  are  not  bought 
and  sold.  From  stalls  and  peddlers’  wag- 
ons people  can  buy  but  dead  and  dying 
things.  The  indolent  epicure's  enjoyment 
of  game  is  not  the  relish  of  the  sportsman 
who  has  taken  his  dinner  direct  from  the 
woods  and  waters. 

I am  often  told,  “It  is  cheaper  to  buy 
fruit  and  vegetables  than  to  raise  them.” 
I have  nothing  to  say  in  reply.  There 
are  many  cheap  things  that  we  can  have; 
experience  has  proved  that  one  of  the  best 
things  to  have  is  a garden,  either  to  work 
in  or  to  visit  daily  when  the  season  per- 
mits. We  have  but  one  life  to  live  here, 
and  to  get  the  cheapest  things  out  of  it  is  a 
rather  poor  ambition. 

There  are  multitudes  who  can  never 
possess  an  acre,  more  or  less,  and  who 
must  obtain  Nature’s  products  at  second 
hand.  This  is  not  so  great  a misfortune 
as  to  have  no  desire  for  her  companion- 
ship, or  wish  to  work  under  her  direction 
in  dewy  mornings  and  shadowy  even- 
ings. We  may  therefore  reasonably  sup- 
pose that  the  man  who  has  exchanged  his 
city  shelter  for  a rural  home  looks  for- 
ward to  the  garden  with  the  natural,  pri- 
mal instinct,  and  is  eager  to  make  the 
most  of  it  in  all  its  aspects.  Then  let  us 
plunge  in  medias  res  at  once. 

The  ideal  soil  for  a garden  is  a mellow, 
sandy  loam,  underlaid  with  a subsoil  that 
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is  not  too  open  or  porous.  Such  ground 
is  termed  “grateful,”  and  it  is  not  the 
kind  of  gratitude  which  has  been  defined 
as  “a  lively  appreciation  of  favors  to 
come,”  which  is  true  of  some  other  soils. 
This  ideal  land  remembers  past  favors; 
it  retains  the  fertilizers  with  which  it  has 
been  enriched,  and  returns  them  in  the 
form  of  good  crops  until  the  gift  is  ex- 
hausted ; therefore  it  is  a thrifty  as  well 
as  a grateful  soil.  The  owner  can  bring 
it  up  to  the  highest  degree  of  fertility, 
and  keep  it  there  by  judicious  manage- 
ment. This  sandy  loam — nature’s  blend- 
ing of  sand  and  clay — is  a safe  bank* 
The  manure  incorporated  with  it  is  a de- 
posit which  can  be  drawn  against  in  fruit 
and  vegetables,  for  it  does  not  leach  away 
and  disappear  with  one  season’s  rains. 

Light,  thin,  sandy  soil,  with  a porous  or 
gravelly  subsoil,  is  of  a very  different 
type,  and  requires  different  treatment. 

It  is  a spendthrift.  No  matter  how  much 
you  give  it  one  year,  it  very  soon  requires 
just  so  much  more.  You  can  enrich  it, 
but  you  can’t  keep  it  rich.  Therefore  you 
must  manage  it  as  one  would  take  care  of 
a spendthrift,  giving  what  is  essential  at 
the  time,  and  in  a way  that  permits  as  lit- 
tle waste  as  possible.  I shall  explain  this 
treatment  more  fully  further  on. 

In  the  choice  of  a garden  plot  you  may 
be  restricted  to  a stiff,  tenacious,  heavy 
clay.  Now  you  have  a miser  to  deal  with 
— a soil  that  retains,  but  in  many  cases 
makes  no  proper  use  of,  what  it  receives. 
Skill  arid  good  management,  however,  can 
improve  any  soil, and  coax  luxuriant  crops 
from  the  most  unpropitious. 

We  will  speak  first  of  the  ideal  soil  al- 
ready mentioned,  and  hope  that  the  acre 
contains  an  area  of  it  of  suitable  dimen- 
sions for  a garden.  What  should  be  the 
first  step  in  this  case  ? Why,  to  get  more 
of  it.  A quarter  of  an  acre  can  be  made 
equal  to  half  an  acre.  You  can  about 
double  the  garden,  without  adding  to  it 
an  inch  of  surface,  by  increasing  the  depth 
of  good  soil.  For  instance,  ground  has 
been  cultivated  to  the  depth  of  six  or  sev- 
en inches.  Try  the  experiment  of  stir- 
ring the  soil  and  enriching  it  one  foot 
downward,  or  eighteen  inches,  or  even  two 
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feet,  and  see  what  vast  differences  will 
result.  With  every  inch  you  go  down, 
making  all  friable  and  fertile,  you  add 
just  so  much  more  to  root  pasturage. 
When  you  wish  to  raise  a great  deal,  in- 
crease your  leverage.  Roots  are  your 
levers;  and  when  they  rest  against  a deep 
fertile  soil  they  lift  into  the  air  and  sun- 
shine products  that  may  well  delight  the 
eyes  and  palate  of  the  most  fastidious. 
We  suggest  that  this  thorough  deepening, 
pulverization,  and  enriching  of  the  soil  be 
done  at  the  start,  when  the  plough  can  be 
used  without  any  obstructions.  If  there 
are  stones,  rocks,  roots — anything  which 
prevents  the  treatment  which  a garden 
plot  should  receive,  there  is  a decided  ad- 
vantage in  clearing  them  all  out  at  the 
beginning.  Last  fall  I saw  a half -acre 
that  was  swampy,  and  so  encumbered 
with  stones  that  one  could  walk  all  over 
it  without  stepping  off  the  rocks.  The 
land  was  sloping,  and  therefore  capable 
of  drainage.  The  proprietor  put  three 
men  to  work  on  the  lower  side  with  picks, 
shovels,  and  blasting  tools.  They  turned 
the  soil  over  to  the  depth  of  eighteen 
inches,  taking  out  every  stone  larger  than 
a walnut.  Eight  or  ten  feet  apart  deep 
ditches  were  cut,  and  the  stones,  as  far  as 
possible,  placed  in  these.  The  rest  were 
carted  away  for  a heavy  wall.  You  may 
say  it  was  expensive  work.  So  it  was; 
yet  so  complete  a garden  spot  was  made 
that  I believe  it  would  yield  a fair  inter- 
est in  potatoes  alone.  I relate  this  in- 
stance to  show  what  can  be  done.  A more 
forbidding  area  for  a garden  in  its  origi- 
nal state  could  scarcely  be  found.  Enough 
vegetables  and  fruit  can  be  raised  from  it 
hereafter,  with  annual  fertilizing,  to  sup- 
ply a large  family,  and  it  will  improve 
every  year  under  the  refining  effects  of 
frost,  sun,  and  cultivation. 

It  should  be  remembered  that  culture 
does  for  soil  what  it  does  for  people.  It 
mellows,  brings  it  up,  and  renders  it  ca- 
pable of  finer  products.  Much,  indeed, 
can  be  done  with  a crude  piece  of  land 
in  a single  year  when  treated  with  the 
thoroughness  that  has  been  suggested,  and 
some  strong-growing  vegetables  may  be 
seen  at  their  best  during  the  first  season, 
but  the  more  delicate  vegetables  thrive 
better  with  successive  years  of  cultiva- 
tion. No  matter  how  abundantly  the 
ground  may  be  enriched  at  first,  time  and 
chemical  action  are  required  to  transmute 
the  fertilizers  into  the  best  forms  of  plant 


food,  and  make  them  a part  of  the  very 
soil  itself.  Ploughing  or  spading,  espe- 
cially if  done  in  late  autumn,  exposes  the 
mould  to  the  beneficial  action  of  the  air 
and  frost,  and  the  garden  gradually  takes 
on  the  refined,  mellow,  fertile  character 
which  distinguishes  it  from  the  ordinary 
field. 

In  dealing  with  a thin,  sandy  soil  one 
has  almost  to  reverse  the  principles  just 
given.  Yet  there  is  no  cause  for  discour- 
agement. Fine  results,  if  not  the  best, 
can  be  secured.  In  this  case  there  is 
scarcely  any  possibility  for  a thorough 
preparation  of  the  soil  from  the  start.  It 
can  gradually  be  improved,  however,  by 
making  good  its  deficiencies,  the  chief  of 
which  is  the  lack  of  vegetable  mould. 
If  I had  such  soil  I would  rake  up  all  the 
leaves  I could  find,  employ  them  as  bed- 
ding for  my  cow  and  pigs  (if  I kept  any), 
and  spread  the  compost  heap  resulting  on 
the  sandy  garden.  The  soil  is  already 
too  light  and  warm,  and  it  should  be  our 
aim  to  apply  fertilizers  tending  to  coun- 
teract this  defect.  A nervous,  excitable 
person  should  let  stimulants  alone,  and 
take  good,  solid,  blood-making  food.  This 
illustration  suggests  the  proper  course  to 
be  taken.  Many  a time  I have  seen  ac- 
tion the  reverse  of  this  resulting  disas- 
trously. For  instance,  a man  carts  on  his 
light  thin  soil  hot  fermenting  manure 
from  the  horse  stable,  and  ploughs  it  un- 
der. Seeds  are  planted.  In  the  moist, 
cool,  early  spring  they  make  a great  start, 
feeling  the  impulse  of  the  powerful  stim- 
ulant. There  is  a hasty  and  unheal thful 
growth,  but  long  before  maturity  the  days 
grow  long  and  hot,  drought  comes,  and 
the  garden  dries  up.  Therefore  every  ef- 
fort should  be  made  to  supply  cool  ma- 
nures with  staying  qualities,  such  as  are 
furnished  by  decayed  vegetable  matter 
composted  with  the  cleanings  of  the  cow 
stable.  We  thus  learn  the  value  of  fall- 
en leaves,  muck  from  the  swamp,  etc.,  and 
they  also  bring  with  them  but  few  seeds 
of  noxious  vegetation. 

On  the  other  hand,  stolid,  phlegmatic 
clay  requires  the  stimulus  of  manure  from 
the  horse  stable.  It  can  be  ploughed  un- 
der at  once,  and  left  to  ferment  and  decay 
in  the  soil.  The  process  of  decomposi- 
tion will  tend  to  banish  its  cold,  inert 
qualities,  and  make  the  ground  loose,  open, 
and  amenable  to  the  influences  of  frosty 
sun,  and  rain. 

Does  the  owner  of  light,  warm  soils  ask, 
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“ What,  then,  shall  I do  with  my  stable 
manure,  since  you  have  said  that  it  will 
be  an  injury  to  my  garden  ?”  I have  not 
said  this— only  that  it  will  do  harm  if  ap- 
plied in  its  raw,  hot,  fermenting  state. 
Compost  it  with  leaves,  sod,  earth,  muck, 
anything  that  will  keep  it  from  burning 
up  with  its  own  heat.  If  you  can  obtain 
no  such  ingredients,  have  it  turned  over 
and  exposed  to  the  air  so  often  that  it  will 
decay  without  passing  through  a process 
approaching  combustion.  When  it  has 
become  so  thoroughly  decomposed  as  to 
resemble  a fine  black  powder,  you  have  a 
fertilizer  superior  to  any  high-priced  pat- 
ent compound  that  can  be  bought.  Fur- 
ther on  I will  show  how  it  can  be  used 
both  in  this  state  and  also  in  its  crude 
condition  on  light  soils  with  the  best 
results. 

It  is  scarcely  possible  to  lay  too  much 
stress  on  this  subject  of  fertilizers.  The 
soil  of  the  garden  plot  looks  inert;  so  does 
heavy  machinery ; but  apply  to  it  the  prop- 
er motive  power,  and  you  have  activity 
at  once.  Manure  is  the  motive  power  to 
soil,  and  it  should  be  applied  in  a way 
and  degree  to  secure  the  best  results.  To 
produce  some  vegetables  and  fruits  much 
is  required;  in  other  growths,  very  little. 

In  laying  out  a garden  there  are  sev- 
eral points  to  be  considered.  The  propri- 
etor may  be  more  desirous  of  securing 
some  degree  of  beauty  in  the  arrangement 
than  of  obtaining  the  highest  condition  of 
productiveness.  If  this  be  true,  he  may 
plan  to  make  down  its  centre  a wide, 
gravelled  walk,  with  a grape  arbor  here 
and  there,  and  fruit  trees  and  flowers  in 
borders  on  each  side  of  the  path.  So  far 
from  having  any  objection  to  this  ar- 
rangement, I should  be  inclined  to  adopt 
it  myself.  It  would  be  conducive  to  fre- 
quent visits  to  the  garden  and  to  loun- 
ging in  it,  especially  if  there  be  rustic  seats 
under  the  arbors.  I am  inclined  to  favor 
anything  which  accords  with  my  theory 
that  the  best  products  of  a garden  are 
neither  eaten  nor  sold.  From  such  a walk 
down  the  middle  of  the  garden  the  pro- 
prietor can  glance  at  the  rows  of  vegeta- 
bles and  small  fruits  on  either  side,  and 
daily  note  their  progress.  What  he  loses 
in  space  and  crops  he  gains  in  pleasure. 

Nor  does  he  lose  much,  for  if  the  bor- 
ders on  each  side  of  the  path  are  planted 
with  grape-vines,  peach  and  plum  trees, 
flowers  and  shrubs,  the  very  ground  he 
walks  on  becomes  part  of  their  root  pas- 
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turage.  At  the  same  time  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  the  roots  will  also  extend  with 
depleting  appetites  into  the  land  devoted 
to  vegetables.  The  trees  and  vines  above 
will,  to  some  extent,  cast  an  unwhole- 
some shade.  He  who  has  set  his  heart  on 
the  biggest  cabbages  and  best  potatoes  in 
town  must  cultivate  them  in  ground  open 
to  the  sky,  and  unpervaded  by  any  roots 
except  their  own.  If  the  general  fruit- 
fulness of  the  garden  rather  than  perfec- 
tion in  a few  vegetables  is  desired,  the 
borders,  with  their  trees,  vines,  and  flow- 
ers, will  prove  no  objection.  Moreover, 
when  it  comes  to  competing  in  cabbage, 
potatoes,  etc.,  the  proprietor  of  the  home 
acre  will  find  that  some  Irishman,  by  the 
aid  of  his  redolent  pig-pen,  will  surpass 
him.  The  roots  and  shade  extending 
from  his  borders  will  not  prevent  him 
from  growing  good  vegetables,  if  not  the 
largest. 

We  will  therefore  suppose  that,  as  the 
simplest  and  most  economical  arrange- 
ment, he  has  adopted  the  plan  of  a walk 
six  feet  wide  extending  through  the  cen- 
tre of  his  garden.  As  was  the  case  with 
the  other  paths,  it  will  be  greatly  to  his 
advantage  to  stake  it  out  and  remove 
about  four  inches  of  the  surface  soil, 
piling  it  near  the  stable  to  be  used  for 
composting  purposes  or  in  the  earth- 
closet.  The  excavation  thus  made  should 
be  filled  with  small  stones  or  cinders,  and 
then  covered  with  fine  gravel.  A walk 
that  will  be  dry  at  all  times  is  thus  se- 
cured, and  it  will  be  almost  wholly  free 
from  weeds.  In  these  advantages  alone 
one  is  repaid  for  the  extra  first  cost,  and 
in  addition  the  rich  surface  soil  obtained 
will  double  the  bulk  and  value  of  the  fer- 
tilizers with  which  it  is  mixed. 

Having  made  the  walk,  borders  five  feet 
wide  can  be  laid  out  on  each  side  of  it, 
and  the  soil  in  these  should  be  as  rich 
and  deep  as  any  other  parts  of  the  gar- 
den. What  shall  be  planted  in  these  bor- 
ders will  depend  largely  on  the  tastes  of 
the  gardener,  but,  as  has  been  suggested, 
there  will  assuredly  be  one  or  more  shad- 
owy grape  arbors  under  which  the  pro- 
prietor can  retire  to  provide  horticultural 
strategy.  This  brings  us  to  that  chef- 
d'oeuvre  of  nature, 

The  vine.  It  climbs  by  its  tendrils,  and 
they  appear  to  have  clasped  the  heart  of 
humanity.  Among  the  best  of  Heaven’s 
gifts,  it  has  sustained  the  worst  perver- 
sions. But  we  will  refrain  from  a tem- 
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perance  lecture ; also  from  sacred  and 
classical  reminiscences.  The  world  is  not 
composed  of  monks  who  thought  to  es- 
cape temptation  — and  vainly,  too  — in 
stony  cells.  To  some  the  purple  cluster 
suggests  Bacchanal  revelry ; to  others,  sit- 
ting under  one’s  own  vine  and  fig-tree — 
in  brief,  a home.  The  vine  is  like  woman, 
the  inspiration  of  the  best  and  the  worst. 

It  may  well  become  one  of  the  dreams 
of  our  life  to  own  land  if  for  no  other  rea- 
son than  that  of  obtaining  the  privilege 
of  planting  vines.  As  they  take  root,  so 
will  we;  and  after  we  have  eaten  their 
delicious  fruit,  the  very  thought  of  leaving 
our  acre  will  be  repugnant.  The  litera- 
ture of  the  vine  would  fill  a library;  the 
literature  of  love  would  crowd  many  li- 
braries. It  is  not  essential  to  read  every- 
thing before  we  start  a little  vineyard  or 
go  a-courting. 

It  is  said  that  about  two  thousand  known 
and  named  varieties  of  grapes  have  been 
and  are  being  grown  in  Europe,  and  all 
these  are  supposed  to  have  been  developed 
from  one  species  (Vitis  vinifera),  which 
originally  was  the  wild  product  of  nature, 
like  those  growing  in  our  thickets  and 
forests.  One  can  scarcely  suppose  this 
possible  when  contemplating  a cluster  of 
Tokay  or  some  other  highly  developed  va- 
riety of  the  hot-house.  Yet  the  native 
vine,  which  began  to  “yield  fruit  after  his 
kind,  the  third  day”  (whatever  may  have 
been  the  length  of  that  day),  may  have 
been,  after  all,  a good  starting-point  in  the 
process  of  development.  One  can  hardly 
believe  that  the  “one  cluster  of  grapes” 
which  the  burdened  spies,  returning  from 
Palestine,  bore  “between  two  of  them 
upon  a staff,”  was  the  result  of  high  sci- 
entific culture.  In  that  clime,  and  when 
the  world  was  young,  nature  must  have 
been  more  beneficent  than  now.  It  is 
certain  that  no  such  cluster  ever  hung 
from  the  native  vines  of  this  land,  yet  it 
is  from  our  wild  species,  whose  fruit  the 
Indians  shared  with  the  birds  and  foxes 
(when  not  hanging  so  high  as  to  be  sour), 
that  we  have  developed  the  delicious  va- 
rieties of  our  out -door  vineyards.  For 
about  two  centuries  our  forefathers  kept 
on  planting  vines  imported  from  Europe, 
only  to  meet  with  failure.  Nature,  that 
had  so  abundantly  rewarded  their  efforts 
abroad,  quietly  checkmated  them  here. 
At  last  American  fruit-growers  took  the 
hint,  and  began  developing  our  native 
species.  Then  nature  smiled,  and  as  a 


lure  along  this  correct  path  of  progress 
gave  such  incentives  as  the  Isabella,  the 
Catawba,  and  Concord.  We  are  now  be- 
wildered by  almost  as  great  a choice  of 
varieties  from  native  species  as  they  have 
abroad,  and  as  an  aid  to  selection  I will 
again  give  the  verdict  of  some  of  the  au- 
thorities. 

The  choice  of  Hon.  Norman  J.  Col  man, 
Commissioner  of  Agriculture : “ Early  Vic- 
tor, Worden,  Martha,  Elvira,  Cynthiana.” 
This  is  for  the  region  of  Missouri.  For 
the  latitude  of  New  Jersey,  A.  S.  Fuller’s 
selection:  “Delaware,  Concord,  Moore’s 
Early,  Antoinette  (white),  Augusta  (white), 
Goethe  (amber) . ” E.  S.  Carmen : 4 4 Moore’s 
Early  [you  cannot  praise  this  too  much. 
The  quality  is  merely  that  of  the  Con- 
cord; but  the  vines  are  marvels  of  per- 
fect health,  the  bunches  large,  the  ber- 
ries of  the  largest  size.  They  ripen  all 
at  once,  and  are  fully  ripe  when  the  Con- 
cord begins  to  color],  Worden,  Brighton, 
Victoria  (white),  Niagara  (white),  El  Do- 
rado. [This  does  not  thrive  everywhere, 
but  the  grapes  ripen  early — September  1, 
or  before — and  the  quality  is  perfection — 
white.]”  Choice  of  P.  J.  Berckman,  for 
the  latitude  of  Georgia:  4 4 White  grapes 
— Peter  Wylie,  Triumph,  Maxatawny, 
Scuppernong.  Red  grapes  — Delaware, 
Berckman’s,  Brighton.  Black — Concord, 
Ives.” 

As  I have  over  a hundred  varieties  in 
bearing  I may  venture  to  express  an  opin- 
ion also.  I confess  that  I am  very  fond 
of  those  old  favorites  of  our  fathers,  the 
Isabella  and  Catawba.  They  will  not 
ripen  everywhere  in  our  latitude,  yet  I 
seldom  fail  to  secure  a good  crop.  Last 
fall  we  voted  the  Isabella  almost  unsur- 
passed. If  one  has  warm,  well-drained 
soil,  or  can  train  a vine  near  the  south 
side  of  a building,  I should  advise  the  trial 
of  this  fine  old  grape.  The  Iona,  Brighton, 
and  Agawam  also  are  great  favorites  with 
me.  We  regard  the  Diana,  Wyoming  Red, 
Perkins,  and  Rogers  hybrids,  Lindley, 
Wilder,  and  Amenia,  as  among  the  best. 
The  Rebecca,  Duchess,  Lady  Washington, 
and  Purity  are  fine  white  grapes.  I have 
not  yet  tested  the  Niagara.  Years  ago  I 
obtained  of  Mr.  James  Ricketts,  the  prize- 
taker  for  seedling  grapes,  two  vines  of  a 
small  wine  grape  called  the  Bacchus.  To 
my  taste  it  is  very  pleasant  after  two  or 
three  slight  frosts. 

Our  list  of  varieties  is  long  enough,  and 
one  must  be  fastidious  indeed  who  does 
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not  find  some  to  suit  his  taste.  In  many 
localities  the  chief  question  is,  what  kinds 
can  I grow?  In  our  favored  region  on 
the  Hudson  almost  all  the  out  door  grapes 
will  thrive,  but  as  we  go  north  the  seasons 
become  too  cool  and  short  for  some  kinds, 
and  proceeding  south  the  summers  are  too 
long  and  hot  for  others.  The  salt  air  of 
the  sea-coast  is  not  conducive  to  vine  cul- 
ture, and  only  the  most  vigorous,  like  the 
Concord  and  Moore's  Early,  will  resist  the 
mildew  blight.  We  must  therefore  do  the 
best  we  can,  and  that  will  be  very  well 
indeed  in  most  localities. 

Because  our  list  of  good  grapes  is  al- 
ready so  long,  it  does  not  follow  that  we 
have  reached  the  limit  of  development  by 
any  means.  When  we  remember  that 
almost  within  a lifetime  our  fine  varie- 
ties have  been  developed  from  the  wild 
northern  Fox  grape  {Viti8  labrusca ),  the 
Summer  grape  ( aestivalis ),  Frost  (< cordifo - 
lia),  we  are  led  to  think  that  perhaps  we 
have  scarcely  more  than  crossed  the  stile 
which  leads  into  the  path  of  progress.  If 
I should  live  to  keep  up  my  little  speci- 
men vineyard  ten  years  longer,  perhaps 
the  greater  part  of  the  varieties  now  cul- 
tivated will  have  given  place  to  others. 
The  delicious  Brighton  requires  no  more 
space  than  a sour  defective  variety;  while 
the  proprietor  starts  with  the  best  kinds 
he  can  obtain,  he  will  find  no  restraint  be- 
yond his  own  ignorance  or  carelessness 
that  will  prevent  his  replacing  the  Brigh- 
ton with  a variety  twice  as  good  when  it 
is  developed.  Thus  vine -planting  and 
grape- tasting  stretch  away  into  an  allu- 
ring and  endless  vista. 

When  such  exchanges  are  made, we  do 
not  recommend  the  grafting  of  a new  fa- 
vorite on  an  old  vine.  This  is  a pretty 
operation  when  one  has  the  taste  and  lei- 
sure for  it,  and  a new,  high-priced  variety 
can  sometimes  be  obtained  speedily  and 
cheaply  in  this  way.  Usually,  however, 
new  kinds  soon  drop  down  within  the 
means  of  almost  any  purchaser,  and  there 
are  advantages  in  having  each  variety 
growing  upon  its  own  root.  Nature  yields 
to  the  skill  of  the  careful  gardener,  and 
permits  the  insertion  of  one  distinct  varie- 
ty of  fruit  upon  another,  but  with  the  vine 
she  does  not  favor  this  method  of  propa- 
gation and  change  as  in  the  case  of  pears 
and  apples,  where  the  graft  forms  a close, 
tenacious  union  with  the  stock  in  which 
it  is  placed.  Mr.  Fuller  writes,  “On  ac- 
count of  the  peculiar  structure  of  the 
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wood  of  the  vine,  a lasting  union  is  sel- 
dom obtained  when  grafted  above-ground, 
and  is  far  from  being  certain  even  when 
grafted  below  the  surface  by  the  ordinary 
method.”  The  vine  is  increased  so  rea- 
dily by  easy  and  natural  methods,  to  be 
explained  hereafter,  that  he  who  desires 
nothing  more  than  to  secure  a good  sup- 
ply of  grapes  for  the  table  can  dismiss  the 
subject.  On  the  other  hand,  those  who 
wish  to  amuse  themselves  by  experiment- 
ing with  nature  can  find  abundant  en- 
joyment in  not  only  grafting  old  vines, 
but  also  in  raising  new  seedlings,  among 
which  he  may  obtain  a prize  which  will 
“astonish  the  natives.”  Those,  how- 
ever, whose  tastes  carry  them  to  such 
lengths  in  vine  culture  will  be  sure  to  pur- 
chase exhaustive  treatises  on  the  subject, 
and  will  therefore  give  no  heed  to  these 
simple  practical  papers.  It  is  my  aim  to 
enable  the  business  man  returning  from 
his  city  office,  or  the  farmer  engrossed 
with  the  care  of  many  acres,  to  learn  in  a 
few  moments,  from  time  to  time,  just  what 
he  must  do  to  supply  his  family  abundant- 
ly with  fruits  and  vegetables. 

If  one  is  about  to  adopt  grape  culture 
as  a calling,  common-sense  requires  that 
he  should  locate  in  some  region  peculiar- 
ly adapted  to  the  vine.  If  the  possessor 
of  a large  farm  purposes  to  put  several 
acres  in  vineyard,  he  also  should  aim  to 
select  a soil  and  exposure  best  suited  to 
his  purpose.  Two  thousand  years  ago 
Virgil  wrote,  “Nor  let  thy  vineyard  bend 
toward  the  sun  when  setting.”  The  in- 
ference is  that  the  vines  should  face  the 
east  if  possible,  and  from  that  day  to 
this  eastern  and  southern  exposures  have 
been  found  the  best.  Yet  climate  modi- 
fies even  this  principle.  In  the  South,  I 
would  plant  my  vineyard  on  a northwest- 
ern slope,  or  on  the  north  side  of  a belt  of 
woods,  for  the  reason  that  the  long  hot 
days  there  would  cause  too  rapid  an  evap- 
oration from  the  foliage  of  vines,  and  en- 
feeble if  not  kill  them.  In  the  limited 
space  of  the  home  acre  one  can  use  only 
such  land  as  he  has,  and  plant  where  he 
must,  but  if  the  favorable  exposures  indi- 
cated exist,  it  would  be  well  to  make  the 
most  of  them.  I can  mention,  however, 
as  encouragement  to  many  that  I saw,  last 
fall,  splendid  grapes  growing  on  perfectly 
level  and  sandy  soil  in  New  Jersey. 

A low-lying,  heavy,  tenacious  clay  is 
undoubtedly  the  worst  ground  in  which 
to  plant  a vine,  and  yet  by  thorough  drain- 
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age,  a liberal  admixture  of  sand  and  light 
fertilizers,  it  can  be  made  to  produce  good 
grapes  of  some  varieties;  a light  sandy 
soil,  if  enriched  abundantly  with  well-de- 
cayed vegetable  and  barn-yard  manures, 
gives  wider  scope  in  choice  of  kinds;  while 
on  the  ideal  well-drained  sandy  loam  that 
we  have  described,  any  out -door  grape 
can  be  planted  hopefully  if  the  garden  is 
sufficiently  removed  from  the  sea-board. 

As  a general  truth  it  may  be  stated  that 
any  land  in  a condition  to  produce  a fine 
crop  of  corn  and  potatoes  is  ready  for  the 
vine.  This  would  be  true  of  the  entire 
garden  if  the  suggestions  heretofore  made 
have  been  carried  out.  Therefore  the  bor- 
ders which  have  been  named  are  ready  to 
receive  the  vines,  which  may  be  planted 
in  either  spring  or  fall.  I prefer  the  fall 
season  for  several  reasons.  The  ground 
is  usually  drier  then  and  crumbles  more 
finely;  the  young  vine  becomes  well  es- 
tablished and  settled  in  its  place  by  spring, 
and  even  forms  new  roots  before  the  grow- 
ing season  begins,  and  in  eight  cases  out 
of  ten  makes  a stronger  growth  than  fol- 
lows spring  planting;  it  is  work  accom- 
plished when  there  is  usually  the  greatest 
leisure.  If  the  ground  is  ready  in  early 
spring,  I should  advise  no  delay.  A year’s 
growth  is  gained  by  setting  out  the  vines 
at  once.  As  a rule  I do  not  advise  late 
spring  planting,  that  is,  after  the  buds 
have  started  on  the  young  vines.  They 
may  live,  but  usually  they  scarcely  do 
more  the  first  year. 

In  ordering  from  a nursery  I should 
ask  for  vigorous,  well-rooted,  two-year-old 
vines,  and  I should  be  almost  as  well  con- 
tented with  first-class  one-year-olds.  If 
any  one  should  advertise  “extra  large, 
strong  vines,  ready  to  bear  at  once,”  I 
should  have  nothing  to  do  with  him. 
That’s  a nursery  trick  to  get  rid  of  old 
stock.  The  first  year  after  the  shock  of 
removal  a vine  should  not  be  permitted 
to  bear  at  all,  and  a young  vigorous  vine 
is  worth  a dozen  old  stunted  ones. 

Having  procured  the  vines,  keep  them 
in  a cool,  moist  place  until  ready  to  plant. 
Never  permit  the  roots  to  become  dry, 
and  if  some  of  them  are  long  and  naked, 
shorten  them  to  two  feet,  so  as  to  cause 
them  to  throw  out  side  fibrous  roots,  which 
are  the  true  feeders.  Excavate  holes  of 
ample  size,  so  that  all  the  roots  may  be 
spread  out  naturally.  If  you  have  rea- 
son to  think  the  ground  is  not  very  good, 
two  or  three  quarts  of  fine  bone-dust  thor- 


oughly mixed  with  the  soil  that  is  placed 
on  and  about  the  roots  will  give  a fine 
send-off.  Usually  a good  mulch  of  any 
kind  of  barn-yard  manure  placed  on  the 
surface  after  planting  will  answer  all  pur- 
poses. Before  filling  in  the  hole  over  the 
roots,  place  beside  the  vine  a stout  stake 
six  or  seven  feet  high.  This  will  be  all 
the  support  required  the  first  year.  Cut 
back  the  young  vine  to  three  buds,  and 
after  they  get  well  started,  let  but  one 
grow.  If  the  planting  is  done  in  the  fall, 
mound  the  earth  up  over  the  little  vine  at 
the  approach  of  winter  so  as  to  cover  it  at 
least  six  inches  below  the  surface.  In 
spring  uncover  again  as  soon  as  hard 
frosts  are  over,  say  early  April  in  our  lat- 
itude. Slow -growing  varieties,  like  the 
Delaware,  may  be  set  out  six  feet  apart ; 
strong  growers,  like  the  Concord,  eight 
feet.  Vines  cannot  be  expected  to  thrive 
under  the  shade  of  trees,  or  to  fight  an 
unequal  battle  in  ground  filled  with  the 
roots  of  any  other  vegetation. 

Vines  may  be  set  out  not  only  in  the 
garden  borders,  but  also  in  almost  any 
place  where  their  roots  will  not  be  inter- 
fered with,  and  where  their  foliage  will 
receive  plenty  of  light  and  air.  How 
well  I remember  the  old  Isabella  vines 
that  clambered  on  a trellis  over  the  kitch- 
en door  at  my  childhood’s  home ! In  this 
sunny  exposure,  and  in  the  reflected  heat 
of  the  building,  the  clusters  were  always 
the  sweetest  and  earliest  ripe.  A ton  of 
grapes  may  be  secured  annually  by  erect- 
ing trellises  against  the  sides  of  buildings, 
walls,  and  poultry-yard,  wdiile  at  the  same 
time  the  screening  vines  furnish  grateful 
shade  and  no  small  degree  of  beauty. 
With  a little  petting,  such  scattered  vines 
are  often  enormously  productive.  An 
occasional  pail  of  soapsuds  gives  them  a 
drink  which  eventually  flushes  the  thick- 
ly hanging  clusters  with  exquisite  color. 
People  should  dismiss  from  their  minds 
the  usual  method  of  European  cultivation, 
wherein  the  vines  are  tied  to  short  stakes, 
and  made  to  produce  their  fruit  near  the 
ground.  This  method  can  be  employed 
if  we  find  pleasure  in  the  experiment.  At 
Mr.  Fuller’s  place  I saw  fine  examples  of 
it.  Stubby  vines  with  stems  thick  as 
one’s  wrist  rose  about  three  feet  from  the 
ground,  then  branched  off  on  every  side, 
like  an  umbrella,  with  loads  of  fruit. 
Only  one  supporting  stake  was  required. 
This  method  evidently  is  not  adapted  to 
our  climate  and  species  of  grape,  since  in 
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that  case  plenty  of  keen,  practical  fruit- 
growers would  have  adopted  it.  I am 
glad  this  is  true,  for  the  vine-clad  hills  of 
France  do  not  present  half  so  pleasing  a 
spectacle  as  an  American  corn  field.  The 
vine  is  beautiful  when  grown  as  a vine 
and  not  as  a stub,  and  well-trained,  well- 
fed  vines  on  the  home  acre  can  be  devel- 
oped to  almost  any  length  required,  shad- 
ing and  hiding  with  greenery  every  un- 
sightly object,  and  hanging  their  finest 
clusters  far  beyond  the  reach  of  the  preda- 
tory small  boy. 

We  may  now  consider  the  vines  plant- 
ed and  growing  vigorously,  as  they  will 
in  most  instances  if  they  have  been  pre- 
pared for  and  planted  according  to  the 
suggestions  already  given.  Now  begins 
the  process  of  guiding  and  assisting  Na- 
ture. Left  to  herself,  she  will  give  a su- 
perabundance of  vine,  with  sufficient  fruit 
for  purposes  of  propagation  and  feeding 
the  birds.  Our  object  is  to  obtain  the 
maximum  of  fruit  from  a minimum  of 
vine.  The  little  plant,  even  though  grown 
from  a single  bud,  will  sprawl  over  every- 
thing near  it  in  three  or  four  years  if  un- 
checked. Pruning  can  begin  even  before 
midsummer  of  the  first  year.  The  single 
green  shoot  will  by  this  time  begin  to  pro- 
duce what  are  termed  laterals.  The  care- 
ful cultivator  who  wishes  to  throw  all  the 
strength  and  growth  into  the  main  shoot 
will  pinch  these  laterals  back  as  soon  as 
they  form  one  leaf.  Each  lateral  will 
start  again  from  the  axil  of  the  leaf  that 
has  been  left,  and  having  formed  another 
leaf,  should  again  be  cut  off.  By  repeat- 
ing this  process  during  the  growing  sea- 
son you  have  a strong  single  cane  by  fall 
reaching  probably  beyond  the  top  of  the 
supporting  stake.  In  our  latitude  I advise 
that  this  single  cane — that  is,  the  vine 
— be  cut  back  to  within  fifteen  inches  of 
the  surface  when  the  leaves  have  fallen 
and  the  wood  has  well  ripened,  say  about 
the  middle  of  November,  and  that  the  part 
left  be  bent  over  and  covered  with  earth. 
When  I say  bent  over,  I do  not  mean  at 
right  angles,  so  as  to  admit  of  the  possibil- 
ity of  its  being  broken,  but  gently  and 
judiciously.  I cover  with  earth  all  my 
vines  except  the  Concords  and  Isabellas 
just  before  hard  freezing  weather,  and 
even  these  two  hardy  kinds  I weight 
down  close  to  the  ground.  I have  never 
failed  to  secure  a crop  from  vines  so  treat- 
ed. Two  men  will  protect  over  a hun- 
dred vines  in  a day. 


In  early  April  the  young  vine  is  uncov- 
ered again,  and  now  the  two  uppermost 
buds  are  allowed  to  grow  and  form  two 
strong  canes  instead  of  one,  and  on  this 
new  growth  four  or  five  clusters  of  grapes 
may  be  permitted  to  mature  if  the  vine  is 
vigorous.  If  it  is  feeble,  take  off  all  the 
fruit,  and  stimulate  the  vine  into  greater 
vigor.  Our  aim  is  not  to  obtain  half  a 
dozen  inferior  clusters  as  soon  as  possible, 
but  to  produce  a vine  that  will  eventually 
almost  supply  a family  by  itself.  If  sev- 
eral varieties  have  been  planted,  some  will 
be  found  going  ahead  rampantly;  others 
will  exhibit  a feebler  growth,  which  can 
be  hastened  and  greatly  increased  by  en- 
riching the  surface  of  the  soil  around 
them,  and  by  a pail  of  soap-suds  now  and 
then  in  May  or  June,  but  not  later,  unless 
there  should  be  a severe  drought.  There 
should  be  no  effort  to  produce  much 
growth  during  the  latter  part  of  the  sum- 
mer and  early  autumn,  for  then  both  the 
wood  and  roots  will  be  immature  and  un- 
ripened when  frost  begins,  and  thus  the 
vine  receive  injury.  For  this  reason  it 
is  usually  best  to  apply  fertilizers  to  vines 
in  the  fall,  for  if  given  in  the  spring  a 
late  unhealthful  growth  is  often  produced. 
Throughout  all  subsequent  years  manure 
must  be  applied  judiciously.  You  may 
tell  the  hired  man  to  top-dress  the  ground 
about  the  vines,  and  he  will  probably  treat 
all  alike;  a vine  that  is  already  growing 
so  strongly  that  it  can  scarcely  be  kept 
within  bounds  will  receive  as  much  as 
one  that  is  slow  and  feeble  in  its  develop- 
ment. This  is  worse  than  waste.  Each 
vine  should  be  treated  in  accordance  with 
its  condition  and  habit  of  growth. 

Stakes  will  answer  as  supports  to  the 
vines  during  the  first  and  second  seasons, 
but  thereafter  trellises  or  arbors  are  need- 
ed. The  latter  will  probably  be  employed 
over  the  central  walk  of  the  garden,  and 
can  be  constructed  after  several  simple 
and  pretty  designs,  which  I leave  to  the 
taste  of  the  reader.  If  vines  are  planted 
about  buildings,  fences,  etc.,  trellises  can 
be  made  of  anything  preferred,  from  gal- 
vanized wire,  slats,  or  rustic  poles  fasten- 
ed to  strong,  durable  supports.  If  vines 
are  to  be  trained  scientifically  in  the  open 
garden,  I should  recommend  the  trellises 
figured  on  pages  120  and  142  of  Mr.  Ful- 
ler’s work,  The  Grape  Culturist.  These, 
beyond  anything  I have  seen,  appear  the 
best  adapted  for  the  following  out  of  a 
careful  system  of  pruning  and  training. 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


884 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Unless  the  reader  has  had  experience, 
or  is  willing  to  give  time  for  the  mastery 
of  this  subject,  I should  advise  that  he 
employ  an  experienced  gardener  to  prune 
his  vines  after  the  second  year.  It  is  a 
brief  task,  but  a great  deal  depends  upon 
it.  In  selecting  a man  for  the  work  I 
should  require  something  more  than  ex- 
aggerated and  personal  assurances.  In 
almost  every  locality  there  are  trustwor- 
thy, intelligent  gardeners  who  will  do 
this  work  for  a small  sum  until  the  pro- 
prietor has  learned  the  art  himself,  if  so 
inclined.  I would  also  employ  the  same 
man  in  spring  to  tie  up  the  vines  and 
train  them. 

If  one  is  not  ambitious  to  secure  the. 
best  results  attainable,  he  can  soon  learn 
to  perform  both  the  tasks  well  enough  to 
obtain  fairly  good  fruit  in  abundance.  It 


should  be  our  constant  aim  not  to  permit 
long,  naked  reaches  of  wood  in  one  part 
of  the  vine  and  great  smothering  bunches 
of  fruit  and  foliage  in  another  part.  Of 
course  the  roots,  stem,  and  leading  arms 
should  be  kept  free  from  useless  shoots 
and  sprouts,  but  having  reached  the  trel- 
lis, the  vine  should  be  made  to  distribute 
bearing  fruit  spurs  evenly  over  it.  Much 
can  be  learned  about  pruning  from  books, 
and  by  watching  an  expert  gardener  while 
giving  the  annual  pruning,  but  the  true 
science  of  trimming  a vine  is  best  acquired 
by  watching  buds  develop,  by  noting  what 
they  will  do,  where  they  go,  and  how  much 
space  they  will  take  up  in  a single  sum- 
mer. In  this  way  one  will  eventually  re- 
alize how  much  is  wrapped  up  in  the  in- 
significant little  buds,  and  how  great  the 
folly  of  leaving  too  many  on  the  vine. 


FACE  TO  FACE. 

BY  PAUL  H.  HAYNfi. 


SAD  mortal ! couldst  thou  but  know 
What  truly  it  means  to  die, 

The  wings  of  thy  soul  would  glow, 

And  the  hopes  of  thy  heart  beat  high ; 
Thou  wouldst  turn  from  the  Pyrrhonist 
schools, 

And  laugh  their  jargon  to  scorn, 

As  the  babble  of  midnight  fools 
Ere  the  morning  of  Truth  be  born: 
But  I,  earth’s  madness  above, 

In  a kingdom  of  stormless  breath — 

I gaze  on  the  glory  of  love 
In  the  unveiled  face  of  Death. 

I tell  thee  his  face  is  fair 

As  the  moon-bow’s  amber  rings, 

And  the  gleam  in  his  unbound  hair 
Like  the  flush  of  a thousand  Springs; 
His  smile  is  the  fathomless  beam 
Of  the  star-shine’s  sacred  light, 

When  the  Summers  of  Southland  dream 
In  the  lap  of  the  holy  Night: 

For  I,  earth’s  blindness  above, 

In  a kingdom  of  halcyon  breath — 

I gaze  on  the  marvel  of  love 
In  the  unveiled  face  of  Death. 

In  his  eyes  a heaven  there  dwells — 

But  they  hold  few  mysteries  now — 
And  his  pity  for  earth’s  farewells 
Half  furrows  that  shining  brow; 
Souls  taken  from  Time’s  cold  tide 
He  folds  to  his  fostering  breast, 


And  the  tears  of  their  grief  are  dried 
Ere  they  enter  the  courts  of  rest: 

And  still,  earth’s  madness  above, 

In  a kingdom  of  stormless  breath, 

I gaze  on  a light  that  is  love 
In  the  unveiled  face  of  Death. 

Through  the  splendor  of  stars  impearled 
In  the  glow  of  their  far-off  grace, 

He  is  soaring  world  by  world, 

With  the  souls  in  his  strong  em- 
brace; 

Lone  ethers,  unstirred  by  a wind, 

At  the  passage  of  Death  grow  sweet, 
With  the  fragrance  that  floats  behind 
The  flash  of  his  winged  retreat: 

And  I,  earth’s  madness  above, 

’Mid  a kingdom  of  tranquil  breath, 
Have  gazed  on  the  lustre  of  love 
In  the  unveiled  face  of  Death. 

But  beyond  the  stars  and  the  sun 
I can  follow  him  still  on  his  way, 

Till  the  pearl-white  gates  are  won 
In  the  calm  of  the  central  day. 

Far  voices  of  fond  acclaim 

Thrill  down  from  the  place  of  souls, 
As  Death,  with  a touch  like  flame, 
Uncloses  the  goal  of  goals; 

And  from  heaven  of  heavens  above 
God  speaketh  with  bateless  breath — 
My  angel  of  perfect  love 

Is  the  angel  men  call  Death  1 
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there  on  the  sensitive  plate,  and  that  the 
plate  is  permanently  affected  by  the  im- 
pressions. The  pity  of  it  is  that  the  world 
is  so  full  of  these  undeveloped  knowledges 
of  people  worth  knowing  and  friendships 
worth  making. 

The  comfort  of  leaving  some  things  to 
the  imagination  was  impressed  upon  our 
travellers  when  they  left  the  narrow- 
gauge  railway  at  the  mountain  station, 
and  identified  themselves  with  other  tour- 
ists by  entering  a two-horse  wagon  to  be 
dragged  wearily  up  the  hill  through  the 
woods.  The  ascent  would  be  more  toler- 
able if  any  vistas  were  cut  in  the  forest  to 
give  views  by  the  way;  as  it  was,  the  mo- 
notony of  the  pull  upward  was  only  re- 
lieved by  the  society  of  the  passengers. 
There  were  two  bright  little  girls  off  for  a 
holiday  with  their  Western  uncle,  a big, 
good-natured  man  with  a diamond  breast- 
pin, and  his  voluble  son,  a lad  about  the 
age  of  his  little  cousins,  whom  he  con- 
stantly pestered  by  his  rude  and  domina- 
ting behavior.  The  boy  was  a product 
which  it  is  the  despair  of  all  Europe  to 
produce,  and  our  travellers  had  great  de- 
light in  him  as  an  epitome  of  American 
4 4 smartness.”  He  led  all  the  conversa- 
tion, had  confident  opinions  about  every 
thing,  easily  put  down  his  deferential 
papa,  and  pleased  the  other  passengers  by 
his  self-sufficient,  know-it-all  air.  To  a 
boy  who  had  travelled  in  California  and 
seen  the  Alps  it  was  not  to  be  expected 
that  this  humble  mountain  could  afford 
much  entertainment,  and  he  did  not  at- 
tempt to  conceal  his  contempt  for  it. 
When  the  stage  reached  the  Rip  Van 
Winkle  House,  half-way,  the  shy  school- 
girls were  for  indulging  a little  sentiment 
over  the  old  legend,  but  the  boy,  who  con- 
cealed his  ignorance  of  the  Irving  ro- 
mance until  his  cousins  had  prattled  the 
outlines  of  it,  was  not  to  be  taken  in  by 
any  such  chaff,  and  though  he  was  a lit- 
tle staggered  by  Rip's  own  cottage,  and  by 
the  sight  of  the  cave  above  it  which  is  la- 
belled as  the  very  spot  where  the  vaga- 
bond took  his  long  nap,  he  attempted  to 
bully  the  attendant  and  drink-mixer  in 
the  hut,  and  openly  flaunted  his  incre- 
dulity until  the  bar-tender  showed  him  a 
long  bunch  of  Rip's  hair, which  hung  like 
a scalp  on  a nail,  and  the  rusty  barrel 
and  stock  of  the  musket.  The  cabin  is, 
indeed,  full  of  old  guns,  pistols,  locks  of 
hair,  buttons,  cartridge-boxes,  bullets, 
knives,  and  other  undoubted  relics  of  Rip 


and  the  Revolution.  This  cabin,  with  its 
facilities  for  slaking  thirst  on  a hot  day 
which  Rip  would  have  appreciated,  over 
a hundred  years  old  according  to  infor- 
mation to  be  obtained  on  the  spot,  is  real- 
ly of  unknown  antiquity,  the  old  boards 
and  timber  of  which  it  is  constructed  hav- 
ing been  brought  down  from  the  Mount- 
ain House  some  forty  years  ago. 

The  old  Mountain  House,  standing  upon 
its  ledge  of  rock,  from  which  one  looks 
down  upon  a map  of  a considerable  por- 
tion of  New  York  and  New  England, with 
the  lake  in  the  rear,  and  heights  on  each 
side  that  offer  charming  walks  to  those 
who  have  in  contemplation  views  of  na- 
ture or  of  matrimony,  has  somewhat  lost 
its  importance  since  the  vast  Catskill  re- 
gion has  come  to  the  knowledge  of  the 
world.  A generation  ago  it  was  the  cen- 
tre of  attraction,  and  it  was  understood 
that  going  to  the  Catskills  was  going 
there.  Generations  of  searchers  after  im- 
mortality have  chiselled  their  names  in 
the  rock  platform,  and  the  one  who  sits 
there  now  falls  to  musing  on  the  vanity 
of  human  nature  and  the  transitoriness 
of  fashion.  Now  New  York  has  found 
that  it  has  very  convenient  to  it  a great 
mountain  pleasure-ground;  railways  and 
excellent  roads  have  pierced  it,  the  varied 
beauties  of  rocks,  ravines,  and  charming 
retreats  are  revealed,  excellent  hotels  ca- 
pable of  entertaining  a thousand  guests 
are  planted  on  heights  and  slopes  com- 
manding mountain  as  well  as  lowland 
prospects,  great  and  small  boarding- 
houses cluster  in  the  high  valleys  and  on 
the  hill  sides,  and  cottages  more  thickly 
every  year  dot  the  wild  region.  Year 
by  year  these  accommodations  will  in- 
crease, new  roads  around  the  gorges  will 
open  more  enchanting  views,  and  it  is  not 
improbable  that  the  species  of  American 
known  as  the  “summer  boarder”  will 
have  his  highest  development  and  apo- 
theosis in  these  mountains. 

Nevertheless,  Mr.  King  was  not  unin- 
terested in  renewing  his  memories  of  the 
old  house.  He  could  recall  without  diffi- 
culty, and  also  without  emotion  now,  a 
scene  on  this  upper  veranda  and  a moon- 
light night  long  ago,  and  he  had  no  doubt 
he  could  find  her  name  carved  on  a beech- 
tree  in  the  wood  near  by;  but  it  was  use- 
less to  look  for  it,  for  her  name  had  been 
changed.  The  place  was,  indeed,  full  of 
memories,  but  all  chastened  and  subdued 
by  the  in-door  atmosphere,  which  impress- 
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ed  liim  as  that  of  a faded  Sunday.  He 
was  very  careful  not  to  disturb  the  deco- 
rum by  any  frivolity  of  demeanor,  and  he 
Cautioned  the  artist  on  this  point;  but  Mr. 
Forbes  declared  that  the  dining-room  fare 
kept  his  spirits  at  a proper  level.  There 
was  an  old-time  satisfaction  in  wandering 
into  the  parlor,  and  resting  on  the  hair- 
cloth sofa,  and  looking  at  the  hair  cloth 
chairs,  and  pensively  imagining  a meet- 
ing there,  with  songs  out  of  the  Moody 

3i3m-™t>Go  gle 


and  San  key  book;  and  lie  did  not  tire  of 
dropping  into  the  reposeful  reception- 
room.  where  he  never  by  any  chance  met 
any  body,  and  sitting  with  the  melotleou 
and  big  Bible  Society  edition  of  the 
Scriptures,  and  a chance  copy  of  the 
Christian  at  Play . These  amusements 
were  varied  bv  sympathetic  listening  to 
the  complaints  of  1 he  proprietor  about  the 
vandalism  of  visitors  who  w rote  with  dia- 
monds on  llie  window-panes,  so  that  the 
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glass  had  to  be  renewed,  or  scratched 
their  names  on  the  pillars  of  the  piazza, 
so  that  the  whole  front  had  to  be  repaint- 
ed, or  broke  off  the  azalea  blossoms,  or  in 
other  ways  desecrated  the  premises.  In 
order  to  fit  himself  for  a sojourn  here, 
Mr.  King  tried  to  commit  to  memory  a 
placard  that  was  neatly  framed  and  hung 
on  the  veranda,  wherein  it  was  stated  that 
the  owner  cheerfully  submits  to  all  neces- 
sary use  of  the  premises,  “but  will  not 
permit  any  unnecessary  use,  or  the  exer- 
cise of  a depraved  taste  or  vandalism.” 
There  were  not  as  yet  many  guests,  and 
those  who  were  there  seemed  to  have 
conned  this  placard  to  their  improvement, 
for  there  was  not  much  exercise  of  any 
sort  of  taste.  Of  course  there  were  two 
or  three  brides,  and  there  was  the  inevi- 
table English  nice  middle -class  tourist 
with  his  wife,  the  latter  ramroddy  and 
uncompromising,  in  big  boots  and  botan- 
ical, who,  in  response  to  a gentleman 
who  was  giving  her  information  about 
travel,  constantly  ejaculated,  in  broad 
English,  “ Yas,  yas;  ow,  ow,  ow,  really!” 
And  there  was  the  young  bride  from  Kan- 
kazoo,  who  frightened  Mr.  King  back  into 
his  chamber  one  morning  when  he  open- 
ed his  door  and  beheld  the  vision  of  a 
woman  going  toward  the  brejikfast-room 
in  what  he  took  to  be  a robe  de  nuit , but 
which  turned  out  to  be  one  of  the  “Mo- 
ther Hubbards”  which  have  had  a certain 
celebrity  as  street  dresses  in  some  parts 
of  the  West.  But  these  gayeties  palled 
after  a time,  and  one  afternoon  our  trav- 
ellers, with  their  vandalism  all  subdued, 
walked  a mile  over  the  rocks  to  the  Kaat- 
erskill  House,  and  took  up  their  abode 
there  to  watch  the  opening  of  the  season. 
Naturally  they  expected  some  difficulty 
in  transferring  their  two  trunks  round 
by  the  road,  where  there  had  been  no- 
thing but  a wilderness  forty  years  ago; 
but  their  change  of  base  was  facilitated 
by  the  obliging  hotel-keeper  in  the  most 
friendly  manner,  and  when  he  insisted 
on  charging  only  four  dollars  for  moving 
the  trunks,  the  two  friends  said  that,  con- 
sidering the  wear  and  tear  of  the  mount- 
ain involved,  they  did  not  see  how  he 
could  afford  to  do  it  for  such  a sum,  and 
they  went  away,  as  they  said,  well  pleased. 

It  happened  to  be  at  the  Kaaterskill 
House — it  might  have  been  at  the  Grand, 
or  the  Overlook — that  the  young  gentle- 
men in  search  of  information  saw  the 
Catskill  season  get  under  way.  The  phase 
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of  American  life  is  much  the  same  at  all 
these  great  caravansaries.  It  seems  to 
the  writer,  who  has  the  greatest  admi- 
ration for  the  military  genius  that  can 
feed  and  fight  an  army  in  the  field,  that 
not  enough  account  is  made  of  the  greater 
genius  that  can  organize  and  cany  on  a 
great  American  hotel,  with  a thousand  or 
fifteen  hundred  guests,  in  a short,  sharp, 
and  decisive  campaign  of  two  months,  at 
the  end  of  which  the  substantial  fruits  of 
victory  are  in  the  hands  of  the  landlord, 
and  the  guests  are  allowed  to  depart  with 
only  their  personal  baggage  and  side-arms, 
but  so  well  pleased  that  they  are  inclined 
to  renew  the  contest  next  year.  This  is 
a triumph  of  mind  over  mind.  It  is  not 
merely  the  organization  and  the  manage- 
ment of  the  army  under  the  immediate 
command  of  the  landlord,  the  accumula- 
tion and  distribution  of  supplies  upon  this 
mountain-top,  in  the  uncertainty  whether 
the  garrison  on  a given  day  will  be  one 
hundred  or  one  thousand,  not  merely  the 
lodging,  rationing,  and  amusing  of  this 
shifting  host,  but  the  satisfying  of  as 
many  whims  and  prejudices  as  there  are 
people  who  leave  home  on  purpose  to 
grumble  and  enjoy  themselves  in  the  ex- 
ercise of  a criticism  they  dare  not  in- 
dulge in  their  own  houses.  Our  friends 
had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  the  machin- 
ery set  in  motion  in  one  of  these  great  es- 
tablishments. Here  was  a vast  balloon 
structure,  founded  on  a rock,  but  built  in 
the  air,  and  anchored  with  cables,  with 
towers  and  a high-pillared  veranda,  capa- 
ble, with  its  annex,  of  lodging  fifteen  hun- 
dred people.  The  army  of  waiters  and 
chamber-maids,  of  bell-boys  and  scullions 
and  porters  and  laundry -folk,  was  ar- 
riving; the  stalwart  scrubbers  were  at 
work,  the  store-rooms  were  filled,  the  big 
kitchen  shone  with  its  burnished  coppers, 
and  an  array  of  white  capped  and  aproned 
cooks  stood  in  line  under  their  chef;  the 
telegraph  operator  was  waiting  at  her 
desk,  the  drug  clerk  was  arranging  his 
bottles,  the  newspaper  stand  was  furnish- 
ed, the  post-office  was  open  for  letters.  It 
needed  but  the  arrival  of  a guest  to  set  the 
machinery  in  motion.  And  as  soon  as  the 
guest  came,  the  band  would  be  there  to 
launch  him  into  the  maddening  gayety  of 
the  season.  It  would  welcome  his  arrival 
in  triumphant  strains;  it  would  pursue  him 
at  dinner,  and  drown  his  conversation:  it 
will  fill  his  siesta  with  martial  dreams, 
and  it  would  seize  his  legs  in  the  evening. 
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An  excursion  is  always  resented  by  the 
regular  occupants  of  a summer  resort, 
who  look  down  upon  the  excursionists, 
while  they  condescend  to  be  amused  by 
them.  It  is  perhaps  only  the  common  at- 
titude of  the  wholesale  to  the  retail  deal- 
er, although  it  is  undeniable  that  a person 
seems  temporarily  to  change  his  nature 
when  he  becomes  part  of  an  excursion; 
whether  it  is  from  the  elation  at  the  pur- 
chase of  a day  of  gayety  below  the  mar- 
ket price,  or  the  escape  from  personal  re- 
sponsibility under  a conductor,  or  the  love 
of  being  conspicuous  as  a part  of  a sort 
of  organization,  the  excursionist  is  not  on 
his  ordinary  behavior. 

An  excursion  numbering  several  hun- 
dreds, gathered  along  the  river  towns  by 
the  benevolent  enterprise  of  railway  offi- 
cials, came  up  to  the  mountain  one  day. 
The  officials  seemed  to  have  run  a drag- 
net through  factories,  workshops,  Sun- 
day-schools, and  churches,  and  scooped 
in  the  weary  workers  at  homes  and  in 
shops  unaccustomed  to  a holiday.  Our 
friends  formed  a part  of  a group  on  the 
hotel  piazza  who  watched  the  straggling 
arrival  of  this  band  of  pleasure.  For  by 
this  time  our  two  friends  had  found  a cir- 
cle of  acquaintances,  with  the  facility  of 
watering-place  life,  which  in  its  way  rep- 
resented certain  phases  of  American  life 
as  well  as  the  excursion.  A great  many 
writers  have  sought  to  classify  and  label 
and  put  into  a paragraph  a description  of 
the  American  girl.  She  is  not  to  be  dis- 
posed of  by  any  such  easy  process.  Un- 
doubtedly she  has  some  common  marks 
of  nationality  that  distinguish  her  from 
the  English  girl,  but  in  variety  she  is  prac- 
tically infinite,  and  likely  to  assume  al- 
most any  form,  and  the  characteristics  of 
a dozen  nationalities.  No  one  type  rep- 
resents her.  What,  indeed,  would  one 
say  of  this  little  group  on  the  hotel  piazza, 
making  its  comments  upon  the  excursion- 
ists ? Here  is  a young  lady  of,  say,  twen- 
ty-three years,  inclining  already  to  stout- 
ness, domestic,  placid,  with  matron  writ- 
ten on  every  line  of  her  unselfish  face, 
capable  of  being,  if  necessity  were,  a no- 
table house  keeper,  learned  in  preserves 
and  jellies  and  cordials,  sure  to  have  her 
closets  in  order,  and  a place  for  every 
remnant,  piece  of  twine,  and  all  odds  and 
ends.  Not  a person  to  read  Browning  with, 
but  to  call  on  if  one  needed  a nurse,  or  a 
good  dinner, or  a charitable  deed.  Beside 
her,  in  an  invalid's  chair,  a young  girl. 


scarcely  eighteen,  of  quite  another  sort, 
pale,  slight,  delicate,  with  a lovely  face 
and  large  sentimental  eyes,  all  nerves, 
the  product,  perhaps,  of  a fashionable 
school,  who  in  one  season  in  New  York, 
her  first,  had  utterly  broken  down  into 
what  is  called  nervous  prostration.  In 
striking  contrast  was  Miss  Nettie  Sumner, 
perhaps  twenty-one,  who  corresponded 
more  nearly  to  what  the  internationalists 
call  the  American  type;  had  evidently 
taken  school  education  as  a duck  takes 
water,  and  danced  along  in  society  into 
apparent  robustness  of  person  and  know- 
ledge of  the  world.  A handsome  girl, 
she  would  be  a comely  woman,  good-na- 
tured, quick  at  repartee,  confining  her 
knowledge  of  books  to  popular  novels,  too 
natural  and  frank  to  be  a flirt,  an  adept 
in  all  the  nice  slang  current  in  fashion- 
able life,  caught  up  from  collegians  and 
brokers,  accustomed  to  meet  men  in  pub- 
lic life,  in  hotels,  a very  “jolly”  compan- 
ion, with  a fund  of  good  sense  that  made 
her  entirely  capable  of  managing  her  own 
affairs.  Mr.  King  was  at  the  moment  con- 
versing with  still  another  young  lady, 
who  had  more  years  than  the  last-named, 
short  compact  figure,  round  girlish  face, 
good  strong  dark  eyes,  modest  in  bearing, 
self-possessed  in  manner,  sensible,  who 
made  ready  and  incisive  comments,  and 
seemed  to  have  thought  deeply  on  a large 
range  of  topics,  but  had  a sort  of  down- 
right practicality  and  cool  independence, 
with  all  her  femininity  of  bearing,  that 
rather  puzzled  her  interlocutor.  It  oc- 
curred to  Mr.  King  to  guess  that  Miss  Se- 
lina Morton  might  be  from  Boston,  which 
she  was  not,  but  it  was  with  a sort  of 
shock  of  surprise  that  he  learned  later 
that  this  young  girl,  moving  about  in  soci- 
ety in  the  innocent  panoply  of  girlhood, 
was  a young  doctor,  who  had  no  doubt 
looked  through  and  through  him  with  her 
keen  eyes,  studied  him  in  the  light  of  he- 
redity, constitutional  tendencies,  habits, 
and  environment,  as  a possible  patient.  It 
almost  made  him  ill  to  think  of  it.  Here 
were  types  enough  for  one  morning ; but 
there  was  still  another. 

The  artist  had  seated  himself  on  a rock 
a little  distance  from  the  house,  and  was 
trying  to  catch  some  of  the  figures  as  they 
appeared  up  the  path,  and  a young  girl 
was  looking  over  his  shoulder  with  an 
amused  face,  just  as  he  was  getting  an 
elderly  man  in  a long  flowing  duster, 
straggling  gray  hair,  hat  on  the  back  of 
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once,  was  nt' Southern  origin.  barn  in  Lon-  with  her  imlomiinid*;  >v<l!,nm!  ohvyw!  n: 
don  tlim  tog  the  t-ivm|*or:»ry  rcshb’ut'n  in  her  and  always  vrilb  ««  mt  of  rrihsouK  ia.  ivu) 
IkMyrbt*  there,  awd.  while  y wt  young  tW-  spirited  breeding. ; y bbiltl'.-b?;.  hbtetW*-  ift. 

jftf  bw  hattm»V  jwtwioi'*,  seeming,  hul  ye&uwnmiut  wbtywip  'ndtjo 
Bit  b luid % ftmfcU  low  yoj>e<  l>tao  ItaVr  of  a bt*  fathomed  by 

ihc  .speybudes  \yas. 


.lipit  eofer*,  winch  ^OiitnotWd-  ■with  'tlaitfc  Thu  old  man 
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presently  overtaken  by  a stout,  elderly  wo- 
man, who  landed  in  the  exhausted  condi- 
tion of  a porpoise  that  has  come  ashore, 
and  stood  regardless  of  every  tiling  but  her 
own  weight,  while  member  after  member 
of  the  party  straggled  up.  No  sooner  did 
this  group  espy  the  artist  than  they  moved 
in  his  direction.  “There's  a painter.” 
“ I wonder  what  he’s  painting.”  “Maybe 
he’ll  paint  us.”  “ Let’s  see  what  he’s  do- 
ing.” “I  should  like  to  see  a man  paint.” 
And  the  crowd  flowed  on,  getting  in  front 
of  the  sketcher,  and  creeping  round  be- 
hind him  for  a peep  over  his  shoulder. 
The  artist  closed  his  sketch-book  and  re- 
treated, and  the  stout  woman,  balked  of 
that  prey,  turned  round  a moment  to  the 
view,  exclaimed,  * ‘ Ain’t  that  elegant !”  and 
then  waddled  off  to  the  hotel. 

“I  wonder,”  Mr.  King  was  saying,  “if 
these  excursionists  are  representative  of 
general  American  life  ?” 

“If  they  are,”  said  the  artist,  “there’s 
little  here  for  my  purpose.  A good  many 
of  them  seem  to  be  foreigners,  or  of  for- 
eign origin.  Just  as  soon  as  these  people 
get  naturalized,  they  lose  the  picturesque- 
ness they  had  abroad.” 

“Did  it  never  occur  to  your  Highness 
that  they  may  prefer  to  be  comfortable 
rather  than  picturesque,  and  that  they 
may  be  ignorant  that  they  were  born  for 
artistic  purposes  ?”  It  was  the  low  voice 
of  Miss  Lamont,  and  that  demure  person 
looked  up  as  if  she  really  wanted  informa- 
tion. 

“ I doubt  about  the  comfort,”  the  artist 
began  to  reply. 

“And  so  do  I,”  said  Miss  Sumner. 
“What  on  earth  do  you  suppose  made 
those  girls  come  up  here  in  white  dresses, 
blowing  about  in  the  wind,  and  already 
drabbled  ? Did  you  ever  see  such  a lot  of 
cheap  millinery  ? I haven’t  seen  a woman 
yet  with  the  least  bit  of  style.” 

“Poor  things,  they  look  as  if  they’d 
never  had  a holiday  Wore  in  their  lives, 
and  didn’t  exactly  know  what  to  do  with 
it,”  apologized  Miss  Lamont. 

“Don’t  you  believe  it.  They’ve  been 
to  more  church  and  Sunday-school  pic- 
nics than  you  ever  attended.  Look  over 
there !” 

It  was  a group  seated  about  their  lunch 
baskets.  A young  gentleman,  the  come- 
dian of  the  party,  the  life  of  the  church 
sociable,  had  put  on  the  hat  of  one  of  the 
girls,  and  was  making  himself  so  irresisti- 
bly funny  in  it  that  all  the  girls  tittered. 


and  their  mothers  looked  a little  shame- 
faced and  pleased. 

“Well,”  said  Mr.  King,  “that’s  the 
only  festive  sign  I’ve  seen.  It’s  more 
like  a funeral  procession  than  a pleasure 
excursion.  What  impresses  me  is  the  ex- 
treme gravity  of  these  people — no  fun,  no 
hilarity,  no  letting  themselves  loose  for  a 
good  time,  as  they  say.  Probably  they 
like  it,  but  they  seem  to  have  no  capacity 
for  enjoying  themselves;  they  have  no 
vivacity,  no  gayety — what  a contrast  to 
a party  in  France  or  Germany  off  for  a 
day’s  pleasure ! — no  devices,  no  resources.  ” 

“Yes,  it’s  all  sad,  respectable,  con- 
foundedly uninteresting.  What  does  the 
doctor  say  ?”  asked  the  artist. 

“I  know  what  the  doctor  will  say,”  put 
in  Miss  Sumner,  “but  I tell  you  that 
what  this  crowd  needs  is  missionary  dress- 
makers and  tailors.  If  I were  dressed 
that  wav,  I should  feel  and  act  just  as  they 
do.  Well,  Selina  ?” 

“ It’s  pretty  melancholy.  The  trouble 
is  constant  grinding  work  and  bad  food. 
I’ve  been  studying  these  people.  The  wo- 
men are  all—” 

“Ugly,”  suggested  the  artist. 

“ Well,  ill  - favored,  scrimped  ; that 
means  ill-nurtured  simply.  Out  of  the 
three  hundred  there  are  not  half  a dozen 
well-conditioned,  filled  out  physically  in 
comfortable  proportions.  Most  of  the 
women  look  as  if  they  had  been  dragged 
out  with  in-door  work  and  little  intel- 
lectual life,  but  the  real  cause  of  physical 
degeneration  is  bad  cooking.  If  they  lived 
more  out-of-doors,  as  women  do  in  Italy, 
the  food  might  not  make  so  much  differ- 
ence, but  in  our  climate  it  is  the  prime 
thing.  This  poor  physical  state  accounts 
for  the  want  of  gayety  and  the  lack  of 
beauty.  The  men,  on  the  whole,  are  bet- 
ter than  the  women,  that  is,  the  young 
men.  I don’t  know  as  these  people  are 
overworked,  as  the  world  goes.  I dare  say, 
Nettie,  there’s  not  a girl  in  this  crowd 
who  could  dance  with  you  through  a sea- 
son. They  need  to  be  better  fed,  and  to 
have  more  elevating  recreations — some- 
thing to  educate  their  taste.”  • , 

“I’ve  been  educating  the  taste  of  one 
excursionist  this  morning,  a good -faced 
workman,  who  was  prying  about  every- 
where with  a curious  air,  and  said  he 
never’d  been  on  an  excursion  before.  He 
came  up  to  me  in  the  office,  deferentially 
asked  me  if  I would  go  into  the  parlor 
with  him,  and  pointing  to  something  hang- 
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ing  on  the  wall,  1 tUat  f live  pictupes  th  & confused  state. of 

-‘That.’!  said. ' is  a view  from  Sunset  Ruck,  nitutl,  ami  %vith  a guilty  look  of  enjoy- 
and  a very  good  urn-.'  * 'l'esV’  he  con-  nnmt,  R »ietnn*  incredible  Unit-  a person 
tinued.  walking  close  up  to  it  ■ but  \cluit  should  altem:  his  age  with  sue),  fresh- 


.tuc  4 8twt!s  mown  occd-nno* 


is  iti’  ‘Why.  >*> 
iSuh.  ti»0  plswJfed ; '•; 

__  

':1  fhhik  it''*,  just  pathetk;/'  said  Mfe 

the  view  over  there  the  cock,  colors  Laniout.  "I>on‘t  you.  Mr.  Forbes T". 

’1^,  t > .•’ »S>  • l think  it  s enwwagittg-.  It:«  « 

can  stm  a good  vrayk  x<  a.  it’s  poofy/  siyU  of  an  art  uppr^iatiou  in  this  coug- 
‘ There’s  another  OftOyT  1 trit-  ley.  Thai  nwv  «:hl  know  * pahtting-  »ext 

tec  ctmmi.ar  dov.ii.  and  itvr-s.’  WcU,  f |),ne  W secs  om\  amt  then  in-  won't  rest 
declare,  .so  it  is  ! And  tjiut's  ftiakbs ;|Ui  fi©  tioji  Wiighl.  u *hKnno,  , uwd  so  h© 

believe?  I 's'pdsd  i -pin1  go  round  atid  will  tin,"  fa  f 

look  ?’  ;..t.ierfe»ir4j>t:  Add  the  v 1 A»fd  if  he  lives  Unig  tepugli,  h«  will 

tiptoed  round  Mid  psuddr-  • Tipty  di&.of.  l&e*  painting®." 


tug.’  ‘Oh,  it  ness, pi  mind.  Rut  i think  he  is  the  only 
Oti^dd^vivjth  n Imuskam  khind^>{U’  paintings.’'  ■,  , P>.',r>- 
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TfiMit  •*  as;  .all  day.lonm  a coirrurmoM  <>f  pisra*  a^»  sxPYina'  wroowirns.  tita  bacheioks 
to  wait  ON  aERf  — i*£*  not  r “7  | 


4 But  4fioMhe  *>ii e that & Lamont  is  de rn esses  Of  beau ty . ■ ; Sicatelnog  was.  the 
going  io  Mi  JVm,v  ohyxvt  of  n\\  Miese  expeditions,  but  it  -ndf 

When  Mr  King  met  the-  party  at  the  m\y&  li.ifjpnntnl— there,  fteeoicA  a fatality 
dmuor-talvi^  the  places  of  M»ss  Lamoyjt  hi  it—  that  whenever  they  haJtkd  any- 
aplt were  •sii  tl  vac3i>(.h  Adiefo  for  a rest  .or  a view\  the  Lament 

1010^^1/4^1^  looiietl  %ign IGcah tfy  6 t tbehk  girl  wak;  st rre  tpJi&  &i\  arfiatie  pofev 

and  Of  l<  Poo,|  you  Ihtick  thtf  artist  dhiil&n*t  insist,  and  his 

there*.  stmii?thirtg. hr  it?  don’t  you  think-  whole  occupation  seemed  to  be  drawing 
they;  txm:  mtorf^ted m miAb  other  ty  Mr.  ben  with  the  Catskills  for  a background. 
King  put  down  Ids  soup  spoon,  too  modi  4 J TUeiTi  ’ be  ^«mld  say,,  “stay  just  as  y-.** 
aiuiuted  to -reply,  tiling  ci  Jiltl.e  so’V*  li  £ W.oW. 

of  any  thing  but>^ltog:  who  hajy ■ . <jte^ful ^ t Ur  lithe  figure  adapf^l 

pen  to  be  thrown  :io£othe^^^  Jtb  '■:&#?  bae.kgroaud}^^  aud  turn  y«:nif 

tbte youdg  begd  tbfe  iv^yvlo<ikIiijg  ai  mk-  The  art - 

known  eacb  otber  fdr  thi^eihays; pMifipfy  -.iM  Uygnrt  -to  dm.wvaud  every  time  bo  gave- 
in  the  most  casual  wuy;  ami  her  friends  a quick:  j?!suj<?e  upward  from  It is^  book, 

them  wre*  the  w&tfiij  face y.$n$;/  ihwfa 
t*n<l  off  .tyiy-gi  weddbig  jouniyy  Alt  th^fc. -vh 'be*  .forir  pardoii 
‘Mr  Ifi’ug  ^-bd,  after  apparent  deep  ep£fiUr  --the-  light.  W.iil.ypfi;.  please,  turn  your 
lion,  wvuo  ?$  1 suppose  if  it  wev  her*;-  »?.  ^ -ev  a Hub-  off.  tb;-u:  w-\ v — -sod* • Thtw  -»va& 
'would  h<yye  t.o  »>•*'  in  a-  tratellmg  n.e  i^ason  why  th-e  uHist  should  be  nerv- 

which  the  women  thought  frivolous.  ous  rh^  face  was  |ierh:etiy  demure ; bm 

YH'  it. ^ >yari':Mndeiijai>i^  art  ^ill  have  only  one 

ant!  Ar^;ii>h^il  a conimpu  So  tbe^  drawing  limped  ;oti-  from 

in.ir  oaf  piernr'sque  places  in . the  ovv>od  day  fo  dayvand  ihn  excursions  became  a 
j>^ a iporig  tlie  rocks,  and  ok  the  edge«i  rttnitler  of  , C'Oiuyie.  Sometiines  the  jH^rly 
of  pm-ijViet'S,  ami  they  dragged  tb*.<  yo*{  drove;  e>:hmdmg  tbetr  expioralion^.  rpdV^ 
of  tl/e.  pariy  m^ny  a rpile  :#ib>>ng*  ibe*  iii^^  ^liilatttted’by:  the  spark*- 
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ling  air,  excited  by  the  succession  of  love-  is  a natural  desire  to  make  an  aristocratic 
ly  changing  prospects,  bestowing  their  line  somewhere.  Of  course  they  saw  the 
compassion  upon  the  summer  boarders  in  Kaaterakill  Falls,  and  bought  twenty-five 
the  smartly  painted  boarding-houses,  and  cents'  worth  of  water  to  pour  over  them, 
comparing  the  other  big  hotels  with  their  and  they  came  very  near  seeing  the 
owu.  They  couldn't  help  looking  down  Haines  Falls,  but  were  a little  too  late, 
on  the  summer  boarders,  any  more  than  “Have  the  falls  been  taken  in  to-day?'’ 
cottagers  at  other  places  can  help  a feel-  asked  Marion,  seriously, 
ing  of  superiority  to  people  in  hotels.  It  “ I'm  real  sorry,  miss,”  said  the  propri- 
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otor,  " but  there'**  just  been  a party  iim*  cigar  :.  ami  the,  doctor  $md  d ccrfcdr.ly 
arid  7.' taken  the  wufer.  i .Bui'- you'  -can  go  had  the  sanitary  0bL1>euig 

down  and  look  if  you  want  to,  ami  it  damp/. . The-  - party  p.rmy  penetrated  the 
wni*t»  eo^t  you  a eeiil/1  Pfatoiyskill  Cove,  andwei'ewejl  re  welded 

They  went  down,  and  saw  where  the  Hy  its  oue 

iatk >?ugltt: i& be,-  • The  artist  said.. it  was1 ' whq  goes  ti lere  There,  'are-.  ft‘ketclu?ii;.ciif' 

a aert  of  Airy -plate  pi’dee^s,  to  be  developed  alt  tlie.se  lovely  in  a.  cemm  artist  s 

in  ih#  iiiifid:  ufterwavd  : Mv.  King*  likfeu-  book,  all  looking*  hb^^r;  very  much 
ed  it  to  a dry  smoke  without  lighting  the  Alike,  ami  rousistm;r  priueipuiiy  of  a 
;-•  • ' :v  ^v?/?  :,7Vv  \ 7*  '*-7  :.  7V?  figure  iu/a/.gTeat  variety  of 


attithdn^.  . , 

a.  i ierroux  sort  id  a 
•.triHfeih-.a»jke4..  Ms/Erieiid,/ 
vit  in  bi&  ejiamber  orerloulc- 
world:  , ;\s77  C 7’ ;/ \//  »V. 
•js  haps  it  is.,-  J h&v&  £ faury 
tlu.y  ^x*ne  people are  born  to  eiijiXjf 
ey,  aod  some  them^untaiiis. 1 
I think  it  makes  a pemto  uerv- 
'iv^  pit  a high  place.  Tins 
filing:  <*f  rdtiitaot  elevation 
* onev  it  giWs  a fellow  t?jcy 
r-uc.li  sw.se  of  bodily  repose 
.s  he  luvs  in  a yatiev.  And 
£7  - ’■  7 kfe  tyindv  itV  constantly  nag 
i ring,  rattling;  the  hhuIows 
' ; ; tfe  doors,  1 

%c.  77  oi  o t eseaf^  the  umv^t 
3j7  ' y /Th«  artist  was  turning  tliV*. 

ami  wmcnmdaliog  i'h* 

P||7';7-);:^^,^y  •'  Pt-  • lit'S-  *■  ^ketclidHkik , 
7/  r.  "The  Wt  ts^I.gist  hrlter  5uly 
^ r.  ;r  on  tho  nearshore  v 

>Jy  . "Fth »h;ddy‘  the  &*$  would 

/ivk-  nit  us  InMur  Hy o.Ur-w^y 

•oil  1 tell  you  that  Miss’  La 
outfit, cHiele  eHine  lasirngbi 
Two.  Kiehnmnd  V Ait 
Dr  Long,  ium’Ih  m<  the 
Toullier sshle  l thought 
h 7 then*  \V:vs  Tmieh  blond 

irv  . 'fe  - nu.'£^r  ■•. 

e : What  is  !<p  itkrv’ 

y 7-  ’ Vi  y Ohy  yotirt fo# fc&bie 

I * pa*a ; mid'j&’tp 

Ikisiovsn  man 

tlf-  toueii  ohthe  hyur' 

77 ; '7i; v .7 >sa.r’ 7 \Btdd;’  .‘he: . 

• ‘ : . ; .going  • |j^> • mkit  ‘; 

hi5>  liiene  ’.to',  . K^-Wr 
port  next  week  ;Ba:y 
Miss  LquhuVjI 7 
any  thing  about 
iftg  there?-  ’ 

'AVvll,  shv  diu 

f ^ : meaiioii  U the  olher 

day/1  7/-<w7;; 

The  house  was  fill- 
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ing  up,  ami,  King  thought,  losing  its 
family  aspect.  Ho  had  taken  quite  a 
liking  for  the  society  of  the  pretty  inva- 
lid girl,  and  was  fond  of  sitting  by  her, 
seeing  the  delicate  color  come  back  to 
her  cheeks,  and  listening  to  her  shrewd 
little  society  comments.  He  thought  she 
took  pleasure  in  having  him  push  her 
wheel  chair  up  and  down  the  piazza — at 
least  «he  rewarded  him  by  grateful  looks, 
and  complimented  him  by  asking  his  ad- 
vice about  reading  ami  about  being  useful 
to  others.  Like  most  young  girls  whose 
career  of  gayety  is  arrested  as  hers  was, 
she  felt  an  inclination  to  coquet  a little 
with  the  serious  side  of  life.  All  this 
had  been  pleasant  to  Mr.  King,  but  now 


that  so  many  more  guests  had  come,  he 
found  himself  most,  of  the  time  out  of 
business.  The  girl\s  chariot  was  always 
surrounded  by  admirers  and  sympathiz- 
ers. Ail  the  young  men  were  anxious  tx> 
wheel  her  up  arid  down  by  the  hour; 
there  was  always  a strife  for  this  sweet 
office;  and  at  night,  when  the  vehicle  had 
been  lifted  up  the  first  flight,  it  was  beau- 
tiful to  see  the  eagerness  of  sacrifice  ex- 
hibited by  these  young  fellows  to  wheel 
her  down  the  long  corridor  to  her  cham- 
ber. After  all,  it  is  a kindly,  unselfish 
world,  full  of  tenderness  for  women,  and 
especially  for  invalid  women  who  are 
pretty.  There  was  ail  day  long  a eompe 
tition  of  dudes  and  elderly  widowers  and 
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bachelors  to  wait  on  her.  One  thought 
she  needed  a little  more  wheeling;  anoth- 
er volunteered  to  bring  her  a glass  of  wa- 
ter; there  was  always  some  one  to  pick  up 
her  fan,  to  recover  her  handkerchief  (why 
is  it  that  the  fans  and  handkerchiefs  of 
ugly  women  seldom  go  astray?),  to  fetch 
her  shawl — was  there  any  thing  they 
could  do?  The  charming  little  heiress 
accepted  all  the  attentions  with  most  en- 
gaging sweetness.  Say  what  you  will, 
men  have  good  hearts. 

Yes,  they  were  going  to  Newport.  King 
and  Forbes,  who  had  not  had  a Fourth  of 
July  for  some  time,  wanted  to  see  what 
it  was  like  at  Newport.  Mr.  De  Long 
would  like  their  company.  But  before 
they  went  the  artist  must  make  one  more 
trial  at  a sketch — must  get  the  local  color. 
It  was  a large  party  that  went  one  morn- 
ing to  see  it  done  under  the  famous  ledge 
of  rocks  on  the  Red  Path.  It  is  a fasci- 
nating spot,  with  its  coolness,  sense  of  se- 
clusion, mosses,  wild  flowers,  and  ferns.  In 
a small  grotto  under  the  frowning  wall  of 
the  precipice  is  said  to  be  a spring,  but  it 
is  difficult  to  find,  and  lovers  need  to  go 
a great  many  times  there  in  search  of  it. 
People  not  in  love  can  sometimes  find 
a damp  place  in  the  sand.  The  question 
was  where  Miss  Lam  on  t should  pose. 
Should  she  nestle  under  the  great  ledge, 
or  sit  on  a projecting  rock  with  her  figure 
against  the  sky?  The  artist  could  not 
satisfy  himself,  and  the  girl,  always  ad- 
venturous, kept  shifting  her  position, 
climbing  about  on  the  jutting  ledge,  until 
she  stood  at  last  on  the  top  of  the  precipice, 
which  was  some  thirty  or  forty  feet  high. 
Against  the  top  leaned  a dead  balsam, 
just  as  some  tempest  had  cast  it,  its  dead 
branches  bleached  and  scraggy.  Down 
this  impossible  ladder  the  girl  announced 
her  intention  of  coming.  “No,  no,” 
shouted  a chorus  of  voices:  “go  round; 
it’s  unsafe;  the  limbs  will  break ; you  can’t 
get  through  them ; you’ll  break  your  neck.” 
The  girl  stood  calculating  the  possibility. 
The  more  difficult  the  feat  seemed,  the 
more  she  longed  to  try  it. 

“For  Heaven's  sake  don’t  try  it,  Miss 
Lamont,”  cried  the  artist. 

“ But  I want  to.  I think  I must.  You 
can  sketch  me  in  the  act.  It  will  be 
something  new.” 

And  before  any  one  could  interpose, 
the  resolute  girl  caught  hold  of  the  balsam 
and  swung  off.  A boy  or  a squirrel 
would  have  made  nothing  of  the  feat. 


But  for  a young  lady  in  long  skirts  to 
make  her  way  down  that  balsam,  squirm- 
ing about  and  through  the  stubs  and  dead 
limbs,  testing  each  one  before  she  trusted 
her  weignt  to  it,  was  another  affair.  It 
needed  a very  cool  head  and  the  skill  of  a 
gymnast.  To  transfer  her  hold  from  one 
limb  to  another,  and  work  downward, 
keeping  her  skirts  neatly  gathered  about 
her  feet,  was  an  achievement  that  the  spec- 
tators could  appreciate;  the  presence  of 
spectators  made  it  much  more  difficult. 
And  the  lookers-on  were  a good  deal  more 
excited  than  the  girl.  The  artist  had  his 
book  ready,  and  when  the  lithe  figure  was 
half-way  down,  clinging  in  a position  at 
once  artistic  and  painful,  he  began. 
“Work  fast,”  said  the  girl.  “It’s  hard 
hanging  on.”  But  the  pencil  wouldn’t 
work.  The  artist  made  a lot  of  wild 
marks.  He  would  have  given  the  world 
to  sketch  in  that  exquisite  figure,  but  ev- 
ery time  he  cast  his  eye  upward  the  peril 
was  so  evident  that  his  hand  shook.  It 
was  no  use.  The  danger  increased  as 
she  descended,  and  with  it  the  excitement 
of  the  spectators.  All  the  young  gentle- 
men declared  they  would  catch  her  if  she 
fell,  and  some  of  them  seemed  to  hope  she 
might  drop  into  their  arms.  Swing  off 
she  certainly  must  when  the  lowest  limb 
was  reached.  But  that  was  ten  feet  above 
the  ground,  and  the  alighting-place  was 
sharp  rocks  and  broken  bowlders.  The 
artist  kept  up  a pretence  of  drawing.  He 
felt  every  movement  of  her  supple  figure 
and  the  strain  upon  the  slender  arras,  but 
this  could  no t be  transferred  to  the  book.  It 
was  nervous  work.  The  girl  was  evident- 
ly getting  weary,  but  not  losing  her  pluck. 
The  young  fellows  were  very  anxious  that 
the  artist  should  keep  at  his  work;  they 
would  catch  her.  There  was  a pause;  the 
girl  had  come  to  the  last  limb;  she  was 
warily  meditating  a slide  or  a leap;  the 
young  men  were  quite  ready  to  sacrifice 
themselves ; but  somehow,  no  one  could 
tell  exactly  how,  the  girl  swung  low, 
held  herself  suspended  by  her  hands  for 
an  instant,  and  then  dropped  into  the 
right  place — trust  a woman  for  that;  and 
the  artist,  his  face  flushed,  set  her  down 
upon  the  nearest  flat  rock.  Chorus  from 
the  party,  “She  is  saved!” 

“ And  my  sketch  is  gone  up  again.” 

“I'm  sorry,  Mr.  Forbes.”  The  girl 
looked  full  of  innocent  regret.  “But 
when  I was  up  there  I had  to  come  down 
that  tree.  I couldn’t  help  it,  really.” 
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THE  STORY  OF  FEATHER  HEAD. 

BY  LIEUTENANT  H.  LEMLY,  U.S.A. 


FEATHER  HEAD  has  appeared  before  picturesque  single  file,  along  either  side 
in  these  pages.  T n a former  number  of  the  White  River,  while  its  head,  under 
of  the  Magazine  her  photograph  — that  the  skilful  guidance  of  Sharp  Nose,  had 
of  a shy  and  not  uncomely  Indian  girl—  already  debouched  upon  the  plain  and 
served  to  illustrate,  in  part,  a brief  de-  taken  the  direction  of  Hat  Creek,  a well- 
scriptive  sketch  of  life  among  the  Arrap-  known  stage  station  between  Cheyenne 
ahoes.  Lack  of  space — or  was  it  a mod-  ami  the  Black  Hills.  Thus  early  in  the 
est  disinclination  to  avow  this  youthful  march  I met  Feather  Head.  She  was  the 
conquest  ?— > caused  me  to  reserve  her  story  last  of  the  column,  and  about  200  yards 
for  a later  period.  from  the  nearest  group.  Poor  child  1 her 

The  first  time  I saw  Feather  Head  was  hands  were  full.  An  unruly  pack  had 
after  this  fashion.  I had  been  directed  caused  her  to  dismount  from  her  pony, 
to  conduct  Black  Coal's  band  of  Arrap-  Distributed  like  shafts  upon  either  side  of 
ahoes  — in  round  numbers,  1500  bucks,  another  of  these  shaggy  little  beasts  were  a 
squaws,  and  pappooses— to  the  north  side  dozen  tepee  poles,  their  smaller  ends  drag- 
of  the  Platte  River,  near  old  Fort  Caspar,  ging  elastically  upon  the  ground,  while 
en  route  to  the  Shoshone  Agency^  at  Camp  in  alarming  juxtaposition  with  the  ani- 
Brown;  and  had  made  a late  start  from  xnal's  heels  there  was  bound  a wicker  has- 
Red  Cloud  Agency,  intending  to  overtake  ket,  in  which  profoundly  slumbered,  in 
ray  charges  before  they  bad  proceeded  far  peaceful  proximity.  Feather  Head’s  twin 
upon  this  first  day’s  journey.  As  I ap  baby  brothers  and  a litter  of  puppies, 
proached,  the  village  was  strtiug  out,  in  Upon  lm  back  were  various  small  bags 
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containing  flour,  coffee,  sugar,  rice,  bacon,  tain  a discreet  distance  between  themselves 
etc.,  drawn  from  the  Indian  agent,  and  and  the  drudgery  of  the  march.  As  a 
several  pieces  of  agency  beef  still  reek-  young  campaigner  I was  not  unfamiliar 
ing  in  blood.  Feather  Head  bad  already  with  w round  turns'1  and  4 ‘half-hitches/* 
righted,  and  was  about  to  give  the  finish,-  and  beneath  our  united  efforts  the  pack 
ing  touches  to  this  motley  pack,  when  I was  soon  ad  justed,  and  the  little  cavalcade 
appeared,  and  my  Kentucky  bred  troop-  under  way. 

horse,  Much  would  never  entirely  f rater-  Although  I saw  her  many  times,  I bail 

nize  with  these  pigmy  brothers,  gave  a but  one  other  interview  with  Feather 
startled  neigh.  A quick  snort  and  a Head*  We  were  in  camp,  a few  miles 
frightened  leap  Followed  from  the  pony;  from  Fort  Fetternmn,  with  the  post  trader 
and  the  pack  lay  scattered  upon  the  of  which  frontier  station  the  Indians  were 
ground,  with  a ludicrous  intermingling  bartering  the  last  of  their  beef  hides  and 
of  baby  brothers  and  puppies.  buffalo- robes.  Since  my  encounter  with 

The  young  girl,  her  black  hair  flying  the  girl,  whenever  I had  passed  her  in  the 
in  the  wind,  a red  blanket  falling  about  long  and  slowly  marching  column,  she 
her  shoulders,  but  eon  lined  at  the  waist  hod  averted  or  partially  concealed  her  face 
by  a beaded  belt,  and  her  small  feet  en-  under  her  blanket,  whereat  the  squaws  in 
cased  in  dainty  moccasins  fancifully  cm-  the  immediate  vicinity  would  set  up  a 
broidered  in  colored  porcupine  quills,  chattering  which  could  only  be  likened 
formed  a not  unpleasiug  picture;  yet  had  to  that  of  a band  of  monkeys  in  a cacao 
she  been  the  oldest  and  ugliest  hag  in  the  grove.  It  was  evident  that  my  attention 
village,  I must  lmve  dismounted  and  gone  upon  the  occasion  of  our  first  acquaint- 
to  her  assistance.  This,  however,  was  not  juice  had  produced  an  impression  upon 
Arrapahoe  etiquette:  the  bucks  ever  main-  the  susceptible  heart  of  the  Indian  maid' 
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on,  and  that  this  fact  was  suspected  and 
garrulously  enjoyed  by  her  female  com- 
panions. Now,  as  I approached  the  fort, 
I caught  up  with  Feather  Head,  who  was 
apparently  journeying  thither  on  foot,  to- 
gether with  three  or  four  young  people 
of  her  own  sex;  and  remote  from  the  old 
squaws  of  the  tribe,  her  former  timidity 
gave  place  to  a smile  of  recognition,  as, 
half  in  jest,  half  seriously,  I made  signs 
to  her  to  mount  behind  me.  Greatly  to 
my  surprise,  the  offer  was  accepted.  Pla- 
cing one  foot  upon  my  own,  which  rested 
within  its  hooded  stirrup,  and  grasping 
my  extended  hand,  in  another  instant  she 
was  seated  astride  of  the  croup  of  my 
horse.  A short  canter  brought  us  to  the 
sutler's  door,  where  she  dismounted,  and 
was  soon  joined  by  her  laughing  compan- 
ions. Pleased  in  turn  at  this  manifesta- 
tion of  confidence,  I now  begged  her  to 
select  from  among  the  trader's  stock  of 
fancy  articles  a souvenir  of  our  ride;  but 
was  a trifle  disconcerted  when,  in  charm- 
ing ignorance  of  their  use,  she  chose  a pair 
of  garters.  Feather  Head's  ankles  were 
guiltless  of  hose,  and  so — honi  soit  qui 
maly  pense — I clasped  the  crimson  bands 
around  her  arms,  for  she  wore  sleeves. 

Certainly  my  two  encounters  with  this 
daughter  of  the  prairies  had  been  inno- 
cent enough,  yet  they  were  primarily  the 
cause  of  my  leaving  my  good  friends  the 
Arrapahoes  in  most  indecorous  haste,  and 
withal  of  barely  escaping  the  charge  of 
polygamy. 

A week  later,  and  the  village  had  safely 
crossed  to  the  north  side  of  the  Platte  Riv- 
er, at  old  Fort  Caspar.  My  work  had  been 
agreeably  and  successfully  accomplished. 
The  last  night  of  my  stay  with  these  dusky 
compag  turns  de  voyage  had  arrived.  I 
was  not  sorry,  but,  if  for  no  other  reason, 
they  regretted  my  departure  because  at 
sundry  army  stations  along  the  line  of 
march  I had  been  instrumental  at  least 
in  replenishing  their  impoverished  stock 
of  provisions  with  a better  grade  of  the 
same  than  is  usually  furnished  by  the 
Interior  Department.  Whenever  I reach- 
ed a government  station  I reported  prog- 
ress by  telegraph  to  the  ‘‘Gray  Fox" 
(General  Crook),  at  Omaha,  and  general- 
ly an  issue  of  rations  was  ordered.  When 
their  stomachs  were  full,  their  hearts  were 
glad;  and  so  it  will  be  until  the  end  of 
time — or  rather  of  the  Indian. 

It  was  not  without  difficulty  that  the 
crossing  of  the  Platte  was  effected.  Great 
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blocks  of  ice  floated  down  its  broad  chan- 
nel, and  cut  the  legs  of  the  patient  little 
ponies;  while  occasionally  a wicker  bas- 
ket, with  its  living  contents,  would  disap- 
pear for  a moment  beneath  the  dark  sur- 
face of  the  chilling  waters.  The  shrill 
voices  of  the  squaws  could  be  heard  upon 
all  sides— in  the  middle  of  the  stream; 
upon  the  southern  bank, making  the  ponies 
take  to  the  water;  upon  the  northern,  ur- 
ging them  up  its  steep  incline;  on  the  one 
shore  striking  camp, and  on  the  other  pitch- 
ing it  anew.  The  bucks  meanwhile  were 
sheltered  behind  the  neighboring  bluffs, 
and  smoking  about  hastily  improvised 
fires.  They  had  not  moved  with  their  usu- 
al good-nature  and  alacrity.  The  morn- 
ing had  opened  with  a snow-storm,  and 
the  Indian  is  always  averse  to  marching 
in  “ falling  weather,"  especially  if  accom- 
panied by  his  family.  Indeed,  it  was  only 
by  reiterated  and  emphatic  commands 
that  I had  succeeded  in  exacting  from 
them  a sullen  ol>edience.  Our  last  camp 
had  been  advantageously  placed  with  re- 
spect to  shelter,  as  well  as  wood  and  wa- 
ter— the  great  desiderata  on  the  plains — 
which  they  were  as  reluctant  to  leave  as  I 
was  eager  to  push  on  and  complete  my 
commission.  Black  Coal  and  various 
chiefs  had  severally  represented  these 
facts  to  me,  and  had  openly  manifested 
their  displeasure  when  I remained  inex- 
orable. Naturally  I was  depressed  by 
these  incidents,  and  for  the  first  time  dur- 
ing the  journey  I felt  apprehensive  of 
trouble.  But  the  day  before  we  had  pass- 
ed the  former  site  of  an  overland  stage 
station,  of  which  the  tottering  chimney 
alone  remained  to  tell  the  tragic  tale  of 
the.  red  man's  treachery,  while  in  sight  of 
camp  the  ruins  of  old  Fort  Caspar  were 
a fast-crumbling  yet  eloquent  witness  to 
savage  cruelty  and  hatred.  A few  years 
before,  this  very  band  of  Arrapahoes,  then 
at  profound  peace  with  the  whites,  al- 
though, it  is  true,  temporarily  hunting  be- 
yond the  limits  of  the  reservation,  had 
been  surprised  and  attacked  by  the  troops; 
and  previous  to  my  departure  all  but  a 
dozen  bucks,  who  were  designated  as 
hunters  for  the  party,  had  been  disarmed. 
That  morning  I had  added  another  to 
their  number  by  lending  my  own  carbine 
and  ammunition  to  a young  Indian,  who, 
because  of  his  defective  physiognomy,  re- 
joiced in  the  expressive  if  inelegant  title 
of  Broken-nose  John — a rejected  suitor, 
by -the- way,  of  Feather  Head,  whose  fa- 
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vorite  occupation  was  watching  my  every 
movement  from  a prone  position  in  the 
long  grass.  With  a feeling  of  perfect  se- 
curity and  with  rare  good-nature  I had 
acceded  to  his  unusual  request;  but  now 
the  prolonged  absence  of  both  buck  and 
carbine  added  to  my  general  uneasiness. 
The  sun  had  long  since  set,  and  an  im- 
penetrable darkness  shrouded  the  land. 
On  the  morrow  I was  to  begin  my  lonely 
return. 

While  filled  with  reflections  of  this  na- 
ture, I was  summoned  to  the  council  tent 
of  the  tribe,  where  I found  already  as- 
sembled and  seated  upon  the  ground 
Black  Coal,  with  his  lieutenant  and  head 
soldier,  Sharp  Nose,  upon  his  left,  followed 
by  Six  Feathers,  White  Horse,  Friday 
(the  interpreter),  and  other  well-known 
men  of  the  tribe.  As  usual  I was  given 
the  seat  of  honor  upon  his  right.  In  the 
centre  of  this  austere  circle  the  lodge  fire 
burned  fitfully,  now  illuminating,  now 
darkening,  the  swarthy  and  grim  visages 
of  the  sitting  chiefs,  and  alternately  ob- 
literating and  again  casting  their  shadows 
in  weird  and  heroic  proportions  upon  the 
tepee  walls.  These  were  rudely  orna- 
mented with  grotesque  figures  of  war- 
riors, not  unlike  Egyptian  hieroglyphics; 
while  at  regular  intervals  there  dangled 
hideously  a fringe  of  human  scalp-locks, 
the  color  and  texture  of  which  betrayed 
an  occasional  pale-face.  Overhead  the 
wind  whistled  dolefully  through  the  pro- 
jecting poles,  and  flapped  with  startling 
distinctness  the  canvas  - winged  smoke 
exit. 

An  unusual  and  oppressive  gravity 
seemed  to  pervade  the  entire  assemblage, 
and  in  my  preoccupied  state  of  mind 
readily  communicated  itself  to  and  fully 
possessed  me.  After  a few  moments  of 
profound  silence,  Black  Coal  arose,  and 
folding  his  blanket  about  him  like  the 
toga  of  a Roman  senator,  and  with  grace- 
ful gesticulation,  spoke  long  and  earnest- 
ly. Sharp  Nose  followed,  then  Six  Fea- 
thers, and  finally  White  Horse— my  four 
stanchest  friends  in  the  band.  Although 
I felt  I was  the  subject  of  discussion,  I 
understood  not  a word,  everything  being 
said  in  Arrapahoe,  unaccompanied  by  the 
sign  language,  with  which  I was  familiar. 

At  last  Black  Coal  filled  and  lighted 
the  tribal  calumet,  and  after  a few  pro- 
longed inhalations  and  several  mysteri- 
ous or  cabalistic  signs,  contrary  to  his 
custom,  passed  it  around  by  the  left. 
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Was  this  accidental,  or  did  it  forebode 
harm  to  me  ? Again  he  arose,  and  this 
time  selecting  a slender  twig  from  the 
burning  wood,  he  broke  it  in  two  pieces, 
and  retaining  one,  laid  the  other  at  the 
feet  of  an  old  chief,  who,  by  virtue  of  his- 
age,  usually  presided  at  their  elections. 
Sharp  Nose,  Six  Feathers,  and  White 
Horse,  as  soon  as  they  had  smoked  and 
passed  the  great  pipe,  successively  follow- 
ed the  example  of  their  leader.  What 
did  this  mean  ? A broken  twig,  I knew, 
was  sometimes  a vote.  It  also  signified 
a gift  or  sale,  since  it  enabled  the  possess- 
or of  either  piece  to  identify  the  corre- 
sponding part,  and  hence  to  safely  honor 
the  demand  of  the  bearer  thereof.  Had 
I offended  my  whilom  friends,  and  if  a 
vote,  the  unanimity  of  which  I could  not 
doubt,  after  the  common  action  of  their 
four  principal  men,  might  it  refer  to  my 
death, and  possibly  to  my  torture?  Would 
the  calumet  ever  reach  me,  or  having  re- 
versed the  usual  order  of  its  smokings 
would  I be  passed  over,  war  thus  declared, 
and  I selected  as  its  first  victim?  The 
events  of  the  day,  my  strange  surround- 
ings, and  the  morrow's  dreary  prospect 
had  combined  to  make  me  unusually  im- 
pressionable. 

At  last,  however,  the  red  clay  reached 
and  was  passed  to  me.  With  a single 
but  grateful  inhalation  of  the  kilikinic,  I 
returned  it  to  Black  Coal,  and  thus  com- 
pleted the  charmed  circle.  Then  Friday, 
the  interpreter,  arose  and  explained. 

“You  bin  good,”  he  said,  “to  Arrapa- 
hoe. He  like  you.  He  want  you  stay 
with  him.  He  make  you  good  Injun — 
big  chief;  and  you  write  Gray  Fox  for 
heap  bacon,  heap  coffee,  heap  sugar.  But 
you  no  got  squaw  and  tepee : all  cold 
when  no  squaw  make  fire.  You  like 
Feather  Head  and  Feather  Head  like  you. 
But  Feather  Head  chiefs  daughter — cost 
four  ponies.  You  no  got  ’em.  Yo’  horse 
too  big— no  good.  He  eat  corn,  but  corn 
make  bread  for  Injun.  He  6at  grass 
when  find  ’urn,  but  no  eat  cottonwood 
bark  like  pony.  So  Black  Coal  he  gin 
you  one  pony,  Sharp  Nose  he  gin  you 
one,  Six  Feathers  gin  you  one,  and  White 
Horse  gin  you  one.  Heap  ponies!  Now 
you  got  squaw.  Feather  Head  yo’  wife.” 

I saw  it  all.  The  hearts  of  my  friends 
had  warmed  toward  me  as  they  smoked, 
and  the  pipe  had  been  started  in  their  di- 
rection much  as  the  hat  is  first  passed 
among  the  most  generous  givers  at  a 
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church  meeting.  The  broken  twigs  rep- 
resented four  ponies;  the  old  chief  was 
Feather  Head’s  father;  the  girl  had  been 
bought  and  paid  for;  no  ceremony  was 
necessary.  I had  been  married  to  Feather 
Head! 

“But,”  I demurred,  “Friday,  tell  them 
that  I have  already  one  wife — a pale-face, 
off  at  the  fort.”  There  was  a show  of 
hands  around  the  circle ; Black  Coal  held 
up  three  fingers  (the  fourth  had  been  shot 
off  in  battle)  to  show  that  he  had  three 
wives,  and  a plurality  of  digits  was  every- 
where the  rule  by  a handsome  majority. 
“Explain  to  them,”  I said,  “that  the 
white  man’s  custom  is  different;  that  he 
is  content  with  a single  wife.”  A mur- 
mur of  dissent  coupled  with  irony  follow- 
ed. They  had  known  whites  at  the  agen- 
cy who  were  not  averse  to  adopting  the 
Indian  custom  in  this  respect.  All  my 
arguments  and  protestations  were  un- 
availing. Friday  suggested  a compro- 
mise to  the  effect  that  I should  stay  with 
them  for  a season — at  least  during  the 
buffalo  hunt  which  was  about  to  ensue, 
these  animals  having  been  reported  abun- 
dant on  the  Powder  River;  after  which, 
he  added,  if  I wished,  Indian  fashion  I 
might  throw  away  my  Indian  wife,  hav- 
ing paid  the  price  demanded  for  her,  and 
return  to  the  settlements.  But  my  desire 
to  be  off  was  whetted  by  an  approaching 
family  event — no  less  an  occasion,  in- 
deed, than  the  anniversary  of  my  first 
marriage ! 

Advancing  toward  my  newly  made  fa- 
ther-in-law, I loosed  from  my  person  a 
gayly  striped  Navajo  blanket,  of  so  fine  a 
texture  that  it  would  hold  water.  In  my 
best  sign  language,  assisted  by  Friday’s 
guttural  Arrapahoe,  I begged  him  to  con- 
vey this  token  to  Feather  Head,  with  the 
assurance  of  my  distinguished  considera- 
tion, and  an  implied  promise,  at  least,  that 
I would  soon  follow  in  person. 

My  ruse  succeeded  admirably,  and  ap- 
peased by  the  promise  of  an  early  mar- 
riage feast,  provided  a sufficient  number  of 
young  and  tender  dogs  could  be  obtained 
in  the  village,  the  council  broke  up.  I re- 
turned to  find  my  carbine  and  ammunition 
(minus  two  cartridges  and  accompanied 
by  a brace  of  prairie  chickens)  returned; 
but  shortly  after  midnight,  saddle  and 
bridle  in  hand,  I sallied  forth  to  look  for 


my  charger.  The  Indians  slit  the  ears  of 
their  fleetest  ponies  so  that  they  may  be 
readily  distinguished  in  the  dark,  but  I 
needed  no  such  sign  to  recognize  the  ani- 
mal I was  in  search  of.  His  size  betrayed 
him.  In  a few  moments  he  was  bridled 
and  saddled ; and  mounting,  I rode  south- 
ward, crossed  the  Platte  River,  and  effect- 
ed my  escape. 

A year  later  I was  in  camp  upon  the 
Little  Missouri  River.  One  day,  when 
engaged  in  a desperate  attempt  to  draw 
from  its  sluggish  and  muddy  current  a 
few  fish  with  which  to  vary  the  monoto- 
nous routine  of  bacon,  beans,  hard-tack, 
and  black  coffee  that  comprehended  our 
staple  articles  of  diet,  I was  surprised  by 
the  sudden  appearance  of  a solitary  Indi- 
an. My  horse  was  picketed  out  of  sight 
in  the  low  underbrush  which  lined  either 
side  of  the  stream,  and  I immediately  cov- 
ered the  intruder  with  my  Springfield  car- 
bine, the  barrel  of  which  protruded  from 
the  low  fork  of  a cottonwood-tree,  which 
thus  served  the  triple  purpose  of  rest,  con- 
cealment, and  protection.  As  the  Indian 
approached,  my  eye  became  riveted  upon 
the  blanket  which  partially  covered  his 
person  and  fell  upon  his  pony’s  flanks. 
There  could  be  no  mistake — no  two  Nava- 
jo blankets  were  ever  identical,  and  this 
was  beyond  doubt  the  same  I had  sent 
Feather  Head  the  night  of  my  departure. 
A still  nearer  approach  revealed  the  coun- 
tenance of  its  present  possessor,  and  when 
I saw  it  was  Broken-nose  John,  I returned 
the  hammer  of  my  carbine  to  its  safety- 
notch  and  stepped  from  behind  the  tree. 
Instantly  the  Indian  touched  his  left  breast 
to  signify  that  he  wras  a “ good  heart,”  or 
an  Arrapahoe,  and  then — well,  the  recog- 
nition was  mutual,  if  not  simultaneous. 
A few  signs  served  to  explain  matters. 
He  was  the  pioneer  of  a dozen  young  men 
of  his  band  who  had  been  sent  by  the  com- 
manding general  of  the  department  to  act 
as  guides  and  scouts  to  our  expedition. 
As  to  the  blanket — after  I had  left  so  un- 
ceremoniously, he  had  successfully  urged 
his  suit  with  the  discarded  Feather  Head, 
and  had  been  accepted  at  the  now  reduced 
rate  of  a single  pony;  the  blanket  had 
comprised  his  wife’s  wedding  trousseau, 
and  later  had  been  appropriated  by  Broken- 
nose  John. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


44  TTAPPY  is  the  nation  which  has  no 

jLL  history,”  and  happy  is  the  family 
without  any  startling  incidents  to  break 
the  smooth  current  of  its  uneventful 
years. 

Such,  for  a long  time,  was  the  lot  of 
the  little  family  at  the  rectory — really  a 
family  now — father,  mother,  and  child. 
And  the  child  brought  hope  with  it — hope 
and  interest  and  joy  in  life.  Sometimes 
Susannah,  looking  back  upon  old  days, 
especially  the  dark  days  after  her  little 
baby  died,  wondered  how  she  could  have 
borne  them. 

She  had  an  easier  life  now  in  many 
ways  than  she  had  ever  known.  Of 
money — alas ! how  the  lack  of  it,  or  the 
wrong  use  of  it,  strikes  at  the  very  root 
of  family  peace! — of  money  there  was 
enough,  though  nothing  to  spare,  for  with 
a larger  income  came  heavier  claims,  as 
must  always  be  the  case  with  a clergy- 
man. Still,  the  sharp  struggle  of  poverty 
was  over  forever  with  Austin  and  Susan- 
nah: and  they  soon  grew  to  love  dearly 
the  pretty  rectory,  and  simple  country 
parish,  which  had  been  to  them  a refuge, 
though  late,  from  the  storms  of  life,  and 
where  they  were  content  to  lie  at  anchor 
for  the  rest  of  their  days. 

Of  course,  no  human  lives  can  be  quite 
free  from  cares,  and  they  had  theirs;  but 
in  most  lives,  if  we  investigate  them,  far 
fewer  troubles  come  from  without  than 
from  within : and  the  Trevenas  had  known 
enough  of  real  sorrows  never  to  invent 
for  themselves  imaginary  or  unnecessary 
ones.  They  were  glad  of  happiness,  and 
made  the  most  of  it  whenever  it  came. 

For  days,  weeks,  months,  Austin  expect- 
ed his  brother’s  reappearance  with  a nerv- 
ous anxiety — a mingled  hope  and  fear, 
that  was  trying  enough  to  his  wife.  But 
Hal  never  did  reappear,  or  make  any  sign 
of  existence.  Austin’s  hope  and  Susan- 
nah’s fear — a double  fear  now,  since  that 
truly  ‘ ‘ wicked”  look  which  she  had  caught 
directed  against  her  child— gradually  sub- 
sided. 

Also  another  unspoken  dread,  which, 
when  Arthur  grew  up  from  “the  beauti- 
fulest  baby  that  ever  was  seen,”  whom  all 


Digitized  by 


Google 


the  village  was  proud  of,  into  a really 
splendid  boy,  began  to  dawn  upon  his 
adopted  mother.  What  if  his  real  mo- 
ther should  by -and -by  crave  after  the 
treasure  she  had  thrown  away,  and  insti- 
tute a search  for  him  ? Suppose  she,  or 
her  emissaries,  should  find  him,  lie  in  wait 
for  him,  perhaps  steal  him — one  or  two 
stories  of  kidnapped  children  were  in  the 
newspapers  just  then,  of  which  she  read 
every  line  with  a thrill  of  sympathetic 
anguish. 

And  once,  when  Manette  and  Arthur 
were  missing  for  three  hours,  having  con- 
trived to  lose  themselves  in  a primrose 
wood,  they  came  back,  hungry  and  hap- 
py, laden  with  primroses,  to  find  Mrs. 
Trevena,  white  as  death,  sitting  on  a 
grave-stone  in  the  church-yard,  having 
walked  miles  and  miles  in  every  direc- 
tion in  search  of  her  child.  She  clasped 
him  to  her  heart  in  such  a passion  of  love 
and  tears  that  Mr.  Trevena,  who  came  out 
for  his  evening  stroll  just  in  time  to  see 
the  happy  denouement  of  this  temporary 
tragedy,  was  quite  perplexed. 

“ My  dear,  it  all  comes  from  your  vivid 
imagination.  Don’t  sup  sorrow  with  a 
long  spoon.  He  is  a dear  child,  I own 
that,”  and  the  rector  patted  kindly  the 
curly  head  which  nestled  on  his  wife’s 
shoulder.  “But  I don’t  think  anybody 
is  likely  to  steal  him.  Babies  are  as  plen- 
tiful as  blackberries,  and  you  must  re- 
member, Susannah,  that  everybody  does 
not  consider  him  as  valuable  as  you  do.” 

She  laughed,  confessing  she  had  been 
“ very  silly.”  But  for  weeks  she  scarcely 
let  Arthur  out  of  her  sight ; and  Manette 
had  strict  orders  never  to  go  beyond  the 
garden,  the  village,  and  the  path  leading 
to  the  great  house,  and  on  no  account  to 
answer  any  one  she  met  who  might  ques- 
tion her  about  the  boy. 

This  was  literally  the  only  event  of  the 
first  six  years  of  Arthur’s  life — the  Bix 
happy  infantine  years,  all  pleasantness 
and  play,  with  no  lessons  to  learn,  for  he 
was  not  a precocious  child,  and  his  mo- 
ther preferred  physical  to  mental  devel- 
opment. His  education  had  begun,  in- 
deed, as  it  can  begin  with  every  child, 
and  should,  even  at  six  months  old;  but  it 
was  the  unconscious  education  imbibed 
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daily  and  hourly  from  everything  around 
him. 

By-and-by  life  became  to  little  Arthur 
a perpetual  question,  which  he  always 
expected  his  mother  to  answer.  She  did 
answer,  taking  unwearied  trouble  to  sat- 
isfy the  opening  mind  and  heart,  never 
throwing  the  child  back  upon  himself,  or 
stifling  his  natural  curiosity  about  the 
wonderful  world  he  had  come  to.  But 
sometimes  she  found  herself  fairly  puz- 
zled and  obliged  to  own,  frankly  and 
humbly,  “I  don’t  know,”  upon  which  he 
once  turned  upon  her  with  the  grave  an- 
swer, “ But, mammy,  you  ought  to  know.” 
A rebuke  that  made  her  study  thePques- 
tion — something  about  a steam-engine — 
and  tell  him  all  about  it  next  day. 

Dr.  Franklin’s  saying,  when  they  were 
discussing  the  future  of  her  baby,  “I  don’t 
know  whether  you  will  educate  him,  but 
I am  quite  certain  he  will  educate  you,” 
came  back  upon  her  often  as  an  amusing 
truth.  She  knew  herself  to  be  a better 
woman,  and  certainly  her  husband  was 
no  worse  man,  nor  a less  happy  man,  for 
having  that  bit  of  continual  sunshine,  “a 
child  in  the  house.” 

“I  wish  Dr.Franklin  could  see  us, ’’she 
often  thought  and  said.  But  the  worthy 
Kentuckian  seemed  to  have  melted  away 
into  thin  air.  For  two  or  three  years 
they  got  a letter  from  him,  generally  about 
the  time  of  his  godson’s  birthday,  hoping 
the  little  fellow  was  quite  well,  and  doing 
credit  to  his  adopted  family;  but  the  let- 
ters were  brief  and  formal;  the  doctor 
was  a practical  man  and  no  great  scribe. 
It  scarcely  surprised  the  Trevenas  when, 
after  a while,  his  letters  ceased,  and  theirs 
gained  no  answer. 

“Perhaps  he  is  dead,”  Susannah 
thought,  sadly,  “and  my  boy  has  one 
friend  less  in  the  world.” 

Arthur  had  no  lack  of  friends  now,  at 
any  rate.  He  was  a most  popular  little 
person.  Everybody  “spoiled”  him;  ex- 
cept that  love  never  spoils.  It  is  the  al- 
ternation of  harshness  and  weak  indul- 
gence which  ruins  many  a poor  helpless 
child,  who  is  made  detestable  to  every- 
body, not  through  its  own  fault,  but  the 
fault  of  its  relations. 

With  “King”  Arthur  it  was  not  so. 
His  mother  s tender  hand  knew  how  to 
hold  the  reins  firmly.  Her  yea  was  yea 
— her  nay,  nay ; and  the  child  soon  found 
it  out.  His  will — and  he  had  a pretty 
strong  one,  poor  little  man! — was  early 
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taught  that  it  must  be  used,  not  to  govern 
others, but  himself.  Consequently, though 
impetuous,  passionate,  and  full  of  boyish 
mischief  and  fun,  he  was  neither  a 
naughty  nor  a disagreeable  child.  From 
the  “big”  house,  with  its  constantly 
changing  tenants,  down  to  every  cottage 
in  the  parish,  everybody  made  a pet  of 
“ King”  Arthur. 

So  did  his  “papa,”  when  the  boy  grew 
old  enough  to  be  interesting.  Perhaps 
under  no  circumstances  would  Mr.  Tre- 
vena  have  been  a model  father;  he  was 
too  self-absorbed, too  much  of  the  student, 
and  it  was  by  a curious  natural  instinct 
that  Arthur  always  called  him  “papa,” 
and  Mrs.  Trevena  “mother.”  But  he  was 
very  fond  of  the  little  fellow,  who  always 
amused  and  never  troubled  him,  as  ordi- 
nary papas  are  troubled  by  their  offspring. 
And  his  kindness,  his  invariable  sweet 
temper,  and  even  his  little  oddities,  at- 
tached the  child  to  him  almost  as  much  as 
if  he  had  been  really  his  own.  For  to 
the  young  the  “tie  of  blood”  means  no- 
thing; and  kindness,  tenderness,  the  habit 
of  propinquity,  everything.  A child  often 
loves  its  nurse  far  better  than  its  mother 
— an  unheeding,  unloving  mother;  and 
many  parents  and  children,  separated  of 
necessity  for  years,  have  felt  bitterly  that 
with  all  their  efforts  it  was  absolutely  im- 
possible to  reunite  the  broken  bond. 

But  Arthur  and  his  adopted  parents 
lived  so  happily  together  that  everybody 
outside  seemed  to  have  forgotten  he  was 
not  their  own;  and  indeed  they  almost 
forgot  it  themselves,  till  something  hap- 
pened which  startled  Susannah  into  un- 
easy previsions.  Long  after  it  was  past, 
she,  like  another  holy  mother,  “ pondered 
these  things  in  her  heart,”  and  thanked 
God  she  had  had  strength  to  meet  the  dif- 
ficulty ; to  face  the  first  of  many  inevita- 
ble ills,  and  to  face  it  in  time. 

Arthur  came  in  to  her  one  day  with  his 
poor  little  nose  bleeding,  and  his  whole 
frame  quivering  with  passion  and  excite- 
ment. He  had  been  playing  in  the  gar- 
den with  the  gardener’s  boy,  not  a bad 
boy  in  his  way;  and  at  six  years  old  Mrs. 
Trevena  held  class  distinctions  unneces- 
sary; but  there  had  evidently  been  some 
fracas  between  the  children. 

“ My  boy,  how  could  Bob  let  you  hurt 
yourself?  He  was  the  eldest;  he  ought 
to  have  taken  care  of  you.” 

“He  shall  never  take  care  of  me  again. 

I hate  Bob!  Aud  I didn’t  hurt  myself. 
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We  were  fighting.  But  I’ve  hurt  him 
twice  as  much  as  he  hurt  me.” 

And  the  little  fists  were  clinched,  and 
the  chest  heaved  witli  rage.  The  “devil” 
was  roused  in  the  heretofore  “angel-boy” 
— as  from  his  sweet  looks  some  of  the  vil- 
lagers called  him. 

“You  fought  ? Who  began  it?”  said 
the  mother,  gravely. 

“ I did.  Bob  told  a lie,  and  I hit  him. 
I’ll  hit  him  again  to-morrow.” 

“Hush!”  said  Mrs.  Trevena,  but  wise- 
ly abstained  from  any  moral  lectures  till 
she  had  soothed  her  boy’s  physical  suffer- 
ings; and  he  lay  in  her  arms,  pale  and 
exhausted,*  angry  but  quiet,  and  quite 
“good,”  with  that  air  of  entire  content 
which  a child  of  his  age  finds  nowhere  if 
not  on  the  mother’s  bosom. 

“Now,  my  darling,”  she  whispered, 
“tell  me  all  about  it.” 

But  Arthur  turned  his  head  away,  with 
the  deep  blush  of  sensitive  childhood. 

“I’d  rather  not  tell  you,  please,  mam- 
my.” 

She  would  not  compel  him — it  is  right 
to  respect  even  a babyish  secret.  But  she 
urged,  tenderly,  “Don’t  you  think  you 
would  be  happier  if  you  told  me  ?”  And 
then  it  all  came  out. 

“ Bob  said  what  was  not  true.  He  told 
me  my  papa  was  not  my  papa,  and  that 
my  mammy,  my  own  mammy,  was  not 
my  mother.”  And  hiding  his  face  on  her 
shoulder,  Arthur  once  more  burst  into  a 
passion  of  sobs. 

Susannah  felt  as  if  an  arrow  had  gone 
through  her  heart.  Often  and  often  had 
she  considered  this  question,  and  decided 
that  as  soon  as  ever  he  could  take  it  in, 
Arthur  must  be  told  the  whole  truth 
concerning  himself.  But  the  difficulty — 
the  almost  impossibility — of  making  so 
young  a child  comprehend  any  difference 
between  adopted  and  real  parenthood  had 
caused  her  to  defer  this  explanation  from 
time  to  time,  till  some  opportune  moment 
should  come.  It  had  come.  There  was 
a brief  pause  of  cowardly  shrinking,  and 
then  she  braced  herself  and  seized  the 
chance,  which  to  let  go  by  might  be  fatal. 
Perfect  truthfulness,  she  had  all  along 
felt,  would  be  the  only  safe  as  well  as  the 
only  right  course— for  her  darling’s  sake. 

“My  boy,”  she  said.  “I  am  sorry  you 
fought — because  what  Bob  said  was  true.” 

Arthur  opened  wide  eyes  of  incredulous 
terror.  “No,  no!  Mammy,  I am  your 
child — I am  your  child.” 
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“Yes,  my  darling — my  only  darling! 
but  not  my  born  child : you  are  my  adopt- 
ed child.” 

“ What  does  that  mean  ?” 

“My  chosen  child.  Nobody  cared  for 
you  or  loved  you — but  mammy  loved  you, 
mammy  chose  you.  Listen,  and  I’ll  tell 
my  boy  a little  story/' 

It  was  the  “quite  true”  story  of  her 
finding  the  bit  of  sweet-william,  and  how 
she  planted  it,  and  watered  it,  and  watched 
it  grow  into  a beautiful  root,  till  she  loved 
it  better  than  any  root  in  her  garden. 

“As  mammy  loves  me,"  said  the  boy, 
brightening  up  and  taking  it  all  in,  as  he 
did  ativ  story,  with  delighted  eagerness. 
“And  mammy  chose  it— as  she  did  me. 
Then  I am  mammy's  own  child  after  all.” 

“Always — always!'’  and  she  strained 
him  to  her  heart — the  unmistakable  mo- 
ther’s heart,  where  he  rested,  satisfied. 
Childless  mother — motherless  child ! Sure- 
ly He  who  said  to  John,  “Son,  behold  thy 
mother,”  and  to  Mary,  “Mother,  behold 
thy  son,”  often  gives  a special  consecra- 
tion to  such  relationships.  It  might  be 
better  for  many  a lonely  household,  many 
a forlorn  child,  if  there  were  more  of  the 
like. 

Determined  not  to  let  the  golden  mo- 
ment pass  by,  but  to  seize  this  chance  of 
making  things  clear,  so  that  her  boy 
might  know  all  painful  facts  while  so 
young  that  he  should  never  remember  the 
time  when  he  had  not  known  them,  Su- 
sannah went  on  to  explain  how  she  and 
“ papa”  had  found  him  among  the  mount- 
ains, brought  him  home  to  the  rectory, 
and  made  him  their  son,  as  he  would  al- 
ways be;  that  he  must  grow  up  a man — a 
good  man,  like  papa — and  take  care  of 
them  both  in  their  old  age. 

“And  if  Bob,  or  any  one,  ever  tells 
you  mammy  does  not  love  you  as  some 
mothers  love  their  sons,  say  she  loves  you 
more — because  she  chose  you.” 

“As  I chose  my  black  kitten  when  the 
boys  were  going  to  drawn  it?” 

“Yes!  And  would  you  like  to  hear 
why  mammy  called  you  Arthur!”  con- 
tinued she,  wishing  to  drive  out  all  pain 
from  the  infant  mind,  and  perhaps  impress 
it  for  life.  “Shall  I tell  you  another 
story  ?” 

Mother’s  “’tories”  were  the  unfailing 
panacea  for  every  earthly  ill.  It  is  aston- 
ishing how  much  you  can  make  a child 
understand  if  you  only  put  it  in  words 
simple  enough.  Arthur  already  knew  all 
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about  the  wooden  horse  of  Troy,  Romu- 
lus and  Remus,  Queen  Berengaria,  and 
Richard  Cceur  de  Lion,  and  even  the  story 
of  several  plays  of  Shakespeare.  Now  he 
listened  with  wide  eyes  fixed  on  that  pla- 
cid heaven,  the  mother's  face ; and  sucking 
his  two  middle  fingers— a trick  he  had 
when  supremely  happy — listened  to  the 
•story  of  King  Arthur;  the  “little  naked 
•child”  who  was  found  on  the  sea-coast 
of  Cornwall,  and  brought  up  by  Merlin 
(“Was  Merlin  like  my  papa?”  interjected 
Arthur) — how  the  baby  grew  to  be  a no- 
ble knight,  a valiant  soldier,  and  at  last 
a king. 

“Shall  I ever  be  a king,  mammy?” 
asked  the  small  listener,  with  a look  so 
radiant  that  his  weak-minded  mother 
thought  he  really  might  have  been.  Nev- 
ertheless she  answered,  gravely : 

“ No,  my  boy,  I am  quite  sure  you  never 
will  be  a king — except  mammy’s  King  Ar- 
thur. And  something  else  too — a good, 
brave  man.  Brave  men  are  never  ashamed 
to  own  they  are  wrong:  so  we’ll  come  and 
speak  to  Bob  before  he  goes  home,  and  say 
we  both  arc  sorry  you  fought  with  him, 
because  you  know  now  that  he  did  not 
tell  a lie.  Come.” 

Arthur  came.  He  did  not  speak  to 
Bob,  but  his  mother  spoke  for  him,  ex- 
plaining that  “ my  son” — as  she  carefully 
called  him — now  knew  all  about  himself; 
that  there  must  be  no  more  references  to 
the  subject,  and  no  more  fighting.  He 
was  Master  Arthur  Trevena,  and  she 
should  dismiss  any  servant  who  did  not 
treat  him  as  such. 

Susannah  said  all  this  calmly— but  a 
sharp  inward  pain  was  gnawing  at  her 
heart  all  the  while,  until  she  overheard 
Arthur's  Parthian  thrust  at  his  discomfit- 
ed foe. 

“I  won’t  fight  you  again,  Bob — and  I’ll 
play  with  you  to-morrow.  I’m  a deal  bet- 
ter off  than  you,  for  your  mother  had  to 
take  you  whether  she  liked  you  or  not; 
my  mother  chose  me  I” 

So  off  he  marched— the  little  “King” — 
with  a proud  and  gallant  air,  holding  by 
his  mother’s  hand,  and  entirely  contented 
with  his  lot. 

She  was  contented  too ; for  now  there  was 
no  more  mystery — her  boy  would  never 
have  the  pang  of  finding  out  suddenly  that 
he  was  not  her  boy.  Though  with  the 
sensitive  reticence  of  childhood,  he  never 
referred  to  the  matter  again,  never  asked 
her  a single  question;  but  accepted  with 
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unlimited  trust  the  love  in  which  he  lived 
as  in  perpetual  sunshine.  Only,  night 
after  night,  as  his  mother  sat  down  beside 
him,  to  tell  him  “just  one  little  ’tory”  be- 
fore he  went  to  sleep— the  story  he  liked 
best,  and  asked  for  oftenest,  was  that  of 
King  Arthur. 

So  life  went  on  at  the  rectory — a smooth 
untroubled  stream — 

“The  constant  stream  of  love  which  knew  no  fall, 
Ne’er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks 
Which  humor  interposed  too  often  makes.” 

Years  afterward,  when  reading  that  ex- 
quisite poem,  Arthur  recognized — as  we 
do  recognize  when  things  are  past — the 
picture  of  his  happy  childhood,  and  in 
Cowper’s  mother  the  portrait  of  his  own. 

Years  slipped  by — almost  like  a dream. 
From  the  baby  he  grew  into  the  child — 
the  boy — a big  boy,  though  not  yet  a 
scliool-boy,  for  there  was  no  day  school 
near.  Mrs.  Trevena,  who  for  many  years 
had  been  a governess,  taught  him  all  she 
knew.  By-and-by  Mr.  Trevena,  inquir- 
ing anxiously  about  his  Latin  and  Greek 
— to  the  rector  the  one  necessity  of  human 
learning — volunteered  to  continue  both. 

So  Arthur,  who  was  neither  a genius  nor 
a dunce,  but  something  between  the  two — 
a boy  with  plenty  of  brains,  if  he  would 
only  use  them— gradually  approached  the 
time  when  life  ceases  to  be  all  play,  and 
it  begins  to  dawn  upon  even  the  (dlest  boy, 
or  the  one  most  keen  after  physical  enjoy- 
ments, that  there  is  such  a thing  as  work. 

It  did  upon  Arthur,  though  only  occa- 
sionally. He  was  by  no  means  a model 
boy.  He  honestly  owned  he  “ hated”  his 
lessons,  and  only  did  them  “ to  please  mo- 
ther,” which  secondary  reason  she  per- 
force accepted,  and  made  use  of  to  his  good. 
Doubtless  she  would  have  preferred  a stu- 
dious boy  to  an  idle  one;  but  then  he  was 
such  a good  boy,  neither  a prig  nor  a hyp- 
ocrite; and  sometimes  when  she  saw  his 
strong  temptations — the  exuberant  youth- 
ful health  and  the  joy  in  it — that  pure  joy 
of  living  which  she  herself  had  never 
known — she  forgave  him  everything. 

Perhaps  both  his  adopted  parents  loved 
him  all  the  better  for  being  so  unlike 
themselves — for  bringing  into  their  quiet 
household  new  elements  which  otherwise 
would  have  been  unknown  there;  young 
companions,  games,  athletic  sports.  The 
Reverend  Austin  had  never  played  cricket 
in  his  life;  yet  after  going  to  see  Arthur 
play,  he  was  allured  into  lending  one  of 
his  glebe  fields  to  the  village  cricket  club; 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


908 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


and  would  watch  them  with  mild  approval 
many  a summer  evening.  And  many  a 
winter  morning  did  Mrs.  Trevena  spend 
beside  the  large  pond  at  Tawton  Abbas — 
just  to  see  Arthur  skate.  Though  she  felt 
sometimes  like  an  old  hen  with  one  duck- 
ling, scarcely  able  to  hide  her  terror  at 
every  tumble  and  every  crack  on  the  ice, 
still  she  did  hide  it,  and  gloried  in  her 
boy’s  height,  agility,  and  grace.  Above 
all  in  his  perfect  fearlessness,  physical  and 
moral. 

Spite  of  his  little  faults — and  he  had 
his  share — Arthur  possessed  one  quality, 
the  root  of  all  good  in  either  man  or  wo- 
man—he  was  not  a coward.  From  in- 
fancy, the  only  fear  he  knew  was  the 
grave  rebuke  of  his  mother’s  face;  gener- 
ally a silent  rebuke,  for  she  rarely  scold- 
ed and  never  whipped  him;  but  her  mute 
displeasure  was  more  than  he  could  stand. 
It  brought  him  to  his  right  mind  at  once 
— to  the  sobbing  “I’ll  be  good,  mammy!” 
of  infancy— to  the  half  proud,  half  hum- 
ble “I’m  so  sorry,  mother,”  of  boyhood. 
The  turning  away  of  her  face  from  him 
was  like  the  sun  going  out  of  the  sky — he 
could  not  bear  it.  Aud  once  when  he 
had  to  bear  it  for  two  whole  days — for 
his  unconquerable  idleness  had  so  vexed 
her  that  she  put  the  books  away,  and  re- 
fused to  open  them  again — his  agony  of 
distress  made  him  actually  ill.  It  was 
the  turning-point;  that  contest  between 
parent  and  child,  which  if  the  latter  is 
allowed  to  win,  is  a defeat — to  both — for 
life. 

Susannah  was  a very  gentle  woman; 
but  she  could  be  stern,  if  need  be,  stern 
and  hard  as  stone.  When,  after  two, 
nay,  three  days  of  being  sent  to  Coventry, 
and  a fourth  day,  when  he  literally  cried 
himself  sick,  Arthur  came  humbly,  his 
books  under  his  arm,  and  implored  her  to 
forgive  him,  she  replied,  sadly: 

“Forgiving  is  not  forgetting.  You 
have  made  mother’s  heart  ache  as  it  nev- 
er ached  before.  Listen,  my  boy — for 
you  are  a boy  now,  not  a baby.”  And 
she  put  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  and 
looked  searchingly  into  his  face,  as  if 
longing  to  find  there,  what  people  can- 
not always  find  in  their  very  own  chil- 
dren, the  qualities  they  themselves  most 
value.  “Arthur,  for  these  twelve  years 
papa  and  I have  done  our  very  best  for 
you.  We  can  not  do  more.  The  rest 
you  must  do  for  yourself.” 

“How  do  you  mean,  mammy  dear? 


Are  you  going  to  send  me  away— to 
school  ?” 

“ No — for  we  could  not  afford  it.  How 
could  papa,  with  his  small  income,  pay  a 
hundred  and  fifty  a year  for  your  school- 
ing—and  you  to  be  as  idle  then  as  you  are 
now  ? It  would  not  be  right.  I would 
not  let  him  do  it.  No,  if  you  want  edu- 
cation you  must  get  it  for  yourself — or 
go  without  it  and  grow  up  a dunce.” 

“And  then  you  will  wish  you  had  left 
me  to  die  at  the  road -side,  instead  of 
planting  me  like  your  sweet-william  root. 
Perhaps  you  are  right,  mother.” 

Susannah  started — she  thought  Arthur 
had  long  forgotten  that  little  story;  but 
one  never  knows  what  a child  forgets  or 
remembers. 

There  was  a pause  of  pain — and  then 
she  said:  “My  son,  I shall  never  wish 
things  different  from  what  they  have 
been.  And  I am  content  with  you  just 
as  you  are,  if  you  will  only  make  the  best 
of  what  you  are.  Do  you  think  King: 
Arthur  wrould  ever  have  been  a soldier 
and  a king  if  he  had  not  learned  his  les- 
sons ?” 

“Did  he  learn  lessons?  And — did  he 
like  them  ?”  asked  Arthur,  dolefully — so 
dolefully  that  Mrs.  Trevena  could  not 
help  laughing.  At  which  the  young  sin- 
ner ventured  to  laugh  too — kissed  and 
hugged  her,  vehemently  promising  amend- 
ment. She  shook  her  head — he  had  prom- 
ised so  often,  and  forgot  it  next  day. 
How  many  ‘ 4 grown-ups”  do  the  same ! It 
sometimes  struck  Susannah  as  a curious 
fact  that  while  all  allowances  are  made 
for  grown-up  people,  none  are  made  for 
children.  Though  hard  as  the  nether 
millstone  in  keeping  Arthur  in  the  right 
way— never  for  a moment  pretending  that 
wrong  was  right— she  had  great  pity  for 
his  little  aberrations;  his  laziness,  his 
feather-headed  ness,  and  the  like.  And 
when  she  looked  at  his  broad  brow  and 
thoughtful  eyes — inherited,  Heaven  only 
knew  from  whom!— she  took  heart  of 
grace  that  Heaven  would  make  all  right 
in  time. 

One  never  knows  when  an  arrow  strikes 
home.  44  In  the  morning  sow  thy  seed — 
in  the  evening  withhold  not  thy  hand.” 
Such  had  been  Susannah’s  principle  all 
her  days.  She  did  her  best;  and  then  she 
rested  in  hope — which  sometimes  died— 
most  often  died! — but  now  and  then  it 
lived  and  blossomed — as  now. 

One  day,  after  a week  of  most  astoir 
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ishing  industry,  Arthur  said,  suddenly: 
“ Mother,  you  told  me  I was  to  get  educa- 
tion for  myself.  How  am  I to  get  it  ?” 

She  was  not  taken  by  surprise ; for 
years  she  had  pondered  over  the  question — 
as  she  did  everything  that  concerned  her 
boy’s  future.  She  had  said  truly  that  to 
send  Arthur  to  a boarding-school  was  im- 
possible. Even  if  possible,  it  would  scarce- 
ly have  been  right.  Her  husband  in  his 
old  age  would  need  all  his  own  money; 
he  must  not  be  stinted  in  anything  for  the 
sake  of  a son  who  was  not  his  son.  Pas- 
sionately as  she  loved  her  boy,  Susannah 
held  the  balance  of  justice  even.  So  she 
answered,  firmly : 

“Arthur,  if  you  are  to  grow  up  a clever 
man  like  papa,  you  must  do  as  he  did; 
you  must  get  to  be  a Winchester  boy,  and 
then  take  yourself  to  New  College,  Ox- 
ford, with  a Winchester  scholarship.  Mo- 
ther would  so  like  to  see  you  in  cap  and 
gown  !” 

“Would  you?”  said  he,  with  the  sud- 
den look  which  she  loved  to  see  — the 
bright,  eager,  purpose-like  look — “Then 
I’ll  try.” 

They  went  into  the  matter  at  once. 
Mr.  Trevena,  who  at  the  mention  of  Win- 
chester pricked  up  his  ears  like  an  old 
war-horse,  needed  little  persuasion  to  take 
his  wife  and  son  to  see  his  old  haunts  and 
revive  his  old  acquaintanceships.  One  of 
the  masters  happened  to  be  a school-fel- 
low of  fifty  years  back;  they  fraternized 
joyfully,  and  wandered  about  together — 
Mrs.  Trevena  and  Arthur  following  — 
through  the  chapel  and  courts,  the  school- 
rooms and  play -grounds,  dear  to  all  W yke- 
haraites,  where  generation  after  genera- 
tion of  boys  have  worked  and  played  and 
passed  away.  Here  and  there  were  me- 
mentos of  some  of  them  who  had  made 
themselves  famous  in  after-life,  and  of 
others — Arthur's  eyes  brightened,  and  his 
mother's  heart  trembled,  as  they  stood 
looking  at  them-— who  had  died  early, 
mostly  on  the  field  of  battle,  only  a year 
or  two  after  being  Winchester  boys. 

Susannah  was  an  ambitious  woman — 
what  mother  of  a son  would  not  be  ? 
When  Arthur  whispered  to  her,  “ I mean 
to  be  a Winchester  boy,”  she  pressed  his 
arm  in  silence  as  they  walked  together — 
he  very  proud  of  being  fully  as  tall  as  she. 
They  understood  oue  another,  and  were 
happy. 

This  was  the  bright  side  of  things;  but 
there  was  another  side,  of  which  she  had 
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had  prevision,  but  never  so  clearly  as  to- 
day. 

The  master  stood  explaining  to  her  va- 
rious things,  while  Mr.  Trevena  went  to 
show  Arthur  the  picture  of  the  Faithful 
Servant.  She  learned  that  a certificate 
of  baptism  must  be  sent  in,  to  prove  the 
boy’s  age — over  twelve  and  under  thir- 
teen— and  that  the  examination,  in  which 
there  were  often  nearly  a hundred  candi- 
dates for  fourteen  scholarships,  was  about 
the  middle  of  July. 

“My  son  will  be  thirteen  next  June,” 
said  Susannah — who  always  took  care  to 
say  “ my  son”  to  strangers. 

“Then  he  has  only  one  chance.  He 
will  have  to  work  hard  for  it — but  no 
doubt  he  will.  He  is” — glancing  care- 
lessly at  Arthur,  who  stood  a few  yards 
off,  and  making  the  superficial  remark 
that  so  many  think  proper — “he  is  so 
very  like  his  father.” 

Whether  the  boy  overheard,  she  could 
not  tell — if  he  had,  no  doubt  he  would,  in 
his  simplicity,  only  have  thought  it  “ fun- 
ny” that  he  should  resemble  his  gray, 
stooping,  elderly  papa;  but  Susannah  felt 
herself  grow  hot  all  over.  She  could  not 
answer— -any  explanation  at  that  moment 
was  impossible — yet  she  felt  like  a de- 
ceiver, acting  inevitably,  righteously,  but 
yet  a deceiver.  And  how  would  her  boy 
feel  ? not  now,  perhaps — he  was  too  young 
to  take  it  in — but  by-aud-by  ? 

“ I ought  to  explain — ” she  began,  with 
a desperate  firmness.  At  that  moment 
Mr.  Treveua  and  Arthur  came  up,  render- 
ing explanation  impossible.  The  train 
was  nearly  due:  they  were  late  — as  the 
good  rector  had  a trick  of  being — only  a 
minute  remained  for  polite  adieux,  and 
they  hurried  away. 

But  as  Susannah  sat  silent,  watching 
the  landscape  whirl  past,  in  that  noisy 
peace  which  allows  such  time  for  think- 
ing, a new  anxiety  awoke  in  her  heart. 

She  had  resolved  to  send  her  boy  to 
school,  for  she  felt  he  must  go;  his  nature 
required  the  spur  of  emulation  to  learn 
well;  but  she  had  not  taken  in  all  that 
this  involved.  Her  neighbors,  the  simple 
folk  of  Tawton  Magna,  had  long  since  ac- 
cepted the  truth,  and  then  forgot— as  the 
Trevenas  had  almost  forgotten  themselves 
—that  Arthur  was  not  their  own  child. 

Not  a word  to  the  contrary  was  now  ever 
said  to  him,  or  them.  But  in  the  wider 
world  to  which  Arthur  was  going,  and 
must  go,  things  were  sure  to  be  said — 
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cruel  things,  perhaps — from  which  his 
mother  could  no  longer  protect  him. 

Had  he  been  a girl,  it  would  have  been 
different.  She  could  then  have  kept  her 
child  beside  her ; no  need  to  go  to  school 
at  all ; or  to  pass  from  the  shelter  of  the  mo- 
ther’s wing,  except  into  some  honorable 
happy  home,  where  she  was  loved  for  herself 
— married  for  herself.  Many  a King  Co- 
phetua  lives  to  bless  the  day  he  wooed  his 
“beggar-inaid,”  and  especially  if  she  has 
no  blood-relations!  But  a boy  must  face 
the  world — stand  on  his  own  feet— fight 
his  own  battles.  What  if  Arthur’s  school- 
fellows came  to  find  out  his  history  ? how 
they  might  torment  him! — there  is  no- 
thing crueler  than  your  ordinary  school- 
boy. How  lads  with  real  fathers  and  mo- 
thers might  jeer  at  “Nobody’s  child” ! 

Susannah  clinched  her  hands  under 
her  shawl.  She  felt  she  should  like  to  do 
something — to  hurt  somebody  who  dared 
to  hurt  her  child.  The  “wild-animal” 
feeling,  which  makes  the  tamest  creatures 
dangerous  when  their  young  are  attack- 
ed, came  into  her,  till  she  almost  laughed 
At  herself,  and  then  could  have  cried  at 
her  own  helplessness.  Yet  tears  were 
idle.  The  thing  was  inevitable — he  must 
bear  it.  How  could  she  help  him  to  bear 
it? 

“Tell  the  truth  and  shame  the  devil” 
was,  as  ever,  the  only  chance  for  her  boy; 
and,  after  all,  he  was  a boy — “with  hands 
to  war  and  fingers  to  fight” — as  old  King 
David  had,  and  blessed  the  Lord  for. 
Alas!  in  this  our  world  they  are  only  too 
necessary.  Arthur  had  moral  courage 
too,  as  had  been  lately  proved  when  a 
neighboring  curate,  hearing  the  boy’s 
voice  m church,  offered  to  teach  him 
singing,  and  music  too;  and  in  spite  of 
his  companions’,  the  young  millionaires 
at  Tawton  Abbas, calling  it  “girlish,”  he 
persisted  in  steadily  strumming  on  the 
rectory  piano,  and  never  missing  an  hour 
of  the  village  choir  practice.  Music,  in 
fact,  was  the  only  thing  he  really  worked 
at,  with  all  his  heart  in  it.  Once  his  mo- 
ther-listening to  the  lovely  boy  voice, 
and  hearing  from  the  ritualistic  curate, 
Mr.  Hardy,  what  a remarkable  talent  he 
had  in  that  direction — recalled,  almost 
with  a pang,  the  story  of  that  opera-sing- 
er who  had  run  away  from  Milan — who 
might  have  crossed  the  St.  Gothard  and 
stopped  at  Andermatt — who  might  have 
been — But  speculations  were  idle — worse 
than  idle — dangerous.  She  shut  up  all 


these  things  in  her  heart,  seeing  that,  how- 
ever it  came,  her  boy’s  talent  for  music 
was  there,  and  irrepressible.  Nor  did  she 
try  to  repress  it;  she  only  insisted  that  he 
should  work,  not  idle,  at  it;  and  do  his 
other  work  steadily  meantime. 

He  did.  Mr.  Hardy,  the  musical  cu- 
rate, who,  like  many  more,  combined  mu- 
sic and  mathematics,  offered  to  help  him 
in  his  Euclid  and  algebra ; the  rector  taught 
him  Latin  and  Greek;  his  mother,  and 
the  faithful  Manette,  now  promoted  from 
nurse  to  cook,  and  likely  to  be  a fixture  at 
the  rectory,  helped  him  in  his  French. 
So  all  was  in  train  for  the  Winchester  ex- 
amination, to  which  he  must  go  up  in 
July — a big  boy  of  thirteen — for  those 
three  anxious  days  which  would  probably 
decide  his  lot  for  life. 

As  the  time  approached,  Mrs.  Trevena, 
spite  of  her  smooth  brow  and  quiet  smile, 
would  thankfully  “have  given  worlds,” 
as  the  phrase  is,  not  to  put  it  off — it  was 
her  way  always  to  face  things — but  to 
know  that  it  was  safe  over. 

Another  thing  which  she  had  to  face 
she  did  put  off,  unintentionally,  till  the 
very  last  day.  Then,  having  settled  ev- 
erything, and  even  packed  her  boys 
box  and  her  own — they  were  to  stay  to- 
gether with  Mr.  Trevena’s  old  school-fel- 
low during  the  three  days  of  examination 
— she  and  Arthur  walked  up  and  down  to- 
gether along  their  favorite  walk,  the  peach- 
tree  walk,  under  a high  south  wall.  Su- 
sannah was  now  growing  old  enough  to 
love  the  shelter  of  a south  wall  and  the 
smooth  ease  of  a gravel-walk.  But  age 
had  no  terrors,  for  was  not  her  boy’s 
strong  arm  round  her  waist,  and  his  bright 
face  beside  her?  In  his  young  life  she 
lived  anew,  perhaps  even  a happier  life 
than  her  own. 

“If  you  are  tired,  mammy,  let  us  sit 
down.”  Arthur  always  saw  when  his 
mother  was  tired,  quicker  even  than  her 
husband  did ; but  then  he  was  such  a prac- 
tical boy,  and  not  a bit  of  a bookworm. 
“ You  stop  here  in  the  summer-house,  and 
I’ll  help  Bob  Bates  to  gather  the  peas  for 
dinner.” 

“No,  not  yet,”  for  she  had  something 
to  say  which  must  be  said  before  he  went 
to  Winchester,  only  it  was  difficult  to  be- 
gin. “Bob  is  a big  boy  now,  almost  as 
tall  as  his  father.” 

“Bob  is  ever  so  much  older  than  I am,” 
said  Arthur,  a little  aggrieved.  “I’ll  be 
as  tall  as  my  papa  some  day.” 
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4 4 1 hope  so,  dear. ” Then,  suddenly  fa- 
cing the  evil,  though  it  made  her  heart  beat 
almost  with  the  pulsations  of  her  youth, 
“Does  Bob  Bates  ever  speak  to  you  now 
about  what  you  fought  over,  years  ago  ?” 

44  What  was  that,  mammy  ? I forget.— 
No,”  with  a quick  blush,  the  sensitive 
hlush  so  ready  to  come  and  go  on  his  fair 
face.  4 4 No — I think  I remember.  It  was 
about  my  not  being  papa's  own  boy,  and 
yours.  No,  nobody  ever  says  a word  to 
me  now.” 

“That  is  well.” 

They  walked  on  in  silence,  she  thinking 
Tiow  best  to  put  the  next  thing  she  had  to 
say,  when  he  saved  her  the  saying  of  it. 

“Mother,  if  anybody  speaks  to  me  like 
that  at  Winchester,  what  am  I to  do? 
Shall  I fight  them  ?” 

She  paused  a minute.  It  was  so  hard! 
so  hard! 

44  No,  my  dear.  I see  no  good  in  fight- 
ing. Nobody  means  you  any  harm,  and 
nothing  they  say  can*  alter  anything.  It 
is  the  truth.  No  brave  man  need  be  afraid 
of  the  truth.  I am  sure  King  Arthur 
never  was.” 

“Did  anybody  ever  say  to  him — what 
Bob  Bates  used  to  say  to  me  ?” 

“Very  likely,  for  his  parentage  was 
never  known.  But  he  was  such  a noble 
knight  in  himself  that  nobody  ever  cared 
to  ask  where  he  sprang  from.  It  will  be 
the  same  with  you,  if  you  grow  up  a good 
man.” 

“ But  I shall  never  be  a king,  and  have 
Knights  of  the  Round  Table.” 

44 1 am  afraid  not.  What  would  you 
like  to  be  ?” 

Now  the  great  event  in  the  boy’s  life 
was  his  having  been  lately  taken  by  his 
friend  the  High-Church  curate  to  Exeter, 
where  he  heard  an  oratorio  and  an  opera. 
It  should  not  have  been  a pang,  and  yet 
it  was,  when  he  answered,  with  enthusi- 
asm, “I  should  like — an  opera  singer!” 

His  mother  started  as  if  she  had  been 
shot.  But  she  answered,  calmly:  44  Well, 
my  son,  boys  often  make  resolves,  and 
break  them.  I knew  one  little  fellow  who 
was  determined  to  be  Lord  Chancellor,  but 
he  changed  his  mind  and  said  he  would  be 
an  omnibus  driver.  However,  just  now, 
you  can  only  be  one  thing — a Winchester 
boy.  Try  for  that.” 

“ I will,”  said  Arthur,  firmly,  44  because 
I know  mother  would  like  it.” 

“Thank  you,”  pressing  the  arm  that 
was  round  her  waist.  Youths  often  like 
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to  make  love  to  a little  mother  no  bigger 
than  themselves.  She  looked  at  him,  the 
boy  that  any  mother  might  be  proud  of 
— that  any  childless  mother  might  have 
craved  after  with  frantic  longing — and 
that  his  own  mother  had  thrown  away. 
No  matter!  he  was  her  son  now — hers, 
Susannah’s — by  every  right  of  justice  and 
duty,  if  not  nature;  and  no  power  on 
earth  should  ever  snatch  him  from  her. 

She  was  not  sorry  to  have  to  take  him 
to  Winchester  herself,  and  make  friends 
for  him  there,  whether  he  succeeded  or 
failed;  she  had  begun  to  feel  that  their 
shut-up  life  would  never  do  for  a growing 
boy.  He  would  need  companions;  and 
their  only  near  neighbors,  except  the  vil- 
lagers, were  the  tenants  of  Tawton  Abbas 
— families  continually  changing,  for  the 
idiot  heir  of  the  Damerels  still  lived  on, 
and  it  was  said  that  when  he  died  there 
would  be  a grand  fight  between  two  dis- 
tant cousins  for  the  title  and  estate.  Mean- 
while, the  lovely  old  house  was  sometimes 
let,  sometimes  stood  empty,  and  the  rec- 
tory family  had  the  run  of  the  park  and 
gardens.  But  of  society  they  had  almost 
none.  This  did  not  matter  to  Austin  and 
Susannah,  but  it  did  to  Arthur,  who,  now 
risen  above  the  level  of  Bob  Bates,  often 
wished  for  “somebody  to  play  with — 
somebody  young.  ” And  therefore,  though 
parting  with  him  would  be  like  cutting 
off  her  right  hand,  his  mother  had  deter- 
mined to  send  him  to  school. 

44  Mr.  Hardy  and  papa  both  say  you  can 
pass  if  you  try.  You  must  try.  Think 
how  grand  it  would  be  to  have  your  name 
on  the  Roll.” 

44  And  to  go  and  live  at  Winchester, 
where  I can  hear  the  cathedral  service 
every  day  if  I like,  and  learn  to  sing  in 
the  college  chapel.” 

“You  could  learn  anything,  my  boy, 
if  you  would  only  give  your  mind  to  it — 
you  idle  monkey.  But  you  will  work 
now  ? You’ll  do  your  very  best,  and  if 
you  fail— well,  we’ll  try  something  else — 

“‘But  screw  your  courage  to  the  s ticking-place, 

And  we’ll  not  fail!*” 

4 4 Bravo,  mother!  You  are  such  a 
brick ! You  ought  to  be  a boy  yourself.” 

They  laughed,  thoroughly  understand- 
ing one  another.  Then,  not  sorry  for  a 
brief  pause  of  solitude  in  the  nervous 
strain  which  was  greater  than  she  knew, 
she  sent  Arthur  off  for  a walk  across  the 
park,  and  sat  down  under  the  acacia-tree 
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on  the  rectory  lawn,  watching  idly  the 
swallows  flying  over  the  glebe  meadows, 
where  the  cows  were  feeding,  and  the  trees 
stood  motionless  in  the  summer  silence 
of  the  newly  shorn,  fresh,  green  fields. 

A peaceful,  lovely  picture!  grown  each 
year  more  familiar  and  more  dear.  Su- 
sannah hoped  to  watch  it  year  after  year 
until  she  died.  For  she  felt  sure  her  hus- 
band would  never  leave  Tawton  Magna. 
He  was  not  ambitious — had  no  desire  of 
church  promotion.  He  too  was  quite 
content  with  his  life.  Her  eyes  followed 
him,  sauntering  up  and  down  the  peach- 
tree  walk,  writing  in  his  head  his  next 
Sunday’s  sermon.  She  thought  of  all  his 
goodness,  gentleness,  and  tenderness,  not 
only  to  her,  but  to  her  boy;  and  it  seemed 
as  if  no  woman  ever  had  a happier  life 
than  she— a life  to  which  no  change  could 
ever  come. 

At  that  minute — it  is  strange  how  often 
these  coincidences  happen — Arthur  came 
running  to  her  with  a letter. 

“A  boy  brought  it.  I met  him  at  the 
gate.  He  says  he  has  to  wait  for  an  an- 
swer.” 

“Take  it  to  papa,”  she  was  just  saying, 
carelessly,  when  something  struck  her  as 
familiar  in  the  handwriting — terribly  fa- 
miliar. Many  people  know  what  it  is — 
the  heart-sinking  at  sight  of  one  particu- 
lar handwriting  which  has  been  the  curse 
of  the  family  for  a lifetime. 

“ Mother,  you  look  so  white!  What  is 
the  matter  ?” 

“Nothing,  dear  boy.  I will  take  papa 
his  letter.” 

It  was  from  Hal  Trevena.  He  was  in 
a small  public-house  of  the  neighboring 
town,  with  his  wife  and  child,  and  with- 
out a halfpenny. 

So  he  said,  at  least,  adding  that  the  in- 
convenience was  but  temporary,  as  they 
were  on  their  way  to  “some  wealthy 
friends  of  Mrs.  Trevena’s  residing  in 
Wales.”  Only  the  said  Mrs.  Trevena  had 
broken  down  on  the  way,  and  lay  danger- 
ously ill,  which  was,  the  husband  added, 
“most  inconvenient.”  He  begged  for  “ a 
small  loan,”  and  that  his  brother  would 
go  and  see  him. 

“Poor  Hal!  poor  Hall!  Of  course  I 
must  go,”  said  the  rector,  with  a depreca- 
ting, distressed  look.  “And  you  would 
not  object  to— my  giving  him  a little 
money  ?” 

“No,  of  course  not.”  She  took  her 
husband’s  hand,  and  sat  down  on  the 


bench  beside  him,  in  a sort  of  dull  sub- 
mission to  fate.  The  roses  were  bloom- 
ing, the  bees  humming  in  them,  over  the 
pretty  summer-house;  the  swallows  were 
darting  across  the  high  blue  sky,  and  the 
cows  feeding  in  the  meadow,  just  as  they 
had  done  ten  minutes  ago,  when  she  had 
felt  so  happy,  so  thankful  to  God  for  her 
happiness.  And  now— 

“Poor  Hal !”  repeated  Austin,  uneasily. 
“A  sick  wife,  does  he  say?  and  he  never 
was  used  to  illness  any  more  than  I.  But 
I suppose  I ought  to  go  .to  them.” 

Susannah  thought  a minute;  then  she 
said,  “ Shall  I go  instead  of  you  ?” 

“Oh,  if  you  would!  My  dear,  how 
kind  of  you !” 

Mrs.  Trevena  never  answered.  She 
knew  it  was  not  kindness  at  all,  only 
a desperate  preventive  against  danger 
which  she  foresaw,  and  could  meet,  but 
Austin  could  not. 

“So  very  kind!”  he  repeated.  “But 
you  forget — you  were  to  take  the  boy  to 
Winchester  to-morrow.” 

“ Mr.  Hardy  would  take  him  instead  of 
me.  And  he  might  perhaps  be  as  well 
alone.  He  must  learn  to  face  the  world 
some  time,”  she  added,  with  a sad  kind  of 
smile.  “ At  any  rate,  I will  go  now,  and 
come  back  as  soon  as  I can.” 

But  she  did  not  come  back.  It  was 
only  a half-hour’s  walk,  yet  Arthur  and 
his  papa  sat  expecting  her  in  vain,  hour 
after  hour,  till — almost  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life — the  boy  had  to  go  to  bed  with- 
out his  mother’s  good-night  kiss.  Late, 
almost  at  midnight,  a messenger  arrived, 
bringing  two  letters;  one  to  Arthur — the 
first  he  had  ever  received — explaining 
that  he  must  go  to  Winchester  “like  a 
man”  with  Mr.  Hardy,  and  do  his  very 
best,  so  that  whether  he  succeeded  or  fail- 
ed in  getting  the  scholarship,  his  mother 
might  be  proud  of  her  boy. 

To  her  husband  she  wrote  even  more 
briefly.  “Hal’s  wife  is  dying.  Her  lit- 
tle girl — it  was  a girl,  not  a boy — is  her 
only  nurse.  We  must  take  them  in.  Tell 
Manette  to  get  ready  the  spare  room,  and 
as  soon  as  Arthur  and  Mr.  Hardy  are 
gone,  send  a fly  here.  There  is  little  lug- 
gage— he  has  spent  everything  they  had 
in  the  world.  She  will  be  better  dead, 
poor  soul ! — but  she  ought  to  die  peaceful- 
ly in  our  house.” 

This  was  all  Susannah  wrote — or  said. 

Next  day,  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening, 
her  husband  watched  her  superintend  the 
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carrying  upstairs  of  what  seemed  little 
more  than  a bundle  of  clothes,  with  a 
white  ghastly  face  appearing  out  of  it — 
that  dying  face  which,  it  was  plain  to  see, 
would  never  come  down-stairs  any  more. 
Closely  following  came  a little  girl,  a 
small  elfish  creature,  with  thin,  starved, 
withered  features,  and  great  dark  eyes — 
she  seemed  all  eyes— watching  the  sick 
mother  with  a kind  of  fierce  jealousy,  as 
if  to  protect  her  from  everybody  else. 

The  husband  and  father  did  not  appear. 

“He  will  be  here  at  supper- time — did 
he  not  say  so, Nanny  ?”  observed  Mrs.Tre- 
vena,  taking  the  child’s  hand. 

“ He  said  so — but  we  never  believe  what 
papa  says,”  was  the  answer — with  the 
cruel  candor  of  ten  years  old. 

So,  there  they  were  under  her  roof— 
Hal  Trevena  and  his  family.  And  her 
own  boy’s  room  was  empty ; and  through- 
out the  house  was  that  terrible  silence 
which  marks  the  absence  of  a child — a 
noisy,  merry,  happy  child. 

She  had  done  her  duty — the  duty  which 
lay  to  her  hand  so  plain  that  she  could 
not  choose  but  do  it;  yet,  as  she  laid  her 
head  down  for  the  few  minutes  of  sleep 
that  she  was  able  to  snatch  on  the  sofa,  in 
the  chamber  of  the  dying  woman,  Su- 
sannah’s pillow  was  wet  with  her  tears. 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  next  two  days  went  by  in  quiet — 
hopeless,  passionless  quiet.  Life  yet  lin- 
gered in  Halbert  Tre vena’s  wife;  but  they 
all  knew— and  she  knew  too,  they  thought 
— that  nothing  could  save  her.  She  was 
in  the  last  stage  of  consumption,  or  rath- 
er atrophy,  brought  on,  no  doubt,  by  mis- 
ery and  privation.  By  making  dives  and 
guesses  at  truth  through  a mass  of  super- 
incumbent fiction,  Susannah  gained  from 
her  brother-in-law  something  of  the  fam- 
ily history. 

It  appeared  that  Nanny  — christened 
Anastasia  — was  their  only  child;  the 
“son  and  heir,”  though  not  quite  non-ex- 
istent, having  died  soon  after  his  birth. 
The  millionaire  father-in-law  was  also  a 
creation  of  Captain  Trevena’s  imagina- 
tion; or,  at  any  rate,  whatever  money 
the  old  man  possessed  had  speedily  been 
drained  from  him  by  his  aristocratic  son- 
in-law.  During  his  lifetime  he  had  pro- 
tected his  daughter  and  grandchild  as 


well  as  he  could;  when  he  died,  both  fell 
helplessly  into  the  hands  of  that  person- 
age to  whom,  unless  he  altogether  out- 
rages morality,  the  law  persists  in  giving 
the  rights — though  he  fulfils  none  of  the 
duties — of  “husband  and  father.”  The 
wife,  a feeble  creature,  born  to  suffer  and 
complain,  had  clung  to  him,  probably  be- 
cause she  had  nothing  else  to  cling  to; 
and  so  they  had  drifted  on,  sinking  or 
swimming,  Heaven  knew  how,  or  how 
long— it  was  useless  to  inquire — till  they 
came  to  England  and  to  Tawton  Magna. 

“ Not  that  we  meant  to  inflict  ourselves 
upon  you,  except  for  a short  visit,”  said 
Captain  Trevena,  with  great  dignity. 
“We  thought  of  wintering  at  Bath — we 
were  on  our  way  thither  when  my  dear 
invalid  broke  down.  But  I hope  she 
will  be  better  soon.” 

“ She  will  be  better  soon,”  repeated  Su- 
sannah ; but  he  either  could  not  or  would 
not  understand  her  meaning,  and  it  was 
no  use  to  press  the  fact ; or  the  other  one, 
that  Tawton  was  not  on  the  road  to  Bath 
at  all.  But  fact  and  fiction  were  inex- 
tricably mingled  in  Captain  Trevena’s 
conversation.  Susannah’s  only  desire 
was  to  keep  him  out  of  his  wife’s  sick- 
room— which  was  not  difficult,  he  so  hated 
illness — and  let  her  slip  quietly  into  that 
peace  of  death  which  was  far  better  than 
life. 

Poor  woman ! — what  sort  of  woman 
she  was  or  had  been  mattered  little  now. 
Her  sister-in-law  inquired  nothing.  She 
did  carefully  all  that  could  be  done  for 
the  “remarkably  fine  woman” — who  nev- 
er could  have  been  anything  but  a plain 
and  rather  common-looking  person;  she 
held  with  her  firm  soft  clasp  the  dying 
hand — evidently  not  a lady’s  hand — and 
so  thin  that  once,  in  washing  it,  the  wed- 
ding-ring slipped  off. 

“Don’t  put  it  on  again — keep  it  for 
Nanny,”  was  all  the  sick  woman  said;  as 
if  relieved  at  dying  without  that  badge 
of  slavery. 

She  never  asked  for  her  husband,  but 
only  for  Nanny.  And  the  child,  who 
had  none  of  the  looks  and  ways  of  child- 
hood, scarcely  ever  left  her  bedside.  Nan- 
ny was  small,  dark,  and  plain;  exceeding- 
ly like  her  mother;  “not  a bit  of  a Tre- 
vena,” her  father  said,  apologetically. 
He  evidently  did  not  care  for  her.  Nor, 
candidly  speaking,  did  Susannah  herself 
feel  much  drawn  to  the  little  girl,  except 
for  her  entire  devotion  to  her  poor  mother. 
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During  the  long  night-watches — for, 
feeling  sure  the  end  was  near,  she  had 
never  taken  her  clothes  off  since  that  sun- 
ny hour  of  ignorant  peace  under  the  aca- 
cia-tree — the  other  mother  sat  and  thought ; 
looking  anxiously  ahead — as,  possibly  be- 
cause Austin  never  did  it,  she  was  prone 
to  do — weighing  well  the  case,  and  con- 
sidering every  claim  of  duty,  and  of  that 
much  - belauded  quality,  self  - sacrifice, 
which  so  seldom  involves  the  sacrifice  of 
only  one’s  self.  It  did  not  here.  To 
take  Nanny  as  a permanent  inmate — 
which  seemed  the  most  natural  and  right 
thing — would  alter  life  entirely  to  the 
happy  little  family  at  the  rectory.  True, 
Arthur  might  go  to  school,  and  Nanny 
come  in  his  place;  but  could  Susannah 
love  any  child  but  Arthur  ? Certainly 
not  Halbert  Trevena’s  child.  And  to 
have  him,  the  fdther,  coming  and  going, 
tormenting  Austin,  perhaps  sowing  dis- 
cord between  him  and  her — or  him  and 
Arthur — it  would  be  more  than  she  could 
bear. 

“But  perhaps,”  she  said  to  herself,  “I 
may  not  have  to  bear  it.  He  may  want 
his  daughter  himself,  or” — she  was  almost 
ashamed  of  the  thought,  yet  it  was  true 
— “the  house  which  held  his  daughter 
would  be  the  last  place  where  he  would 
care  to  go.” 

She  was  in  a great  strait;  dreading  con- 
tinually that  the  dying  woman  should 
speak,  and  perhaps  exact  some  death-bed 
promise  that  might  burden  her  whole  fu- 
ture— yet  what  could  she  do  ? 

On  the  forenoon  of  the  second  day,  see- 
ing no  change,  she  snatched  half  an  hour 
of  fresh  air  in  the  peach-tree  walk — “mo- 
ther’s thinking-place,”  Arthur  called  it. 
There  had  been  a letter  from  Arthur,  tell- 
ing how  he  had  not  as  yet  been  “weed- 
ed out,”  as  the  incompetent  boys  were,  day 
by  day — a hopeful  sign;  but  the  tug  of 
war  was  yet  to  come. 

“And  he  is  all  alone  by  himself — my 
darling  boy !”  she  thought,  with  the  nat- 
ural mother’s  pang  and  mother’s  yearn- 
ing; then  remembered  that  other  mother 
who  was  about  to  leave  her  child  “all 
alone  by  itself” — nay,  worse  than  alone 
— forever. 

The  soft  sleepy  summer  day  seemed 
quite  dreadful  in  its  calm.  And  she  could 
speak  to  no  one — least  of  all  to  her  hus- 
band, who  looked  so  worried  and  weary, 
who  tried  to  smile,  while  his  brother 
smoked  in  his  study  and  drank  his  wine, 
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and  conversed  with  him  from  morning 
till  night;  loud  talk — boasting  talk,  in 
which  it  was  a severe  brain  exercise  to 
distinguish  what  was  truth  and  what 
were,  in  plain  English,  lies. 

Doubtless  he  was  at  it  now,  for  she 
could  smell  a cigar  in  the  summer-house; 
but  the  second  voice  there  was  not  the 
rector’s— it  was  the  low  whimpering  of  a 
child. 

She  had  meant  to  avoid  the  spot  ; but 
now  she  walked  right  toward  it.  Susan- 
nah had  one  great  weakness — she  never 
could  hear  a child  cry  without  going  to 
see  what  was  amiss. 

There  stood  Captain  Trevena  with  his 
little  girl  before  him.  He  held  her  by  the 
shoulders,  and  was  shaking  her  as  a big 
dog  shakes  a hare.  And  not  unlike  a 
hunted  hare’s  was  the  look  of  those  fright- 
ened, pathetic  eyes. 

“I’ll  teach  you  to  hide  things  from 
your  father!”  he  was  saying,  in  a voice 
very  different  from  his  bland  conversa- 
tion tone.  “Wait  till  your  mother  is 
dead,  and  then — Once  more — where  does 
she  keep  that  diamond  ring  ?” 

“Mother  made  me  promise  not  to  tell 
anybody — and  I won’t  tell,”  sobbed  the 
child. 

“You  won’t  ? Then  take  that — and  that 
— and  that.” 

With  each  word  came  a blow — what 
the  advocates  of  corporal  punishment  for 
children  would  call  “just  a box  on  the 
ear.”  But  blows  they  were;  and  they 
rang  loudly  on  either  side  of  the  poor 
little  head — the  head  with  the  delicate 
brain. 

Susannah  darted  forward.  “Brute!” 
she  muttered,  beneath  her  breath,  and 
snatched  Nanny  out  of  reach  of  the  fa- 
ther’s hand — the  hand,  nominally  that  of 
a man  and  a gentleman,  lifted  against  a 
child.  Taking  the  little  girl  in  her  arms 
— though  ten  years  old,  Nanny  was  pite- 
ously small  and  light — Mrs.  Trevena  faced 
her  brother-in-law  with  flashing  eyes. 

Brutes  are  almost  always  cowards.  Cap- 
tain Trevena’s  rage  evaporated  in  the 
mildest  politeness. 

4 4 1 am  sorry  you  should  have  come  at 
such  an  inopportune  moment.  A little 
wholesome  chastisement— all  parents  must 
have  the  pain  of  administering  it  some- 
times. But  perhaps  your  boy  is  so  per- 
fect that  he  never  requires  whipping.” 

‘ 4 1 should  scorn  to  whip  him.  I should 
feel  that  every  blow  I gave  to  him  was  a 
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degradation  to  myself.  And  for  your 
child — touch  her  again  if  you  dare !” 

Then  the  superficial  gloss  melted  off, 
and  the  ‘‘brute”  nature — harsh  word  but 
true ! — reasserted  itself. 

“ You  had  better  not  interfere  between 
me  and  Nanny.  I’ll  do  as  I like  with  my 
own.” 

“You  will  not,”  said  Susannah,  reso- 
lutely. “No  man’s  child  is  his  own  to 
do  as  he  likes  with.  He  must  be  a true 
parent  or  he  has  no  parental  rights  at  all. 
Nanny ! little  Nanny !” 

But  the  child  heard  nothing.  She  had 
fainted. 

“You  see?”  said  Susannah,  showing 
the  white  little  face  which  lay  on  her 
■•shoulder.  “ Now  go.  It  is  the  best  thing 
you  can  do.” 

She  said  not  another  word— her  scorn 
was  too  great.  Under  it  he  slunk  away 
to  the  other  end  of  the  garden — where, 
half  an  hour  afterward,  when  Nanny  was 
quite  recovered,  having  made  no  word  of 
complaint  or  explanation  except  “Don’t 
tell  mother,”  he  was  seen  walking  and 
smoking  with  leisurely  grace,  just  as  if 
nothing  had  happened. 

From  that  moment  Mrs. Tre vena’s  mind 
was  made  up.  She  did  not  feel  particu- 
larly drawn  to  Nanny,  who  was  not  an 
interesting  child;  but  she  was  a child, 
and  every  womanly  and  motherly  feeling 
in  Susannah's  nature  revolted  from  the 
thought  of  her  being  left  helpless,  mother- 
less, in  the  hands  of  such  a father. 

“ I don’t  want  to  do  it — I would  prefer 
not  to  do  it,”  she  said  to  her  husband  in 
the  few  minutes’  talk  they  had  together 
that  night.  “ But  there  is  no  alternative. 
When  Nanny’s  mother  dies,  we  must  take 
the  child.” 

“I  suppose  we  must,”  said  Austin, with 
a troubled  air.  “ But  she  is  not  the  least 
bit  of  a Tre  vena.” 

“No,  thank  God!”  Susannah  was  on 
the  point  of  saying,  but  stopped,  and  lean- 
ing down,  kissed  the  wrinkled  brow  that 
she  had  loved  ever  since  it  was  smooth 
and  young.  “You  are  the  best  man  I 
ever  knew  in  all  my  life.  You  do  your 
duty,  whatever  comes.  Do  it  still,  Austin, 
and — so  shall  I.” 

Before  settling  again  to  her  nightly 
watch  she  tucked  up  little  Nanny  in  her 
sofa-bed,  and  kissed  her — kindly  rather 
than  tenderly.  She  felt  kindly  to  every 
child,  but  she  had  no  heart  of  love  for 
any  but  Arthur.  Then,  seeing  Nanny's 


mother  was  watching  her — apparently 
wide-awake,  and  wishing  to  talk — she 
came  and  sat  down  by  the  bedside,  pre- 
pared for  whatever  might  happen. 

“Nanny  is  fast  asleep;  she  was  rather 
tired.  She  is  a good  little  girl.” 

The  gentle  whisper  was  answered  by  a 
faint  pressure  of  Susannah’s  hand.  “Yes, 
very  good.  I want  to  speak  to  you — 
about  Nanny.” 

It  was  not  an  hour  for  disguising  or 
delaying  the  truth.  Still,  Mrs.  Trevena 
could  not  help  saying,  “By-and-by,  when 
you  are  better.” 

“ I shall  never  be  better.  I don’t  want 
to  be  better — I want  to  die — except  for 
Nanny.”  And  as  she  spoke,  very  feebly 
and  faintly,  two  great  tears  stole  from  the 
dying  eyes  and  rolled  down  the  wasted 
cheeks. 

All  the  mother  in  Susannah’s  heart 
yearned  over  this  other  mother,  obliged 
to  go  and  leave  her  child  alone  in  a cruel 
world.  She  paused  a minute,  and  then 
said,  though  feeling  keenly  all  that  the 
promise  involved,  and  how  hard  a sacri- 
fice it  was  to  make  it:  “Be  content  about 
Nanny.  We— my  husband  and  I — will 
always  take  care  of  her.” 

To  her  astonishment,  the  sick  woman, 
instead  of  showing  gratitude,  fell  into  an 
agony  of  distress. 

“No— no— no.  It  is  the  last  thing  I 
should  wish.  Let  her  be  taken  right 
away — brought  up  anyhow,  anywhere — 
but  not  with  the  Trevenas.  No  Trevenas 
— no  Trevenas,”  she  kept  muttering,  while 
shudder  after  shudder  passed  over  her. 

Mrs.  Trevena  felt  neither  anger  nor 
pain — not  even  surprise.  In  her  sister-in- 
law’s  place  she  knew  she  should  have  said 
the  same.  There  have  been  mothers — she 
could  understand  it — who  would  rather 
see  their  children  die  than  leave  them  in 
the  hands  of  their  father. 

“I  am  not  a Trevena,”  she  said,  sooth- 
ingly. “ Can  you  not  trust  me  ?” 

The  dying  eyes  opened,  and  the  two 
women — both  mothers — looked  fixedly  at 
each  other.  What  different  faces!  what 
different  lives!  But  was  it  entirely  Fate 
that  had  done  it  ! Do  we  not  constantly 
see  some  women  who  conquer  Fate,  and 
make  peace  out  of  misery  ? while  others 
throw  away  the  happiest  lot  and  convert 
it  into  woe  ? However,  this  is  a mystery 
which  none  can  unravel:  Susannah  nev- 
er attempted  to  do  so. 

She  took  her  sister-in-law’s  hand,  and 
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by  degrees  succeeded  in  winning  from  her 
enough  confidence  to  get  some  light  on 
the  dark  future. 

It  seemed  the  woman’s  one  hope  in  com- 
ing to  England  had  been  that  she  might 
live  long  enough  to  place  her  child  with 
her  own  former  governess — a Miss  Gro- 
gan— who  kept  a small  school  at  Bath, 
and  would  educate  Nanny,  whether  paid 
or  not  paid,  until  she  could  earn  her  own 
living;  and  also  protect  her  from  the  one 
person  in  the  world  against  whom  she  re- 
quired protection — her  father. 

“Miss  Grogan  knows  everything;  she 
was  with  us  in  Australia;  she  is  altogeth- 
er faithful.  Take  Nanny  to  her— take 
her  yourself,  and  don’t  tell  him  the  ad- 
dress. Nanny  knows  it — only  Nanny. 
Hide  the  child  from  him— hide  herl  If  I 
could  only  hide  her  with  me  in  the  grave! 
She  would  be  safe  there.” 

“She  shall  be  safe— I will  see  to  that. 
Be  satisfied.” 

Susannah’s  low,  firm  voice  and  reassur- 
ing clasp  seemed  to  bring  some  comfort 
to  the  miserable  woman,  whose  misery 
would  soon  be  past.  For  such  as  she 
there  is  no  refuge  except  death ; and  her 
sister-in-law  knew  it. 

“Yes,  I think  I may  trust  you — as  you 
said,  you  are  not  a Trevena.  Look  here !” 

Opening  her  night  dress,  she  showed, 
suspended  round  her  neck,  a valuable 
ring.  In  the  dim  candle-light  the  stone — 
one  huge  diamond — glittered  with  a ghast- 
ly brightness  on  the  poor  withered  breast, 
little  more  than  skin  and  bone. 

“When  I am  dead,  take  care  of  this. 
My  father  found  it  at  Ballarat,  and  left  it  to 
Nanny.  It  is  all  she  has.  Don’t  let  him 
see  it— don’t  let  him  get  it.  You  promise  ?” 

“I  promise.” 

And  for  the  first  time  Susannah  kissed 
her  sister-in-law.  When  her  lips  touched 
the  brow,  she  felt  the  death-damp  already 
gathering  there.  A violent  fit  of  cough- 
ing came  on.  and  after  that  there  was  quiet. 

Should  she  disturb  this  last  hour  of 
peace?  Susannah  decided  not.  Should 
she  call  the  household — or  fetch  the  hus- 
band who  was  such  only  in  name,  and  in 
reality  a torment  and  a terror,  to  trouble 
the  dying  woman  ? The  poor  soul  wished 
for  nobody,  asked  for  uobody ; except  that 
toward  dawn,  when  there  was  a faint  twit- 
ter of  sparrows  under  the  eaves  outside, 
she  opened  her  eyes  and  looked  wistfully 
round. 

“ Where’s  Nanny  ?” 


“Asleep  on  her  sofa  there;  but  I can 
lift  her  and  put  her  beside  you.” 

“ Please,  yes.  Thank  you.  God  bless 
you !”  Many  a year  after,  Susannah  re- 
membered that  benediction. 

She  lifted  the  little  girl,  who  half  waked 
up,  and  then  with  a contented  murmur 
put  her  arm  round  her  mother’s  neck  and 
went  to  sleep  again.  Susannah  would 
have  moved  it — the  little  soft  arm,  heavy 
with  sleep— but  the  mother  refused. 

“ No,  no ! Don’t  disturb  the  child.” 

They  were  her  last  words. 

Mrs.  Trevena  had  watched  by  many  a 
death-bed,  but  this  one  was  so  peaceful 
that  she  hardly  recognized  it  was  such. 
Mother  and  child  dropped  asleep  together 
so  quietly  and  naturally  that  she  thought 
the  end  might  not  come  for  a good  while 
yet.  She  sat,  watching  the  daybreak 
grow,  little  by  little,  full  of  many  and 
anxious  thoughts,  that  wandered  far  away 
into  the  dim  future,  making  her  forget  the 
present.  At  last,  hearing  the  church 
clock  strike  five,  she  rose  softly  to  undraw 
the  curtain,  and  returning  to  the  bed,  look- 
ed at  the  sleepers. 

He  had  come — the  great  Divider.  The 
child  was  breathing  softly,  in  the  deepest, 
happiest  slumber;  the  mother — yes!  she 
slept  too:  she  would  never  wake  to  sor- 
row any  more. 

Susannah  lifted  Nanny  in  her  arms, 
covered  her  face  with  a shawl,  and  car- 
ried her,  still  fast  asleep,  into  the  next 
room,  where  she  laid  her  down  in  Arthur’s 
bed.  Then  she  came  back,  closed  the  eyes 
and  straightened  the  limbs  of  the  dead, 
and,  kneeling  by  the  bedside,  wept,  as  she 
never  thought  she  should  have  wept  for 
Halbert  Trevena’s  wife;  scarcely  with 
grief,  but  with  a tenderness  the  memory 
of  which  never  departed  from  her  heart. 

When  Captain  Trevena  descended  to  his 
usual  late  and  solitary  breakfast  he  re- 
ceived the  news  of  his  wife’s  death,  which 
he  took  so  easily  as  quite  to  relieve  Mrs. 
Trevena’s  conscience  for  not  having  sum- 
moned him  before. 

“Poor  dear  girl!  Well,  it  was  to  be 
expected.  I hope  she  did  not  suffer  at  the 
last?” 

But  whether  or  not  she  had  suffered,  or 
how  and  when  she  died,  he  did  not  stay  to 
hear.  His  brother  was  a great  deal  more 
moved  than  he.  Still,  neither  of  them 
asked  to  enter  the  room,  where,  sweeter 
far  in  death  than  in  life,  the  dead  wife  and 
mother  lay. 
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It  was  not  till  nearly  mid-day  that  Mrs. 
Trevena,  who  had  left  Nanny  still  sound 
asleep  in  Arthur’s  bed,  heard  through  the 
silent  house  a wild  cry,  and  found  the  child 
standing,  half  dressed  as  she  was,  batter- 
ing frantically  against  the  locked  door, 
and  screaming  aloud  for  “Mother!” 

How  Susannah  got  through  the  next 
half-hour  she  hardly  knew — how  she  man- 
aged to  tell  the  child  the  truth,  and  grad- 
ually to  quiet  her  despair.  But  in  such 
crises  words  often  come  which  seem  like 
inspirations ; and  there  was  in  Susannah’s 
very  silence,  in  the  touch  of  her  hand  and 
her  kiss,  something  so  essentially  motherly 
that  the  motherless  child  at  last  sobbed 
herself  to  sleep  on  her  bosom,  and  was 
again  laid  in  Arthur’s  bed. 

Then  Mrs.  Trevena  went  to  her  own ; 
and,  overcome  with  sheer  exhaustion,  she 
too  fell  asleep. 

When  she  woke  up — tight,  rough,  boy- 
ish arms  were  round  her  neck,  and  she  was 
almost  smothered  in  kisses. 

“Mammy,  mammy.  I’ve  come  back, 
and  I’m  on  the  Roll — fifth  on  the  Roll. 
I’ve  beaten  ninety  boys,  though  I never 
went  to  school.  Next  term  I shall  be  a 
Winchester  boy,  aud  in  five  years  more 
an  Oxford  man — for  I’ll  try  to  get  to  New 
College.  I will}  mother ! How  glad  you’ll 
be!” 

And  Arthur  was  very  much  astonished 
to  find  his  mother  weeping  on  his  neck 
as  he  had  never  seen  her  weep  in  all  his 
life  before.  His  had  been  such  a happy 
young  life;  so  entirely  free  from  the 
shadow  of  death— -from  every  shadow  of 
-every  kind  — that  no  wonder  he  was 
startled. 

He  had  rushed  in  with  his  joyful  news, 
to  find  the  house  empty  and  silent;  for 
the  two  brothers  were  in  the  church-yard 
choosing  a grave,  and  the  servants  were 
all  in  the  kitchen  “talking  things  over.” 
No  one  had  seen  him  arrive,  or  told  him 
anything. 

“I  ran  into  the  dining-room,  and  the 
parlor,  and  then  up  to  my  room — there’s 
a queer  little  girl  fast  aleep  in  my  bed — 
and  then  I ran  in  here.  Mother,  what  is 
the  matter  ? Why  do  you  cry  ? Who 
has  been  vexing  you  ?” 

Mrs.  Trevena  made  her  son  sit  down 
by  her— happy  living  child  and  living 
mother! — and  explained  all  that  had  hap- 
pened. 

Some  men,  and  boys  too,  have  that  best 
characteristic  of  true  manhood  — tender- 
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ness  over  the  weak  and  the  suffering. 

Mrs.  Trevena  had  seen  it  in  Arthur  be- 
fore now,  but  never  so  plainly  as  when  he 
went  with  her — of  his  own  accord — “to 
comfort  poor  little  Nanny.” 

Nanny  was  awake,  crying  quietly,  but 
not  troubling  anybody ; it  seemed  to  have 
been  the  law  of  her  young  life  that  she 
was  not  to  trouble  anybody. 

“I  have  brought  my  son  to  see  you, 
Nanny.  Kiss  her,  Arthur.”  And  the 
two  children,  with  the  wonderful  free- 
masonry of  childhood,  kissed  one  another 
and  made  friends  immediately. 

They  were  a great  contrast;  one  so  big 
and  tall  and  strong;  handsome  too — 
bright-looking  as  bright-hearted ; the  oth- 
er puny,  dark,  and  plain — nothing  at  all 
attractive  about  her  except  large  pitiful 
brown  eyes,  as  pathetic  as  a hunted  deer’s. 

She  looked  up  in  the  big  boy’s  face,  as  if 
wondering  if  he  too  were  going  to  hurt 
her — and  then  she  began  to  smile. 

Arthur  took  hold  of  the  child’s  hand — 
he  evidently  thought  her  the  merest  baby — 
and  proposed  that  she  should  go  with  him 
to  see  his  big  Newfoundland,  Nero,  and 
his  pretty  pigeons.  And  Nanny  went. 

Thankfully  Mrs.  Trevena  saw  that  Ar- 
thur comforted  the  poor  little  girl  twen- 
ty times  better  than  she  could  have  done. 

And  it  gladdened  her  to  notice  that  dur- 
ing the  next  dreary  three  days  he  did 
not  forsake  the  shut-up  house,  or  get  wea- 
ry of  the  heart-broken  and  often  fretful 
child.  That  deep  pity  which  is  always 
deepest  in  the  strongest  hearts,  had  been 
awakened  in  the  boy.  He  was  chival- 
rous, tender,  and  patient  too,  with  poor 
Nanny,  to  a degree  that  his  mother  had 
hardly  thought  possible  in  a lively,  active 
lad  of  thirteen.  But  she  rejoiced — as  she 
did  in  every  new  development  of  charac- 
ter which  foretold  what  sort  of  man  her 
“King”  Arthur  would  become. 

He  seemed  to  have  quite  forgotten  his 
own  success,  which  Mr.  Hardy  said  had 
been  most  remarkable.  Not  a word  was 
spoken  about  Winchester  until  the  days 
of  busy  quiet  with  “death  in  the  house” 
were  ended,  and  Nanny’s  mother  had 
been  laid  to  rest  in  the  church-yard  close 
by. 

Nanny  was  not  at  the  funeral — nor  Ar- 
thur. Mrs.  Trevena  sent  the  children 
away  for  a long  walk  across  country, 
and  when  they  came  back  the  blinds  were 
all  drawn  up  and  the  house  looking  as 
usual.  So  Nanny’s  last  remembrance  of 
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her  mother  was — as  Mrs.  Trevena  had  de- 
termined it  should  be — that  peaceful  fall- 
ing asleep  with  her  arm  round  her  neck, 
as  seemed  to  have  been  the  habit  of 
years. 

Captain  Trevena  followed  his  wife  to 
the  grave  with  due  decorum,  and  in  a 
new  suit  of  best  black  clothes,  provided 
by  his  brother.  Outsiders  might  have 
thought  he  mourned  sincerely  the  wife 
whose  life  he  had  made  utterly  miserable. 
Perhaps  he  did  regret  her — for  a day. 

All  that  evening  he  was  rather  subdued 
and  grave;  spoke  kindly  to  his  daughter, 
and  approved  of  her  mourning  dress-ar- 
ranged, like  everything  else,  by  her 44  kind- 
est of  aunts” — to  whom  he  left  every  re- 
sponsibility. Except  a passing  remark 
about  44  a little  ring— a sort  of  crystal,  of 
no  particular  value” — which,  if  she  found, 
he  should  like  to  have,  44to  wear  in  re- 
membrance of  my  late  dear  wife” — except 
this  observation,  which  Mrs.  Trevena 
never  answered,  he  asked  no  question 
about  anything.  In  truth,  there  was  no- 
thing to  inquire  about.  Save  the  clothes 
they  had  on,  mother  and  child  seemed 
to  have  possessed  scarcely  a rag  in  the 
world. 

Captain  Trevena  was  better  off.  And 
when  at  supper-time  he  announced  that 
he  should  want  Bob  Bates  to  carry  his 
portmanteau  to  the  nearest  station,  as  he 
thought  of  going  to  London — “for  a few 
days’  rest  and  change” — nobody  attempt- 
ed to  hinder  him. 

He  went,  and  it  was  a relief  when  he 
was  gone.  To  see  Nanny,  whom  he  had 
forgotten  to  say  good-by  to,  break  into  a 
broad  smile  of  happiness  when  told  her 
father  had  departed,  was  the  most  piteous 
condemnation  that  any  father  could  have 
earned. 

“Mother,  I hate  that  man!  He  is  no 
more  like  my  papa  than— than — ” words 
failed  to  Arthur’s  youthful  indignation. 
“I’ll  never  call  him  ‘uncle’  as  long  as  I 
live.” 

“ You  need  not,”  answered  the  mother, 
gravely.  “He  is  not  your  uncle,  and 
Nanny  is  not  your  cousin;  but  you  can 
always  call  her  so.” 

“I  will! — and  I'll  protect  her  to  the 
end  of  my  days.”  And  Arthur  looked  as 
if  he  knew  how  much  she  needed  protec- 
tion, which  very  likely  he  did  know, 
though  with  the  not  uncommon  reticence 
of  childhood  the  two  young  creatures 
kept  their  counsel.  It  had  been  one  of 
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the  chivalrous  teachings  of  “King”  Ar- 
thur’s mother  to  her  boy — “Never  com- 
plain.” 

No  one  was  much  surprised,  or  very 
sorry,  when  a whole  week  passed  and 
Captain  Trevena  did  not  reappear.  Mean- 
time Mrs.  Trevena,  who  never  let  grass 
grow  under  her  feet  when  there  was  any- 
thing to  be  done,  had  written  to  the  ad- 
dress which  Nanny  gave  her — the  child 
was  a curious  mixture  of  babyishness  and 
sad  precocity — and  had  received  a neatly 
written  and  kindly  worded  letter  signed 
“Anastasia  Grogan,”  saying  the  writer 
would  be  glad  to  receive  her  goddaughter 
immediately  in  her  quiet  home  at  Bath. 

44 1 will  take  Nanny  there  myself,”  said 
Susannah,  explaining  to  her  husband  the 
dead  mother’s  wish,  and  obeying  it  by 
not  even  telling  him  Miss  Grogan’s  ad- 
dress: Austin  was  too  tender-hearted  to 
be  trusted  with  a secret  that  concerned 
his  clever  brother.  44  And  I think  I will 
take  her  at  once.” 

For  she  felt  that  with  the  then  existing 
English  law,  which  even  yet  maintains 
the  fiction  of  mediaeval  and  ancient  days 
that  a man’s  wife  and  children  are  his 
mere  goods  and  chattels  to  deal  with  as  he 
chooses,  it  would  not  be  safe  to  wait  Cap- 
tain Trevena’s  return. 

Susannah  was  not  a coward.  She  was 
determined,  by  fair  means  or  foul,  to 
snatch  this  poor  innocent — a girl  too — 
out  of  her  father's  hands;  to  circumvent 
him,  and  the  law  too  if  necessary,  by  all 
possible  means.  She  had  no  conscience 
stings— no  scruple  about  parental  rights 
— there  can  be  no  rights  where  duties  are 
left  unfulfilled. 

“God  gave  me  no  children,”  she  sigh- 
ed to  herself,  as  she  watched  Arthur  and 
Nanny  at  play  in  the  garden — Nanny  had 
blossomed  out  like  a flower  in  that  one 
week’s  peace  and  love.-  “But  I have 
saved  one  child:  perhaps  it  may  be  His 
will  that  I shall  help  to  save  another.” 

So  one  fine  morning — leaving  a line  for 
Austin,  who  had  gone  to  a diocesan  meet- 
ing— she  started  with  the  two,  for  she 
dared  not  leave  Arthur  behind,  and  be- 
sides he  was  company  for  Nanny.  Her 
heart  melted  as  she  wrote  the  brief  note, 
almost  the  first  since  her  marriage,  to  her 
“beloved  husband,”  from  whom  she  had 
never  been  parted  for  a day.  She  knew 
her  departure  would  vex  and  grieve  him, 
but  he  would  be  glad  afterward.  For 
sometimes,  in  the  relief  and  peace  of  his 
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brother’s  absence,  the  rector  had  begun  to 
notice  his  little  niece,  and  once  had  even 
taken  her  on  his  knee,  and  remarked  that 
she  had  “the  Trevena  hauds.” 

“She  is,  after  all,  the  last  of  the  Tre- 
venas — his  own  flesh  and  blood : if  I can 
save  her,  Austin  will  be  glad.” 

So  thought  the  faithful  wife — faithful 
though  stem — as  the  train  whirled  her 
away  to  Bath,  she  sitting  silent,  and  her 
two  “children”  opposite,  chattering  like  a 
couple  of  magpies.  Two  children — nei- 
ther of  them  her  own,  yet  God  seemed  to 
have  given  them  to  her,  and  she  accepted 
the  trust.  If  she  could  only  make  them 
His  children,  her  life  would  not  have 
been  in  vain. 

Had  Miss  Grogan  proved  unsatisfac- 
tory, she  had  determined,  at  all  risk  and 
cost,  to  bring  Nanny  back  to  the  rectory; 
but  it  was  needless.  She  found  a bright 
little  house,  on  the  top  of  one  of  the 
pleasant  Bath  hills,  and  in  it  a bright  lit- 
tle woman — Irish  certainly,  but  of  that 
type  of  Irish  woman  which  English  folk 
are  so  slow  to  believe  in.  Tidy,  accurate, 
methodical;  keeping  her  house  “in  ap- 
ple-pie order,”  and  herself  “as  neat  as  a 
new  pin” ; to  these  proverbially  un-Irish 
qualities  Miss  Grogan  added  others,  which 
even  enemies  allow  to  the  children  of  the 
Emerald  Isle— a warm  heart,  a blithe 
spirit,  quick  sympathy,  and  ready  gener- 
osity. Withal,  that  most  desirable  thing 
in  man  or  woman — courage.  Elderly  as 
she  was,  there  was  a sparkle  in  Miss  Gro- 
gan’s soft  Irish  eyes  which  showed  that 
she  knew  how  to  defend  a friend  and  to 
face  a foe.  Susannah  felt  instinctively 
that  the  poor  feeble  dead  woman  had 
judged  rightly.  Here  was  the  right  per- 
son to  bring  up,  and  if  necessary  to  pro- 
tect, the  worse  than  orphan  child. 

“Yes,  I know  him,”  was  all  Miss  Gro- 
gan said  of  Halbert  Trevena.  “I  agree 
with  you;  the  best  thing  we  can  do  for 
Nanny  is  never  to  mention  her  father’s 
name,  4 Non  ragionam  de  lor,  ma  guarda  e 
passa,’”  added  she,  with  a little  innocent 
pedantry — she  was  evidently  a well-edu- 
cated woman.  And  so  the  subject  ended. 

For  a long  time  the  godmother  refused 
to  accept  any  money  for  Nanny,  but  final- 
ly her  Irish  pride  had  to  submit  to  her  ev- 
idently narrow  means  and  the  practical 
common-sense  of  Mrs.  Trevena:  and  it 
was  agreed  that  a fair  annual  payment 
should  be  guaranteed  by  Nanny’s  uncle 
and  aunt,  if  they  both  lived. 
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“And  if  we  die,”  said  Susannah,  “ there 
is  still  this  diamond  ring.” 

“ I know  it  of  old.” 

4 4 He  says  it  is  4 of  no  particular  value.  ’ ” 

44  Let  us  find  out,”  was  the  answer,  with 
a smile  that  might  have  been  called  sar- 
castic, had  not  Miss  Grogan  been  such  a 
very  pleasant  old  lady. 

So  the  two  elders  went— the  two  chil- 
dren following — down  into  the  pleasant 
streets  of  Bath,  to  a jeweller’s  there,  and 
found  that  the  diamond,  though  roughly 
set,  was  of  great  value — probably  worth 
three  or  four  hundred  pounds. 

Susannah  breathed  with  new  relief  and 
thankfulness. 

44  Then,  in  any  case,  the  child  will  not 
be  destitute.  Should  we  die  before  she  is 
grown  up,  it  will  suffice  to  educate  her. 

Do  you  hear,  Nanny?”  for  she  felt  it  bet- 
ter that  the  child,  who  knew  so  much, 
should  know  everything.  “This  ring  is 
yours,  your  grandfather’s  gift : it  is  worth 
several  hundred  pounds,  and  you  shall 
have  it  when  you  are  twenty-one,  or  when 
you  marry.” 

44 1 don’t  mean  to  marry — mamma  told 
me  not — it  would  only  make  me  misera- 
ble,” said  the  child,  her  tears  beginning 
to  flow,  as  they  always  did  when  she  spoke 
of  her  mother;  but  the  consoler  was  at 
hand.  She  turned  to  him  gratefully — 
“Yes,  I think  I will  marry — I’ll  marry 
you,  Cousin  Arthur — and  then  you  will 
get  the  diamond  ring.” 

Arthur  blushed  — school-boy  fashion; 
and  Miss  Grogan  said,  primly,  “My  dear, 
you  are  too  young  to  talk  about  such 
things.”  Mrs.  Trevena  said  nothing,  but 
was  conscious  of  a queer  sensation,  scarce- 
ly an  arrow — more  like  a pin-prick — at 
her  heart,  for  which  she  laughed  at  her- 
self, but  did  not  get  rid  of  it — not  for 
days. 

She  left  Nanny  quite  content,  for  her 
godmother  was  evidently  well  remember- 
ed by  her;  and  there  had  appeared  at  tea- 
time  two  little  girls,  Australian-born,  who 
had  been  confided  to  Miss  Grogan  for  ed- 
ucation. These  young  companions  less- 
ened the  grief  of  parting  with  Arthur: 
and  Arthur  himself  seemed  to  feel  he  had 
done  his  utmost  duty  to  “only  a girl,” 
and  might  now  plunge  back  into  boy  life, 
and  tell  his  mother  all  about  the  delight 
of  Winchester. 

No  tongue  can  tell  the  relief  it  was  when 
Susannah  found  herself  sitting  in  the  rec- 
tory parlor  — alone  with  her  very  own 
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two,  her  husband  and  son,  and  nobody 
else ! The  storm  had  come  and  gone ; she 
had  borne  it,  had  done  her  duty  through 
it — her  utmost  duty — and  now  the  sky 
was  clear,  at  least  for  a time. 

Alas,  no!  When  Arthur  went  to  bed 
she  told  her  husband  as  much  as  it  seemed 
desirable  to  tell  about  little  Nanny’s  af- 
fairs, to  which  Mr.  Trevena  listened  with 
his  usual  absent-mindedness.  The  wor- 
ried look  gradually  returned  to  his  face; 
till  at  last,  when  Susannah  asked  the  nat- 
ural question,  “Any  letters?”  he  drew 
one  out  of  his  pocket.  It  was  the  long- 
familiar  handwriting  that  always  fore- 
boded trouble. 

“This  came  yesterday,  but  I would  not 
answer  it  till  you  returned  home.  Read 
it,  and  tell  me  what  you  think.” 

It  was  one  of  those  lucky  chances  which 
few  men’s  lives  are  quite  without,  which 
had  come  again  and  again  to  Halbert  Tre- 
vena, and  been  thrown  away.  An  old 
friend  of  the  family,  whom  he  had  just 
met  accidentally,  after  having  lost  sight 
of  for  years,  had  offered  him  a situation 
abroad,  at  a tea-garden  in  Ceylon ; a 6ona 
fide  offer,  for  he  enclosed  the  letter  in  which 
it  was  made — a most  kind  letter  from  an 
old  man  who  scarcely  knew  anything  of 
him,  except  that  he  was  a Trevena.  It 
seemed  to  have  touched  that  callous  heart. 
Though  there  would  be  hard  work  and  lit- 
tle pay,  Hal  wished  to  accept  the  situation, 
and  asked  his  brother  “for  really  the  last 
time”  to  assist  him ; to  pay  his  passage  and 
give  him  a small  outfit  to  begin  “a  new 
life  in  a new  land.” 

“ He  may  prosper  there,  he  is  so  clever,” 
said  Austin.  “And  not  very  old — only  a 
year  older  than  I.”  Indeed,  he  looked 
much  younger,  having  such  a splendid 
physique,  and  what  some  cynical  physi- 
cian has  called  the  secret  of  long  life — “a 
good  digestion,  and  no  heart  to  speak  of.” 
“Who  knows,  Susannah,  but  that  poor 
Hal  might  do  well  yet  ?” 

Susannah,  loath  to  wound  this  pathetic, 
lingering  fraternal  love,  replied  that  it 
was  “just  possible  ” At  any  rate,  she  felt 
that  some  sacrifice  was  worth  making,  if 
only  to  get  rid  of  him. 

So  the  money  was  sent,  though  not  in 
coin,  the  passage  being  paid  to  the  ship’s 
agent,  and  the  outfitter’s  bill  ordered  to  be 
forwarded  to  the  rectory : precautions  not 
unnecessary.  Hal  did  not  resent  them: 
he  never  resented  anything,  and  always 
accepted  everything.  About  his  daugh- 


ter he  asked  not  a single  question,  nor 
even  named  her,  until  his  farewell  letter, 
when,  apologizing  for  having  no  time  to 
come  to  Tawton,  he  said  that  he  left  her 
“with  entire  confidence”  to  the  care  of 
her  uncle  and  aunt. 

“Poor  fellow!  perhaps  I may  never 
set  eyes  on  him  again.  The  climate  of 
Ceylon  is  very  bad,  they  say.  Would 
there  be  any  chance  of  seeing  him  off  from 
Southampton  ?” 

There  was  a pathos  in  Mr.  Trevena’s  look 
which  his  wife  could  not  resist.  Much 
as  it  often  irritated  her,  she  could  not  but 
see,  with  a tenderness  approaching  to  rev- 
erence, how  deep  in  this  good  man’s  heart 
lay  that  divine  charity  which  “ belie veth 
all  things,  hopeth  all  things.”  The  jour- 
ney would  be  a trouble  and  expense,  and 
the  family  finances  were  already  sorely 
strained — would  be  more  so  by  the  pay- 
ment for  Nanny.  Not  for  Arthur:  oh, 
with  what  glad  pride  did  she  reflect  that 
Arthur’s  education  would  cost  Mr.  Trevena 
almost  nothing!  She  calculated  a little, 
and  then  said, 

“If  you  like,  Austin,  we  will  go  to 
Southampton  at  once.” 

“You  too?”  he  said,  joyfully.  And 
they  started,  their  first  journey  together 
for  many  a long  year.  It  felt  almost  like 
a honey-moon. 

Susannah  had  almost  expected  not  to 
see  her  brother-in-law,  but  he  was  there. 
He  seemed  really  to  have  “turned  over  a 
new  leaf,”  as  people  say,  though,  alas ! the 
new  leaf  often  gets  as  blurred  and  blotted 
as  the  old  one.  He  met  them  with  even 
more  than  his  customary  empressement, 
and  the  trio  had  a peaceful  and  pleasant 
dinner  together  at  the  hotel  before  join- 
ing that  company,  sad  and  strange,  which 
goes  on  board  every  P.  and  O.  steamer 
with  last  farewells. 

Their  adieux  were,  however,  no  heart- 
break to  any  one.  Captain  Trevena  was 
in  exuberant  spirits.  The  newly  made 
widower  might  have  been  a gay  young 
bachelor  beginning  the  world,  free  as  air, 
with  not  a cloud  of  regret  or  remorse  upon 
his  heart. 

“How  is  Nanny?”  he  did  once  ask;  but 
he  never  waited  for  the  answer;  and  soon 
after  said,  quite  carelessly  as  it  seemed: 
“By-the-bye,  have  you  brought  the  little 
ring  I wished  for  ? — not  that  it  is  worth 
much,  but  I should  like  to  wear  it  in  mem- 
ory of  my  late  dear  wife.” 

For  an  instant  Susannah  was  silent 
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with  indignant  contempt;  then  she  said, 
in  a manner  that  he  could  not  mistake: 

“ I know  exactly  what  the  ring  is  worth, 
for  I have  had  it  valued  by  a jeweller. 
But  it  is  not  yours;  it  is  Nanny’s — left  her 
by  her  grandfather.  I shall  keep  it  for 
her  till  she  is  twenty-one.” 

“The  devil  you  will!”  And  truly  the 
devil  himself  glared  out  of  the  angry  eyes, 
and  spoke  in  the  muttered  execration 
which  followed.  But  Captain  Trevena 
had  been  checkmated,  or  rather  he  had 
checkmated  himself ; and  it  was  too  late 
now,  except  for  furious  looks  and  words, 
which  fell  harmless  upon  the  little  woman 
before  him.  He  might  as  well  have 
stormed  against  a stone,  and  he  knew  it. 

However,  he  thought  it  wiser  to  let  all 
pass.  His  handsome  face  recovered  its 
usual  bland  smile,  and  by  the  time  that 
“All  on  shore!”  was  called  out,  he  was 
ready  with  a cheery  good-by. 

“It  really  was  most  kind  of  you,  Aus- 
tin, to  come  and  see  me  off.  Give  my 
love  to  Nanny.  Say  I leave  her  in  charge 
of  the  best  of  uncles — and  aunts”  (with  a 
bow  in  which  it  was  difficult  to  say  wheth- 
er politeness  or  sarcasm  predominated). 
“ Good-by  to  you  both— good-by.” 

They  left  him  kissing  his  hand  to  them 
as  he  leaned  over  the  ship’s  side ; but  al- 
most before  Susannah  ventured  to  speak 
to  her  husband,  who  had  turned  aside,  the 
tears  running  down  his  cheeks,  she  saw 
Halbert  laughing  and  talking  with  some 
ladies:  he  had  already  made  acquaintance 
with  several  of  the  passengers,  and  before 
reaching  Suez  would  doubtless  be  the  most 
popular  man  on  board. 

“No  need  to  grieve  for  him,”  she 
thought,  but  said  nothing.  Nor  did  her 
husband.  All  the  under-tragedies  of  life 
are  often  acted — and  perhaps  best — in  to- 
tal silence. 

“Hal  may  do  well  yet,”  Mr.  Trevena 
said,  as  a sort  of  remorseful  balance- 
weight  against  the  deep  sense  of  relief 
that  they  both  felt  in  coming  back,  they 
two  alone,  to  their  peaceful  home.  Ex- 
cept for  that  grave,  equally  peaceful,  in 
the  church -yard  hard  by,  all  the  last 
weeks  might  have  been  a painful  dream. 
Once  more  the  rector  and  his  wife  saun- 
tered leisurely  up  and  down  the  peach- 
tree  walk,  and  Arthur  went  back  to  his 
lessons,  and  was  forever  asking  his  papa 
about  old  Winchester  days — which  the 
old  Wykehamite  recalled  with  utmost 
enthusiasm — the  days  “when  Hal  and  I 
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were  boys  together”  ; only  one  was  an 
idler  and  the  other  a worker.  Still,  Aus- 
tin often  ended  with  the  sigh,  “But  Hal 
may  do  well  yet.” 

He  might  have  done,  though  it  is  sel- 
dom that  at  the  eleventh  hour  the  Ethio- 
pian changes  his  skin  and  the  leopard  his 
spots;  but  fate — cruel  or  merciful,  who 
dare  say  ? — ordained  it  otherwise. 

Three  days  after  he  sailed,  the  daily 
newspaper  brought  to  the  rectory,  and  to 
many  another  English  home,  tidings  of 
one  of  those  disasters  at  sea  which  not 
seldom  happen  to  outward-bound  ships — 
a collision  in  the  Channel.  The  emigrant 
ship  — a miserable  unsea  worthy  craft — 
went  down  immediately,  but  the  passen- 
gers and  crew  of  the  large  steamer  did 
their  best  to  save  all  the  lives  they  could, 
launching  boats,  and  helping  the  drown- 
ing wretches  to  climb  on  board.  One  pas- 
senger in  particular,  it  was  said,  had  as- 
sisted many,  holding  on  at  the  ship’s  side 
and  throwing  out  from  thence  ropes  and 
life-preservers.  But  the  vessel  gave  a 
lurch,  he  fell  overboard,  and  never  rose 
again.  The  name  of  this  brave  passenger, 
it  was  ascertained,  was  Halbert  Trevena. 

So  all  was  over.  No  more  hope — nor 
fear.  His  death,  more  honorable  than 
ever  his  life  had  been,  covered  over  its 
many  shortcomings — or  sins.  “Captain 
Trevena’s  heroic  conduct”  was  mentioned 
in  the  newspapers:  and  for  months  after, 
letters  of  condolence,  admiration,  and  grat- 
itude reached  the  rectory  from  friends 
and  strangers.  No  one  could  have  de- 
sired a more  lauded  or  lamented  end. 

Scarcely  a melancholy  end,  Susannah 
sometimes  thought.  For  his  last  act  had 
been  perhaps  the  noblest  in  his  life.  Bet- 
ter he  should  die  as  he  did,  and  when  he 
did,  and  be  spoken  of  with  praise  and  re- 
membered with  tenderness.  She  thought, 
with  untold  thankfulness,  of  that  journey 
to  Southampton,  and  how  the  brothers 
had  parted  in  peace,  with  kindly  good 
wishes,  hopes,  and  prayers — which  perhaps 
Heaven  had  answered  in  its  own  way. 

There  was  no  need  to  go  and  console 
Nanny  for  the  death  of  a parent  who  had 
never  been  such  to  her  except  in  name; 
but  Mrs.  Trevena  collected  carefully  all 
that  the  newspapers  had  said  in  his  praise, 
and  every  letter  which  reached  the  rectory 
concerning  him,  asking  Miss  Grogan  to 
keep  them  for  Nanny,  and  teach  the  child 
to  forget  everything  about  her  father  ex- 
cept his  blameless  and  heroic  end. 
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* CHAPTER  VI. 

Young  lovers  are  a sweet  and  pleasant 
sight;  and  so  are  young  married  people, 
absorbed  in  their  present  bliss,  with  the 
future  stretching  out  before  them,  all  in 
a golden  haze.  But  the  sweetest  and  sa- 
credest  sight  of  all  is  an  elderly  couple  to 
whom  hope  has  become  certainty,  whose 
future  has  narrowed  down  to  a quiet  pre- 
sent, yet  who  love  one  another  still,  and 
by  the  strength  and  perfectness  of  that 
love  are  able  to  enjoy  now,  without  re- 
gretting then. 

Thus  it  was  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Trevena. 
Though  married  late  in  life,  their  real 
union  had  begun  so  early  that  neither 
had  a past  or  desired  a future  in  which 
the  other  had  no  share.  Of  course  their 
felicity  had  not  been  unclouded:  what 
human  happiness  is  ? But  “the  little  rift 
within  the  lute” — which  happens  in  al- 
most all  marriages,  and  has  power  in 
many  to  “make  the  music  mute” — had 
been  closed  by  wise  hands;  partly  the 
hand  of  Providence,  and  partly — let  it  be 
honestly  said — their  own.  There  is  no 
marriage  which  cannot  be  made  unhappy 
— there  are  few  marriages  which  cannot 
be  made  less  unhappy — if  the  parties  con- 
cerned so  choose. 

Austin  and  Susannah  had  not  grown 
less  happy  as  they  grew  older— rather  the 
contrary.  He  no  longer  sacrificed  every- 
thing, his  wife  included,  on  the  shrine  of 
what  is  called  “family  duty” — a religion 
which,  begun  in  the  noblest  faith,  some- 
times degenerates  into  a mere  fetich  wor- 
ship of  what  is  essentially  mean  and  base. 
And  Susannah,  when,  also  out  of  duty, 
she  let  her  boy  become  a school-boy,  and 
contented  herself  with  only  seeing  him  in 
the  holidays,  was  saved  from  that  passion 
of  maternal  idolatry  which  might  have 
proved  equally  fatal  for  him,  for  her,  and 
for  her  husband.  Gradually  she  learned 
the  inevitable  lesson  of  all  mothers — to  sit 
still  and  see  their  children  happy  on  their 
own  account.  Not  ceasing  to  make  them 
happy,  but  ceasing  to  feel  wounded  be- 
cause the  new  generation  has  a happiness 
apart  from  the  old. 

When  Arthur’s  letters  came,  brimful 
of  enjoyment— Greek,  foot-ball,  cricket, 
music,  and  mathematics  being  inextrica- 
bly muddled  up  together — for  the  young 
“King”  verified  the  adage  of  “good  at 
work,  good  at  play” ; full,  too,  of  Winches- 
ter slang,  which  Mr.  Trevena  recalled  with 


delight,  and  protested  was  not  vulgar  at 
all,  but  only  archaic  and  historical — the 
unexacting  mother  read  the  brief  post- 
script, “How  are  you  all  at  home?”  and 
did  not  expect  more.  She  knew  her  dar- 
ling loved  her  in  his  heart;  and  that  the 
thirteen  years  during  which  she  had  had 
him  all  to  herself,  to  train  both  mind  and 
body  in  the  right  way,  would  never  be 
lost,  but  bear  fruit  in  time  to  come. 

Yet  when  he  returned,  after  a few 
months,  a regular  Winchester  boy,  at  first 
he  seemed  something  new  and  strange. 
He  had  grown  very  tall ; and,  it  could  not 
be  denied,  promised  to  be  extremely  hand- 
some, even  though  he  had  cropped  his 
curly  hair  in  the  crudest  way,  and  scarred 
his  long  slender  hands  with  knife-cuts; 
nay,  as  he  told  his  mother  with  great 
pride,  had  been  within  an  inch  of  break- 
ing his  beautiful  Roman  nose.  Still,  de- 
spite these  drawbacks,  when  he  went  to 
church  with  her  the  first  Sunday,  he  was 
a boy  that  most  people  would  have  turned 
round  to  look  at,  and  whom  any  mother 
would  be  proud  to  have  standing  by  her 
side,  and  singing  away — “like  a cheru- 
bim”— one  old  woman  in  the  congrega- 
tion said,  with  the  waning  beauty  of  his 
boyish  voice,  which  had  made  him  already 
notable  in  the  Winchester  choir. 

“Whether  or  not  Arthur  will  turn  out 
handsome,  he  certainly  looks  every  inch 
a gentleman,”  she  said  to  her  husband, 
as  they  took  their  peaceful  stroll  between 
services  up  and  down  the  peach-tree  walk. 

“ All  Wykehamites  are  gentlemen,”  the 
rector  answered,  with  pardonable  preju- 
dice. 

But  she  had  meant  something  more  than 
that.  “What  is  bred  in  the  bone  will 
come  out  in  the  flesh” — is  a truth  which 
there  is  no  gainsaying.  All  the  educa- 
tion in  the  world  would  never  have  put 
into  Arthur  what  did  not  inherently  exist 
there.  There  must  have  been  good  mate- 
rial, natural  or  hereditary,  to  work  upon. 
Now,  far  more  than  when  he  was  a baby 
— her  own  innocent  helpless  baby — did 
Susannah  speculate  about  him,  noticing 
every  new  development,  and  contrasting 
him  with  other  children.  Especially  with 
Nanny,  who  shortly  after  also  came  home 
for  the  holidays. 

The  “last  of  the  Trevenas,”  as  her  un- 
cle sometimes  pathetically  called  her, 
was,  Mrs.  Trevena  thought,  very  inferior 
to  her  own  Arthur.  Nanny  was  a good 
little  girl;  but  she  was  prim  and  quiet, 
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taciturn  and  plain.  She  could  not  com- 
pare at  all  with  the  big  school-boy — full  of 
life,  health,  and  activity.  Not  that  Ar- 
thur was  ever  unkind  to  her;  but  he  just 
ignored  her,  as  school-boys  do  ignore  lit- 
tle girls,  unless  specially  attractive.  He 
tried  to  be  civil  and  polite— brought  her 
flowers,  and  condescendingly  took  her  a 
walk  now  and  then ; but  he  told  his  mo- 
ther confidentially  that  “Nanny  was  a 
big  baby,”  and  escaped  from  her  society 
whenever  he  politely  could.  At  which 
poor  Nanny  used  to  look  so  miserable 
that  Mrs.  Trevena  considered  seriously 
whether  it  would  not  be  better  in  future 
to  arrange  the  child’s  home-coming  at  a 
different  time  from  Arthur’s. 

But  next  year  Fate  took  the  decision 
out  of  her  hands;  for  Miss  Grogan  had  a 
severe  illness,  and  Nanny,  with  a resolu- 
tion which  her  uncle  and  aunt  had  not 
expected  in  so  small  a child,  absolutely 
refused  to  leave  her. 

“Nanny  always  was  a devoted  little 
creature,”  said  Mrs.  Trevena,  remember- 
ing those  few  days  in  the  sick-room— the 
room  of  death.  But  still  she  was  not  sor- 
ry to  have  her  boy  all  to  herself  for  those 
brief,  too  brief  holiday  weeks,  when  she 
could  watch  him  growing  up  to  manhood 
— the  delight  of  her  heart — the  desire  of 
her  eyes. 

He  was  in  truth  a very  fine  young  fel- 
low. At  sixteen  he  was  little  short  of  six 
feet  high.  Slender  and  supple  as  a wil- 
low wdnd,  yet  not  lanky;  very  muscular 
and  strong  for  his  age.  He  was  good  at 
all  athletic  sports,  and  made  as  much  use 
of  his  body  as  he  did  of  his  brains.  His 
mother’s  maxim,  “Better  to  wear  out 
than  rust  out,”  seemed  exemplified  in 
“King”  Arthur — though  he  did  not  seem 
likely  to  wear  out  for  the  next  threescore 
years  at  least;  for  the  wholesome  up- 
bringing of  his  childhood  had  resulted  in 
a healthy  youth,  and  bade  fair  to  develop 
into  a splendid  manhood. 

Often  when  she  looked  at  him  she  won- 
dered whence  all  this  came — this  wealth 
of  physical  and  mental  power;  much  as 
Merlin  must  have  wondered  when  he  saw 
grow  up  under  his  eyes  the  “little  naked 
child,”  naked  of  every  hereditary  bless- 
ing, owing  fortune  nothing,  not  even  a 
name. 

“The  boys  always  call  you  Trevena  ?” 
she  once  said  to  him,  anxiously.  “They 
— they  ask  no  questions  ?” 

Arthur  blushed,  as  he  had  done  more 


than  once  lately  when  strangers  made 
unconscious  ignorant  remarks,  such  as 
noticing  his  height,  and  saying  he  “ took 
after  his  papa.” 

“They  did  chaff  me  at  first,  mother- 
just  a little.  And  one  fellow  called  me 
Nemo— but  I thrashed  him  to  within  an 
inch  of  his  life.  And  then  I told  the 
other  fellows  the  plain  truth  about  my- 
self, as  you  advised  me.  Nobody  ever 
said  an  ill  word. to  me  afterward.” 

So,  already  had  begun  for  Arthur  that 
battle  with  the  world  from  which  his  mo- 
ther could  not  defend  him — she  could  only 
give  him  strength  for  the  conflict. 

“That  was  well,”  she  answered,  gently. 

“ Indeed,  I think  only  a 4 sneak’  or  a ‘cad,’ 
as  you  call  them,  would  have  been  unkind 
to  you.  A name,  and  even  a family,  are 
not  worth  much  sometimes — were  not  to 
poor  little  Sir  Eustace  Damerel,  who  died 
last  Christmas.  We  shall  see  what  the 
new  Damerels  will  be  like.  They  came 
to  Tawton  Abbas  last  week,  and  will  like- 
ly be  at  church  next  Sunday.” 

Thus  said  she,  to  turn  away  her  boy’s 
thoughts  from  himself.  But  she  need  not 
have  feared  — Arthur’s  nature  was  too 
wholesome,  and  his  youth  too  full  of  hope 
and  brightness,  to  have  any  morbid  or 
sentimental  feelings  about  either  his  ori- 
gin or  his  future  lot.  And  Winchester 
had  not  made  him  oblivious  of  Tawton 
Magna.  He  took  the  vividest  interest  in 
hearing  about  the  Damerels — Sir  Charles 
and  his  lady;  who  had  inherited  the  title 
and  estates,  and  come  to  reside  at  the 
great  house — which,  being  the  only  house 
except  farm-houses  for  miles  round,  was  a 
matter  of  some  importance  to  the  rectory. 

“Do  you  mean  to  call  there,  mother  ? 
You  ought,”  said  Arthur — who  was  a lit- 
tle given  to  laying  down  the  law — as  is 
not  uncommon  at  sixteen.  “Are  they 
young  folks  or  old  ? Have  they  got  any 
children  ?” 

“ I believe  they  are  rather  elderly  peo- 
ple; distant  cousins,  whom  nobody  ever 
heard  about  till  lately.  And  I think, 
but  I am  not  sure,  they  have  no  children.” 

At  which  Arthur’s  interest  died  down 
— he  said  he  didn’t  care  for  “old  fogies.” 
And  next  Sunday  he  scarcely  glanced  in 
the  direction  of  the  Tawton  Abbas  pew, 
where,  in  the  two  arm-chairs  which  had 
stood  there  for  generations  back,  sat  the 
new  Baronet  and  Lady  Damerel.  They 
sat,  with  dead  Damerels  underfoot  and 
monuments  to  the  same  overhead,  the 
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last  representatives  of  the  race.  Only 
their  two  selves;  though  report  declared 
they  had  had  several  children— all  dead 
now.  Susannah  wondered  how  a child- 
less couple  should  ever  have  cared  to 
claim  either  title  or  property. 

Of  course  they  were  stared  at  eagerly 
by  the  whole  congregation.  A curious 
pair — she,  a fine-looking,  fashionable  wo- 
man, with  a complexion  much  too  fair 
and  hair  much  too  dark  for  her  age;  but 
the  simple  villagers  suspected  nothing, 
and  set  her  down  as  being  younger  than 
her  husband,  who  was  a feeble- looking, 
melancholy  little  man,  nigh  upon  seven- 
ty. Two  footmen  had  helped  him  into 
church,  and  set  him  in  his  chair,  whence 
he  never  moved,  for  his  feet  and  hands 
were  all  knotted  and  distorted  with  rheu- 
matism. But  he  had  a mild  and  not  un- 
pleasing face  — aristocratic  — aquiline  — 
“as  big  a nose  as  mine,”  Arthur  said,  in 
commenting  upon  them  after  church. 
“ But  oh,  I wouldn’t  be  Sir  Charles  Dam- 
erel  for  the  world  1” 

“Nor  I Lady  Damerel,”  said  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena.  4 4 Poor  woman — what  an  unhappy 
face ! No  wonder,  if  she  has  lost  all  her 
children.” 

And  Susannah  almost  regretted  having 
stopped  to  speak  to  them  at  the  church 
door,  introducing  herself  as  the  rector’s 
wife,  and  Arthur  as  “my  son.”  “How 
she  must  envy  me!”  thought  the  tender- 
hearted soul,  and  blamed  herself  for 
flaunting  before  the  childless  woman  her 
own  superior  bliss. 

“I  don’t  think  Lady  Damerel’s  chil- 
dren could  have  been  very  fond  of  her,” 
remarked  Arthur,  sententiously.  “She 
may  be  good-looking,  but  she  has  the 
hardest  and  most  unpleasant  face  I ever 
saw.  My  little  mammy  is  worth  a hun- 
dred of  her,”  added  he,  putting  his  arm 
round  his  mother’s  waist  as  of  old:  he 
was  now  growing  past  the  age  when  boys 
are  ashamed  of  their  mothers,  and  he 
petted  and  patronized  her  to  her  heart’s 
content. 

Still  he  was  too  much  of  the  school-boy 
to  care  to  “go  about  visiting,”  and  abso- 
lutely declined  — unless  she  particularly 
wished  it — to  accompany  her  to  Tawton 
Abbas,  or  make  acquaintance  with  that 
“horrid  old  couple,”  over  whom  she  had 
such  unnecessary  compassion  that  even 
the  rector  smiled. 

44  My  dear  Susannah,  I can’t  see  that 
Lady  Damerel  needs  the  least  pity — or  de- 


sires it.  I hear  she  is  a most  accomplish- 
ed woman;  will  fill  the  house  with  brill- 
iant society,  and  be  popular  everywhere. 
The  rectors  wife  will  be  nobody — the 
squire’s  wife  will  take  the  shine  out  of 
you  completely.” 

44  I’d  like  to  see  it!”  cried  Arthur,  blaz- 
ing up;  “I'd  like  to  find  the  lady  who 
was  fit  to  hold  a candle  to  my  mother!” 
he  continued,  dragging  forward  the  easi- 
est arm-chair  and  putting  her  into  it,  and 
waiting  upon  her  unremittingly  during 
their  pleasant  Sunday  supper,  when  all 
the  servants  were  out,  and  Arthur  did  ev- 
erything. He  had  that  happy  knack  of 
true  gentlemanhood,  never  to  be  ashamed 
of  doing  everything  — or  anything;  al- 
ways ready  to  notice  every  one  s need, 
and  supply  it — especially  his  mother's. 

44  You  are  my  eyes,  my  hands,  and  my 
feet,”  she  sometimes  said  to  the  boy;  and 
gave  herself  up,  more  and  more  every 
holiday,  to  the  delight  of  being  depend- 
ent— of  leaning  on  her  big  son,  with  a 
sort  of  triumphant  weakness  that  was  ut- 
most joy. 

But  he  was  an  obstinate  young  monk- 
ey for  all  his  good  qualities,  possessing 
strongly  the  violent  likes  and  dislikes  of 
youth.  And  so  it  happened  that  for  two 
whole  years  he  never  crossed  the  thresh- 
old of  Tawton  Abbas. 

Nor  did  the  rector  and  his  wife  very 
often  — not  oftener-  than  politeness  and 
their  position  demanded.  Susannah  had 
few  interests  in  common  with  the  fash- 
ionable woman  of  the  wrorld,  who  was 
afraid  of  growing  old,  and  who  seemed 
to  have  no  youth  to  remember;  at  least 
she  never  mentioned  it.  Austin,  too,  had 
little  sympathy  with  Sir  Charles,  who, 
though  gentle  and  gentlemanly,  did  not 
seem  to  have  two  ideas  in  his  head — read 
no  books,  took  no  special  interest  in  any- 
thing, and  seemed  mortally  in  fear  of  his 
clever  wife.  She  on  her  part  noticed  him 
very  little,  and  led  a regular  society  life 
— at  least  as  gay  a one  as  she  could  ac- 
complish— going  to  London  whenever  she 
could,  and  bringing  London  people  down 
with  her  on  every  possible  occasion.  But 
she  mixed  very  little  with  the  neighbor- 
ing families,  who,  being  unable  to  discov- 
er her  antecedents  (Sir  Charles's  of  course 
were  patent — he  was  a Damerel,  and  that 
was  enough),  concluded  there  was  “some- 
thing odd”  about  her.  Perhaps,  as  she 
had  some  slight  accent,  not  quite  English, 
and  spoke  several  Continental  tongues. 
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she  was  a foreigner — never  much  ap- 
proved of  in  provincial  society.  Still, 
she  was  very  handsome — very  lady-like: 
all  the  gentlemen  admired  her,  but  the 
ladies  thought  her  “not  domestic,”  and 
wondered  that  at  her  age  she  should  care 
for  concerts,  private  theatricals,  and  the 
like. 

However,  to  their  opinion  of  her  Lady 
Damerel  seemed  wholly  indifferent.  She 
gave  a tenants’  ball  at  Christmas,  and  a 
garden  party,  to  all  classes  not  lower  than 
doctors  and  lawyers,  every  summer.  But 
beyond  that  the  village  and  the  rectory 
saw  almost  nothing  of  her,  except  at 
church,  which  she  attended  regularly,  and 
where  Mrs.  Trevena,  tender-hearted  still, 
often  compassionated  the  discontented 
look  and  restless  manner  of  the  rich,  clev- 
er, prosperous  woman,  who  had  neither 
son  nor  daughter — not  even  niece  or 
nephew — at  her  empty  fireside. 

“ How  very  empty  it  must  be  when  the 
visitors  go,  and  Sir  Charles  and  she  are 
left  alone!”  Susannah  said  one  day.  “I 
think  I will  really  pluck  up  heart,  go  and 
call  at  Tawton  Abbas,  and  take  Nanny 
with  me.”  Nanny  happened  to  be  stay- 
ing for  a fortnight  at  the  rectory,  and  her 
uncle  and  aunt  had  found  her  so  harm- 
less, even  pleasant,  in  the  house  that  they 
had  kept  her  for  a month.  But  the  call 
resulted  in  nothing — not  even  an  invita- 
tion to  tea  for  the  quiet  unimpressive  lit- 
tle maiden,  who  was  stared  at  from  the 
piercing  black  eyes  through  a double 
pince-nez . 

“Miss  Trevena,  did  you  say?  Your 
daughter,  I conclude  ?” 

“ My  niece;  I have  no  daughter.  It  is 
my  son  you  see  at  church,  Lady  Damerel.” 

“Oh  yes,  I remember  now.  A tall 
young  fellow — rather  good-looking.  You 
must  bring  him  to  see  me  some  day.  But 
we  have  no  young  people  here,  Miss  Tre- 
vena. Your  mother — I mean  your  aunt 
— is  more  fortunate  than  I.  All  my  chil- 
dren are  dead.” 

She  said  this,  not  with  any  tone  of  re- 
gret, but  simply  as  stating  a fact;  then 
proceeded  to  discuss  a new  book  and  a new 
opera;  talking  miles  above  the  head  of 
poor  innocent  Nanny,  who  thought  that 
Cousin  Arthur — whom  she  seemed  to  miss 
extremely  from  the  rectory  in  spite  of  his 
ignoring  of  her — was  right  in  considering 
Lady  Damerel  the  finest  of  fine  ladies,  and 
the  most  unpleasant. 

Nanny  was  now  getting  old  enough  for 


her  future  to  require  consideration.  Not 
from  her  uncle,  who  never  looked  a day 
ahead;  but  she  and  her  aunt  sometimes 
talked  it  over.  Nanny  was  an  indepen- 
dent little  soul.  She  knew  she  had  not  a 
penny  in  the  world,  except  the  value  of 
that  diamond  ring;  nor  a friend,  save  Miss 
Grogan,  who  was  growing  old  and  frail. 
Perhaps  her  mother's  sore  experience  still 
lingered  in  her  little  soul — for  she  was 
not  a bit  of  a Trevena,  nor  seemed  much 
drawn  to  the  Trevenas.  She  said,  calmly, 

4 4 1 shall  be  a governess” ; and  though  very 
grateful  to  her  uncle  for  all  his  goodness, 
made  it  clear  enough  that  as  soon  as  she 
could  earn  her  own  bread  she  would  nev- 
er eat  the  bread  of  dependence.  Her  aunt 
saw,  not  without  thankfulness,  that  Hal- 
bert Trevena’s  daughter  was,  as  often  hap- 
pens, the  very  opposite  of  himself.  But 
though  she  was  very  kind  to  Nanny,  and 
liked  her  sincerely,  she  scarcely  loved  her 
— one  can  not  make  one’s  self  love  even  a 
child.  And  then  all  her  heart  was  bound 
up  in  her  own  boy.  When  Nanny  went 
away,  and  Arthur  came  home  for  the  holi- 
days, Susannah  felt  the  difference. 

“King”  Arthur  was  much  altered — 
much  improved.  He  was  in  his  last  year 
at  Winchester,  and  looked  quite  the  young 
man.  There  had  never  been  much  of  the 
“hobbledehoy”  in  him,  probably  because 
he  was  not  shy — he  did  not  think  enough 
about  himself  for  shyness.  Reserved  he 
was,  in  a sense ; but  that  painful  bashful- 
ness, which  as  often  springs  from  egotism 
as  modesty,  never  troubled  him  much. 

By  nature — and  also  by  wise  upbringing — 
he  was  a complete  altruist — always  inter- 
ested in  other  people,  and  “bothering” 
himself  very  little  about  himself  and  his 
own  affairs. 

But  just  now  he  could  hardly  help  it. 

He  had  come  home  greatly  excited  by  an 
incident — a coincidence  such  as  happens 
in  real  life  oftener  than  we  think,  and 
yet  when  put  into  books  everybody  cries 
out,  “How  unnatural!” 

One  day  a little  44  commoner”  he  knew 
was  visited  by  a hitherto  unknown  grand- 
father, whom  all  the  boys  were  inclined 
to  laugh  at  for  his  strong  American  ac- 
cent and  queer  American  ways,  till  they 
found  out  what  a kindly  old  fellow  he 
was,  and  what  funny  stories  he  told. 

44  He  tipped  us  all  round,  and  asked  our 
names,  and  when  he  heard  mine,  he  start- 
ed as  if  I’d  hit  him.  Who  do  you  think 
he  was,  mother  ? Guess,  now — guess !” 
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It  needed  no  guessing.  4 ‘ Dr.  Franklin ! 
I am  so  glad  he  is  alive !” 

“Very  much  alive  indeed!”  cried  Ar- 
thur. “ He’s  as  sharp  and  clever  as  ever 
he  can  be;  and  so  kind — all  the  fellows 
liked  him,  though  he  was  a foreigner  and 
an  American.  I’m  not  a bit  ashamed  of 
my  godfather,  and  I like  him  very  much.” 

“You  have  need  to,”  said  Susannah, 
gravely.  And  when  a few  days  after  Dr. 
Franklin  appeared  at  the  rectory  (“as 
large  as  life  and  twice  as  natural,”  said 
he,  with  his  queer  internal  chuckle),  the 
welcome  he  received  was  almost  pathetic 
in  its  earnestness.  When  Susannah  sat 
talking  to  him,  and  found  him  scarcely 
changed — as  gaunt  and  lanky,  quaint  and 
kind,  as  ever — it  seemed  as  if  eighteen 
years  were  rolled  away  like  a cloud,  and 
she  were  once  more  the  woman  who  sat 
beneath  the  snow  wall  above  Andermatt, 
gazing  on  the  snow  mountains,  and  try- 
ing not  to  be  broken-hearted,  but  to  accept 
God’s  will  whatever  it  was,  and  make  for 
herself  a happy  life,  unconscious  how 
even  then  that  Holy  Will  was  preparing 
for  her  a happiness  she  never  dreamed  of. 

“ Look  at  him,”  she  said,  as  Arthur  just 
then  crossed  the  lawn  with  his  two  big  dogs, 
whistling  to  them,  and  then  breaking  out 
into  a stave  of  “Dulce  domum,”  in  a voice 
which  promised  to  be  a fine  tenor  some 
day.  “Who  would  have  thought  my 
baby — your  baby,  doctor,  you  saved  him 
for  me! — would  have  grown  up  to  that  ?” 

“It’s  a trick  they  have,  ma’am.  My 
ten  are  all  men  and  women  now— uncom- 
monly good-looking  too,  some  of  them.” 

And  then  he  explained  that  his  eldest 
daughter — “fine  girl,  very  fine — took  aft- 
er her  mother,  not  me” — had  married  a 
rich  English  baronet,  which  accounted  for 
the  fact  of  himself  being  grandfather  to  a 
Winchester  boy. 

“Your  boy  might  be  a baronet’s  son 
too,  ma’am,  if  there’s  anything  in  blood. 
Mrs.  Franklin  says  there  isn’t;  that  it’s 
all  upbringing.  But  in  that  case,  even, 
Arthur  does  you  the  greatest  credit.” 

“ Thank  you, ’’said  Susannah ; and  then 
tacitly  following  the  young  fellow — for  it 
seemed  such  a pleasure  to  look  at  him — 
they  passed  through  the  church-yard  into 
the  park  of  Tawton  Abbas;  still  talking 
like  old  friends,  and  regretting  that  a very 
natural  incident — Dr.  Franklin’s  losing 
their  address,  and  therefore  being  unable 
to  give  them  his  own — had  made  them 
strangers  for  so  many  years. 
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“Which  have  been  happy  years,  by 
your  looks,  Mrs.  Trevena?  No  anxiety 
over  your  boy  ? — you  have  never  heard 
anything  about  that  woman  ?”  Dr.  Frank- 
lin did  not  say  that  “mother” — who  had 
no  right  to  the  name. 

“ Never.  Have  you  ?” 

Dr.  Franklin  looked  uncomfortable. 
“I  did  not  mean  to  tell  you  unless  you 
asked  me  the  direct  question;  but — she 
has  bothered  me  a little.  At  least  I sup- 
pose it  was  she.” 

And  then  he  explained  that  a year  or 
two  ago  there  had  appeared  in  a New 
York  paper  an  advertisement  for  a Dr. 
Franklin,  who  would  “hear  of  something 
to  his  advantage,”  which  his  wife  had  in- 
sisted on  his  answering;  and  then  had 
come  a letter,  in  an  evidently  feigned 
hand,  requesting  particulars  about  a child 
that  was  born  at  Andermatt — whether  “it” 
was  alive,  and  where  “ it”  was. 

“Perhaps  she  had  forgotten  whether 
4 it’  was  a boy  or  a girl.  ‘ Can  a mother 
forget  her  sucking  child  ?’  Well,  some 
mothers  do.” 

“And  what  did  you  reply  ?”  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena could  scarcely  speak  for  agitation. 

“Least  said,  soonest  mended — I never 
answered  one  single  word.” 

“Thank  you!  thank  you!  Did  you 
keep  the  letter  ? What  address  was 
given  ?” 

“ Mrs.  Franklin  has  it.  Some  milliner 
or  dress-maker,  I think,  in  London.” 

“In  London!”  A shudder  of  repul- 
sion and  dread  passed  over  Susannah; 
and  then  that  stem  sense  of  justice,  so 
strong  in  her,  conquered  it.  “Perhaps 
she  was  a dress-maker — some  poor  work- 
ing-woman who  was  almost  starving,  and 
did  not  wish  her  baby  to  starve  too.” 

“Pshaw ! Does  that  boy  look  like  the 
son  of  a working- woman  ? And  it  was 
herself  she  wanted  to  save  from  starva- 
tion, not  her  baby.  No,  no,  ma'am;  I 
saw  her — you  never  did.  She  used  al- 
ways to  rave  about  being  a ‘woman  of 
genius’ — very  likely  an  actress  or  singer 
— that  very  singer  who  ran  away  from 
Milan.” 

“I  have  sometimes  thought  so.  And 
the  musical  faculty  descends.  Just  listen 
to  that  boy.” 

Arthur  was  singing  “Dulce  domum” 
at  the  top  of  his  voice — a rather  cracked 
voice  now ; but  it  was  not  ignorant  sing- 
ing— he  evidently  knew  what  he  was 
about. 
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“Music  is  his  passion,  as  it  is  with 
many  a boy,  till  the  work  of  the  world 
knocks  it  out  of  him.  But  this  letter — 
Stop,  there  is  the  Tawton  Abbas  carriage 
— let  us  step  aside.” 

For  Mrs.  Trevena  felt  that  to  inter- 
change polite  nothings  with  the  great 
lady  would,  at  this  moment,  be  beyond 
her  power.  She  and  Dr.  Franklin  passed 
under  a group  of  trees,  so  that  Lady 
Damerel  never  saw  them. 

Arthur,  however,  did  not  step  aside. 
He  ceased  his  gay  school  song,  and  stand- 
ing on  the  grass,  lifted  his  hat  as  the  car- 
riage drove  by,  with  a gesture  so  careless- 
ly graceful,  so  unlike  country  youths  in 
general,  that  Lady  Damerel  turned  to  look 
after  him. 

He  was,  in  truth,  worth  looking  at  in 
his  rough  gray  clothes,  with  a gray  cap 
set  on  the  top  of  his  crisp  fair  curls— it 
was  before  the  time  when  the  fashion 
made  young  men  crop  themselves  like  re- 
turned convicts.  Lithe  and  slender  as  a 
young  David,  and  in  manner  neither  shy 
nor  forward,  because  thinking  more  of 
other  people  than  himself,  Arthur  never 
came  to,  and  had  now  quite  passed,  that 
awkward  stage  when  a boy  does  not 
know  what  to  do  with  himself,  and  es- 
pecially with  his  legs  and  arms. 

It  was  no  wonder,  Mrs.  Trevena  thought, 
that  Lady  Damerel,  indifferent  as  she  was 
to  her  neighbors,  should  turn  and  glance 
after  him. 

“ Poor  wofnan  1”  said  she,  explaining  to 
Dr.  Franklin  a little  of  the  domestic  his- 
tory of  Tawton  Abbas.  “I  dare  say  she 
would  give  the  world  to  have  a son  like 
mine.” 

“Maybe.  But  there  are  mothers,  and 
mothers,  like  the  woman  we  were  talking 
about.  Shall  I tell  Mrs.  Franklin  to  send 
you  her  letter? — if  she  hasn’t  burnt  it, 
which  perhaps  may  have  been  the  best 
thing.” 

“Perhaps,”  echoed  Susannah,  wishing 
in  her  heart — though  her  conscience  re- 
proached her — that  it  might  be  burnt  and 
forgotten.  “It  could  do  no  good  to  Ar- 
thur.” 

“No,  for  the  lad  doesn’t  care  a straw 
about  his  mother.” 

“I  am  his  mother,”  said  Susannah, 
with  a certain  grave  dignity. 

“You’re  right,  ma’am.  May  he  never 
have  any  other  as  long  as  he  lives  1” 

But  mothers,  even  the  happiest  mothers 
of  the  best  of  sons,  have  their  anxieties. 


Some  days  after  this, Dr.  Franklin,  with 
the  practical  common-sense  of  a man  of 
the  world,  asked  his  godson,  very  natural- 
ly, what  lie  was  going  to  be. 

Arthur  hesitated,  and  looked  uncom- 
fortable. His  mother,  thinking  this  arose 
from  diffidence  or  modesty,  answered  for 
him. 

“ My  son’s  career  is  already  cut  out  for 
him.  There  are  six  New  College  scholar- 
ships given  at  Winchester  every  year. 
Arthur  is  so  good  at  mathematics,  the 
head-master  tells  us,  that  he  is  quite  sure 
of  one.  He  will  go  in  for  it  next  year, 
and  take  himself  to  college  as  he  did  to 
school.  Then — a boy  who  has  earned  his 
own  education  can  generally  earn  his 
own  living;  especially  at  Oxford.” 

“But,  mother,”  said  Arthur,  slowly, 
“ I may  not  go  to  Oxford  at  all.  I mean 
to  be  a musician.” 

“A  what?”  cried  Dr.  Franklin,  burst- 
ing into  laughter.  “A  street  singer,  or 
an  organ-grinder,  going  about  the  coun- 
try with  a monkey  and  a couple  of  white 
mice  ?” 

Ridicule  is  the  sharpest  of  weapons 
with  the  young.  Arthur  turned  white 
with  anger,  but  controlled  himself,  and 
explained  that  a friend  of  his,  just  return- 
ed from  a German  conservatoire,  had  ad- 
vised him  to  go  there  and  study  music  as 
a profession. 

“At  whose  expense,  my  boy?”  asked 
Dr.  Franklin,  dryly. 

Arthur  colored.  “I  don’t  know.  I 
have  never  thought.” 

“But  you  ought  to  think — you  are  old 
enough.  How  old  ?” 

“Eighteen  past.  Next  year  I should 
go  in  for  the  scholarship,  if  I go  in  at  all. 
Mother  ?” 

She  did  not  answer.  It  was  the  first 
time  she  had  heard  of  this  idea;  the  first 
time  her  boy  had  kept  back  anything  from 
her,  or  that  his  will  had  run  counter  to 
hers,  never  an  arbitrary  will.  From  his 
very  childhood,  as  soon  as  he  could  rea- 
son at  all,  she  had  taught  him  to  use  his 
reason,  and  had  never  from  him  exacted 
blind  obedience.  Explanation,  whenever 
possible,  she  gave,  and  her  argument  was 
never  “Do  it  because  I command  it,” but 
“ Do  it  because  it  is  right.” 

This  fancy  of  Arthur’s  struck  her  with 
sharp  pain. 

No  wonder  she  looked  sad  and  grave — 
and  even  the  second  anxious  appeal : 
“ What  do  you  say,  mother  ?”  brought  no 
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response.  Just  then  Mr.  Trevena  was 
heard  calling  all  over  the  house,  “Susan- 
nah ! Susannah !”  as  he  usually  did  if  he 
missed  her  for  five  minutes,  and  she  hur- 
ried away  without  having  said  a word. 

“Well,  young  man?  You  are  a nice 
young  man  to  make  your  mother  look 
like  that!  Still  nicer  to  expect  your  fa- 
ther to  maintain  you  in  expensive  study 
for  the  next  five  or  ten  years  ?” 

Arthur  flushed  crimson.  He  liked  his 
godfather  sincerely;  still,  Dr.  Franklin 
often  “rubbed  him  up  the  wrong  way.” 
It  was  the  contrast  between  the  practical 
and  the  artistic  temperament;  the  bom 
democrat,  and — well,  Heaven  only  knew 
what  Arthur’s  birth  was,  but  he  looked 
the  young  “ aristocrat,”  every  inch  of  him. 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,”  he 
said.  “ I had  no  idea  of  vexing  my  mo- 
ther; and  I wish  to  stand  on  my  own  feet 
as  soon  as  ever  I can.” 

“That’s  right,  lad.  I did  it  before  I 
was  your  age.  I was  message  boy  at  a 
chemist’s  store.  But  I soon  went  ahead — 
we  all  go  ahead  in  the  States.  Our  motto 
is,  4 Every  man  for  himself,  and’ — taking 
off  his  cap  reverently — ‘God  for  us  all.’ 
That’s  what  I said  to  my  six  sons,”  con- 
tinued he.  “I  gave  them  a good  educa- 
tion, and  then  I left  them  to  shift  for 
themselves.  And  they  have  done  it— un- 
commonly well,  too.  There  isn’t  one  of 
them  now  that  ever  wants  a cent  from  his 
father.” 

“I  hope  I shall  not  from  mine — at 
least  not  for  very  long,”  said  Arthur, 
proudly. 

“That’s  right,  my  boy,  for  Mr.  Trevena 
isn’t  as  young  as  he  has  been,  and  he  has 
another  encumbrance  besides  yourself — 
that  little  girl  your  mother  told  me  of. 
What’s  her  name  ?” 

“Nanny.” 

“I  hear  she’s  a plucky  little  thing,  and 
means  to  go  out  as  a governess— which  is 
quite  right.  A woman  should  earn  her 
own  bread  as  well  as  a man.  But  if  her 
uncle  helped  anybody,  he  ought  to  help 
her;  because,  you  see,  she  is  his  own  flesh 
and  blood,  and  you — ” 

4 4 1 understand !”  And  again  came  that 
violent  blush,  which  showed  what  keen 
sensitiveness  lurked  under  Arthur’s  mer- 
ry and  manly  outside.  Then,  speaking 
with  evident  effort:  “ Godfather,  you  are 
right  to  remind  me  of  that.  Tell  me — for 
I believe  you  were  present  at  my  birth — 
who  were  my  father  and  mother?” 


“ My  poor  lad,  I declare  to  you  I haven’t 
the  slightest  idea.” 

They  had  gone  outside  the  drawing- 
room window,  and  were  lying  on  the 
grassy  slope — the  Kentuckian  puffing  at 
his  pipe,  and  Arthur  sitting  beside  him, 
his  arms  round  his  knees,  gazing  straight 
forward,  with  a graver  expression  than 
his  wont.  Dr.  Franklin  scanned  him 
sharply/ 

“It  was  an  awkward  business,  Arthur. 
If  I were  you,  I’d  think  about  it  as  little 
as  possible.” 

“So  I do.  As  mother  often  says,  a 
man  is  responsible  for  himself  and  his 
children,  but  certainly  not  for  his  parents. 
Still,  I should  like  to  know  all  I can.” 

4 4 Ho  wmuch  has  your  mother  told  you  ?” 

“Only  that  you  found  me — you  and  she 
— somewhere  in  the  Alps.  I suppose  I had 
a father  and  a mother,  but  she  never  speaks 
of  them  at  all.” 

“ Bravo !”  muttered  Dr.  Franklin.  But 
he  himself  felt  no  inclination  for  such 
generous  reticence ; he  thought  it  fairer  on 
all  sides  that  the  boy  should  know  every- 
thing; so  he  then  and  there  told  him  ev- 
erything. 

Arthur  listened,  his  cap  drawn  over  his 
eyes,  his  hands — such  long,  slender,  beau- 
tiful hands — clasped  together  round  his 
knees. 

“Thank  you,”  be  said  at  last.  “I  am 
glad  I know.  The— the  lady — was,  you 
suppose,  an  opera-singer  ?” 

“ I don’t  say  that,  but  it’s  possible.” 

“ And  she  sold  me,  you  say — sold  me  for 
twenty  pounds  ?” 

“Yes.”  He  was  just  on  the  point  of 
adding,  “and  she’d  like  to  buy  you  back 
again  now,”  when  he  remembered  Mrs. 
Trevena’s  caution  that  until  they  heard 
from  America  they  should  say  nothing 
about  the  letter.  It  would  not  benefit  Ar- 
thur— perhaps  only  unsettle  him.  And 
they  had  the  dress-maker’s  address ; while 
the  unmotherly  mother — her  brief  note,  if 
hers,  was,  Dr.  Franklin  declared,  “ as  cold 
as  a stone” — had  to  them  no  clew  whatev- 
er. 44  All  the  better  1”  thought  he.  And 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Trevena  just  then  appearing, 
he  ended  the  conversation. 

It  was  not  renewed,  though  he  staid 
some  days  longer  at  the  rectory.  The  an- 
nual garden  party  at  Tawton  Abbas  was 
coming  off,  and  the  old  Kentuckian  said 
he  should  like  to  “study  life”  in  an  Eng- 
lish country  house.  So  in  addition  to  the 
invitation  for  “ Mr.  and  Mrs.  Trevena,  and 
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Mr.  Trevena  junior” — (“You  see,  mother,” 
laughed  Arthur,  “your  fine  lady  doesn’t 
even  take  the  trouble  to  discover  my 
Christian  name”) — a note  was  sent  to 
Tawton  Abbas  for  permission  to  bring  “a 
friend  from  America”  to  join  the  party. 

“Then  you’ll  not  want  me,”  said  Ar- 
thur, very  reluctant  to  go.  But  his  mo- 
ther wished  it.  He  had  been  unlike  him- 
self, she  thought,  the  last  day  or  two;  and 
though  she  had  carefully  abstained  from 
reviving  the  Oxford  question  till  Dr. 
Franklin  was  gone,  still  she  saw  that  some- 
thing was  on  his  mind.  He  followed  her 
about  with  extra  tenderness,  divining  all 
she  wanted,  and  doing  everything  for  her, 
more  like  a girl  than  a boy.  But  he  said 
nothing  until  they  were  walking  together 
across  the  park  to  the  garden  party ; only 
they  two,  for  Dr.  Franklin  had  home  let- 
ters to  write  by  the  mail,  and  he  and  Mr. 
Trevena  could  not  appear  till  late. 

So  Susannah  had  her  boy  all  to  herself; 
and  very  nice  he  looked,  and  very  proud 
she  was  of  him.  He  was  proud  of  her  too, 
he  said,  after  eying  her  over  with  the 
sharp  criticism  of  youth — approving  her 
new  dress,  and  wishing  she  would  wear  it 
every  day. 

“But  I can’t  afford  silk  every  day,”  said 
she,  laughing.  4 4 I am  not  Lady  Damerel.  ” 

“No,  thank  goodness  I I wouldn’t 
change  my  little  mother  for  a dozen  Lady 
Damerels.” 

“Well,  then,  I’ll  try  to  dress  a little 
better  and  talk  a little  more,  just  to  please 
you  and  papa.  I am  glad  my  son  is  not 
ashamed  of  me.” 

“ I hope  my  mother  is  not  ashamed  of 
me,”  said  Arthur,  gravely.  And  then  he 
told  her  in  a few  words— so  few  that  it 
was  easy  to  see  how  deeply  he  felt— of  the 
conversation  between  his  godfather  and 
himself;  and  how  he  had  made  up  his 
mind  to  go  in  for  mathematics  and  give 
up  music  entirely. 

Susannah  breathed  a sigh  of  thankful- 
ness, and  then  replied : “ Not  entirely,  my 
son.  Music  may  still  be  your  pleasure — 
your  staff,  if  not  your  crutch.” 

“Not  at  present.  I love  it  so  that  I 
must  give  it  up  if  I mean  to  be  anything. 
And  I do  mean  to  be  something,  some 
day,”  added  he,  tossing  his  head  and 
planting  his  foot  firmly  on  the  ground. 

The  young  think  the  old  were  never 
young.  It  did  not  occur  to  Arthur  that 
his  quiet  little  mother  felt  her  heart 
throb  while  he  spoke.  She  too  had  had 


her  dreams — of  fame,  ambition,  love — had 
written  verses  by  the  yard  and  stories  by 
the  dozen ; yet  she  had  earned  her  bread  as 
a daily  governess,  and  finally  would  end 
her  days  as  the  old  wife  of  a country  par- 
son. But  she  had  eaten  cheerfully  the 
dry  bread  of  existence,  and  made  it  sweet 
by  thankfulness.  Though  tears  were  in 
her  eyes  now,  they  were  not  regretful 
tears. 

“I  think,  Arthur,  you  are  right.  The 
secret  of  life  is  not  to  do  what  one  likes, 
but  to  try  to  like  that  which  one  has  to 
do.  And  one  does  come  to  like  it — in 
time.” 

“Yes,  mother.  And  if  I turn  out  a 
great  Oxford  don,  shall  you  be  pleased  ? 
Would  you  like  me  to  make  a name  for 
myself  ? — the  only  name  I’ve  got,”  added 
he,  with  a slight  bitterness  of  tone  which 
went  to  Susannah’s  heart.  “So  I’ll  go 
in  for  the  scholarship  at  New  College, 
and  papa  need  not  spend  a halfpenny 
upon  me  at  Oxford.  Then — poor  little 
Nanny  need  not  be  a governess.” 

“What  made  you  think  of  Nanny!” 
asked  Mrs.  Trevena,  with  some  surprise. 
For  the  children  had  scarcely  met  for 
years,  until  last  week,  and  then  only  for 
a few  hours,  since  Arthur  came  home  at 
night,  and  Nanny  left  next  morning. 
She  had  been  very  shy  with  him,  and  he 
had  treated  her  with  the  majestic  bearing 
of  a big  boy  toward  a very  little  girl. 

“ My  godfather  said  papa  ought  to  help 
Nanny,  and  not  me.  He  is  right;  she  is  a 
girl — and  she  is  papa’s  own.” 

“And  you  are  my  own !”  answered  Su- 
sannah, with  the  passionate  tenderness 
that  she  so  seldom  expressed.  But  she 
said  no  more.  The  wisdom  of  parents 
sometimes  lies  in  accepting  rather  than  in 
making  sacrifices. 

Arthur  found  himself  less  miserable 
than  he  had  expected  to  be  at  the  garden 
party,  even  though  it  was,  as  some  one 
graphically  described,  “a  penn’orth  of 
all  sorts,”  through  which  the  hostess 
moved  like  a condescending  queen.  She 
had  various  out-door  amusements  for  the 
inferior  folk — performing  dogs,  hand-bell 
ringers,  etc. — and  for  her  choicer  guests 
there  was  very  good  music  in  the  draw- 
ing-room. She  looked  politely  surprised 
when  she  saw  the  Trevenas  eagerly  listen- 
ing. 

“ Do  you  play  or  sing,  Mrs.  Trevena  ?” 

“No,  but  my  son  does.” 

“ Oh,  indeed.” 
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Here  Mr.  Hardy,  the  High-Church  cu- 
rate, said  a word  or  two,  which  caused  the 
great  lady  to  put  up  her  pince-nez  (she 
was  old  enough  to  wear  spectacles,  but 
never  would)  and  scan  Arthur  sharply. 

Most  elderly  women — mothers  or  not 
— like  to  look  at  a graceful  handsome 
boy.  As  this  childless  woman  did  so,  a 
vexed  expression  passed  over  her  face — 
not  regret  or  pain,  but  a sort  of  irritation. 
An  outcry  against  Providence,  Mrs.  Tre- 
vena  thought  it  was,  and  felt  sorry  for 
her,  till  Lady  Damerel  broke  into  the 
most  gracious  of  careless  smiles. 

“Perhaps  Mr. — I forget  his  Christian 
name — Mr.  Trevena  will  come  to  our  res- 
cue in  accompanying  a trio  ? Our  own 
pianist  has  not  come.  And  our  soprano 
says  she  is  too  hoarse  to  sing.  We  are 
very  unfortunate.” 

“ Not  if  we  can  induce  you  to  take  her 
place,”  said  some  one  near.  “ You  know 
you  have  sung,  Lady  Damerel.” 

“ Oh  yes — a little — when  I was  a girl,” 
said  she,  carelessly,  listening  to  the  touch 
of  Arthur’s  long  fingers  on  the  keys — the 
magic  touch  which  all  musicians  recog- 
nize. It  was  a magnificent  piano,  and 
the  artists  delight  overcame  the  boy’s 
shyness. 

“Play  something,” she  said;  and  Ar- 
thur played — exceedingly  well.  “ Do  you 
read  at  sight  ?” — and  she  placed  the  trio 
before  him.  It  was  one  of  those  dashing 
operatic  scenas  of  the  last  generation,  full 
of  show  and  difficulty,  and  embellished 
with  fioriture.  Arthur  dashed  into  it — 
so  did  the  tenor  and  bass — and  finally,  as 
if  she  could  not  help  it,  the  soprano. 

Lady  Damerel  must  have  had  a fine 
voice  once;  and  even  now  had  the  brill- 
iant remains  of  it:  a thoroughly  culti- 
vated voice — not  tender,  not  pathetic,  but 
high  and  flexible  as  a musical  instru- 
ment, and  capable  of  executing  those 
wonderful  tours  de  force  which  “bring 
the  house  down.”  She  did  it  now,  seem- 
ing quite  to  forget  herself  in  the  pleasure 
of  her  own  performance : so  much  so  that 
she  thought  necessary  to  apologize. 

“I  am  almost  too  old  to  sing;  but  I 
used  to  like  it  once.  Now — in  my  posi- 
tion— with  my  many  social  duties — of 
course  a lady  is  different  from  a profes- 
sional.” 

“You  might  have  been  a professional, 
ma’am,  you  sing  so  splendidly.  I never 
heard  anything  better,  even  in  America.” 

The  honest  Kentuckian  had  been  stand- 


ing outside  the  open  French  window,  and 
now  walked  in — in  his  enthusiasm  not 
waiting  to  be  introduced.  When  Mr. 
Trevena  mentioned  “Dr.  Franklin, ’’Lady 
Damerel  suddenly  turned  round. 

“ I guess  you  never  saw  an  American 
before.  And  perhaps,  ma’am,  in  my  com- 
pliments to  your  singing,  I was  more  hon- 
est than  polite.  But  when  we  like  a thing* 
we  also  like  to  say  so.” 

Lady  Damerel  bowed.  She  looked 
white — possibly  with  the  exertion  of  sing- 
ing. 

“ America’s  a fine  country,  ma’am,  and 
we’ve  some  uncommonly  . fine  singers 
there — fine  women  too,  especially  in  the 
South.  You  remind  me  of  my  country- 
women exceedingly.” 

Again  Lady  Damerel  bowed,  rather 
haughtily;  and  sat  down,  almost  hiding 
her  face  with  her  large  fan.  But  no 
blush  came  to  her  cheek  except  the  per- 
manent one  which  it  owed  to  art:  and 
she  had  the  stereotyped  smile  of  a person 
well  used  to  flattery. 

Mrs.  Trevena,  rather  annoyed  at  her 
good  friend’s  bluntness,  took  the  first  op- 
portunity of  getting  him  away — much  to 
his  amusement. 

“I  wanted  to  talk  to  Lady  Damerel. 
She’s  an  uncommonly  handsome  woman 
still,  and  very  like  an  American.  I won- 
der where  she  was  raised  ? I’m  sure  I’ve 
seen  her  somewhere— or  somebody  very 
like  her.  Has  she  got  a sister,  do  you 
know  ? And  what  sort  of  a fellow  is  the 
husband  ?” 

Poor  Sir  Charles  was  meekly  seated 
outside  in  his  self-propelled  chair,  speak- 
ing to  few  people,  and  apparently  very 
much  afraid  of  everybody,  especially  his 
wife;  for  he  kept  out  of  her  way  as  much 
as  possible.  Wreck  as  he  was,  he  had  a, 
refined,  amiable  face — and  stretched  out  a 
long,  feeble  hand,  knotted  and  distorted 
with  rheumatism,  to  the  stranger. 

“Glad  to  see  you — glad  to  see  you — 
and  so  will  my  wife  be.  Lady  Damerel  is 
an  American.” 

“ Eh ! why  didn’t  she  say  so  ?”  mutter- 
ed the  doctor;  and,  after  a few  words  of 
civil  conversation,  went  back  to  the  draw- 
ing-room and  watched  her  again.  She 
sang  no  more,  but  stood  talking,  or  rather 
listening,  the  centre  of  a group  of  talkers, 
with  a polite  absent  smile,  melting  gradu- 
ally into  the  weary  dissatisfaction  which 
was  the  permanent  expression  of  her  face 
whenever  she  ceased  speaking. 
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44  That  isn’t  a happy  woman,  or  a good 
woman,”  said  the  doctor  to  Mrs.  Trevena. 

44  Perhaps  if  she  were  happy  she  might 
be  good.” 

44 1 don’t  believe  it.  People  make  their 
own  bed — nearly  always — and  as  they 
make  it  they  have  to  lie  upon  it.  What 
a life  she  must  have  led  that  poor  old  fel- 
low! Is  she  his  second  wife,  do  you 
think  ?” 

44  No.  He  once  told  my  husband  they 
had  been  married  over  thirty  years,  and 
had  had  four  children — two  boys  first,  and 
then  two  girls — all  of  whom  are  dead.  She 
never  cared  for  them,  he  said ; but  the  poor 
old  man  seemed  to  have  been  fond  of  his 
children.” 

44  I’ve  seen  her  before — I’m  certain  I 
have,”  said  Dr.  Franklin,  meditatively,  as 
he  leaned  against  the  window  outside, 
watching  everybody  and  everything,  but 
himself  unobserved.  “There,  she  has 
taken  off  her  gloves.  I always  notice 


hands:  they  are  as  characteristic  as  faces. 
And  what  a diamond  ring !” 

The  Kentuckian  was  beginning  a whis- 
tle—a long,  loud  whistle  of  intense  aston- 
ishment— but  stopped  himself. 

“Good  Lord!  Yes.  I was  right.  I 
have  seen  her  before.  It’s  the  very  wo- 
man !” 

44  What  woman  ?”  asked  Susannah,  in- 
nocently. She  had  drifted  away  from 
the  subject,  and  become  absorbed  in  weak 
contemplation — of  her  boy,  of  course!  his 
graceful  figure,  his  happy,  handsome,  in- 
terested face,  as  he  stood  talking  to  the 
tenor  singer.  In  looking  at  him  and 
thinking  of  his  future,  how  soon  he 
would  be  a man,  and  what  a good,  clev- 
er, noble  man  he  was  likely  to  be — a com- 
mon delusion  of  mothers!— she  had  en- 
tirely forgotten  Lady  Damerel. 

44  What  woman,  Mrs.  Trevena  ?”  echoed 
Dr.  Franklin,  in  a sharp  whisper.  44  Why 
— that  woman  at  Andermatt.” 


CLAIRVOYANCE. 

BY  HARRIET  PRESCOTT  SPOFFORD. 

DARK  the  shadows  close  round  my  sad  spirit, 
Encamped  in  their  terrible  power, 
Encamped  like  an  army  beleaguering 
Some  desolate  tower. 

There  is  naught,  my  soul  murmurs,  but  sorrow; 

What  eager  endeavor  shall  dare 
These  shadows  that  raise  their  fell  standard 
To  mantle  the  air, 

Blown  out  by  the  black  breath  of  boding, 

Of  death  and  despair! 

Then  suddenly  into  the  darkness, 

Like  the  northern  lights’  radiance,  streams 
The  tale  that  I read  in  my  childhood, 

That  swept  through  my  dreams 
With  cohorts  of  angels,  and  squadrons 
Of  stars  with  their  spears  all  one  way, 

Fading  out  in  a wan  and  white  splendor 
At  the  gray  break  of  day, 

Half  guessed  in  the  lustre  of  noontide, 

Half  glimpsed  in  my  play. 


For,  behold,  the  great  prophet  was  lying 
Hid  away  in  the  dim  city’s  bound, 

And  the  Syrian  king  sent  his  captains 
To  compass  him  round, 

With  the  strong  men  of  war  and  their  chariots, 
And  the  host  of  the  horsemen  and  foot, 
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The  treasure  of  scarlet,  the  slave  girls, 

With  shawm  and  with  flute, 

The  bowmen,  the  slingers,  the  lances, 

In  flashing  pursuit. 

How  fair  lay  the  land  as  the  evening 
Shed  there  its  sighing  surcease, 

And  nightfall  and  dewfall  had  spread  there 
The  purple  of  peace! 

How  sweet  the  song  rose  from  the  house-top, 

The  tinkle  far  off  from  the  fold, 

While  in  dim  depths  all  star-sown  the  mountain 
Still  soared  rose  and  gold! 

What  hush  lay  beneath  the  dark  rampart, 

What  balm  the  breeze  rolled! 

But  when  sunrise  struck  up  from  the  deserts 
A ray  like  the  blade  of  a sword, 

Whose  crests  were  these  set  to  salute  it, 

Whose  tents  were  this  horde, 

And  wet  with  the  morning  whose  banners 
That  light  winds  went  ruffing  were  they, 

Whose  javelins,  whose  shields,  still  pressed  forward, 
Whose  cries  rent  their  way 
Through  the  glitter  and  tumult  to  vanquish 
One  man  old  and  gray? 

Then  the  youth  who  was  staff  to  the  seer 
Fared  forth  in  the  fresh  early  hour, 

And  his  heart  burst  within  him  confronting 
The  Assyrian  power. 

But  the  clear-seeing  prophet  cried,  “Fear  not, 

For  they  that  be  with  us  are  more 
Than  they  that  be  with  them!”  And,  praying, 

Bade  turn  him  where  frore 
All  the  dells  and  the  horns  of  the  mountain 
With  dew  were  yet  hoar. 

There  the  opaline  cloud  slowly  lifting, 

The  rock  darkly  dripping,  and  there — 

Lo,  the  chariots  of  fire!  Lo,  a mightier 
Encampment  lay  bare! 

Shod  with  lightning  and  clothed  with  thunder 
The  horse  reared,  and  poised  for  vast  fight, 
Troops  of  stars  on  their  spear-heads,  receding 
In  infinite  light, 

Archangels  in  phalanx  of  glory 
Burned  silent  and  white! 

The  chariots  of  fire,  and  the  horsemen! 

Shall  the  lad  in  his  innocence  see 
The  help  of  the  hills,  and  shall  nature 
Deny  it  to  me  ? 

O shadows  that  close  round  my  spirit 

In  the  clefts  of  the  rocks  haste  and  hide! 

For  me,  too,  the  mountain  is  trembling 
Where  heaven’s  hosts  abide, 

Great  forces  are  thrilling  and  arming — 

God  fights  on  my  side! 
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PORTRAITS  OF  OUR  SAVIOUR 

BY  WILLIAM  li  1NGERSOLL. 


YT  7 H ATE VER  may  be  our  spiritual 
▼ f concept  ion  of  the  person  of  our  Lord 
and  Saviour  as  an  object  of  faith, it  is  more 
than  probable  t hat  each  of  us  lias  some  ob- 
jective ideal  of  the  Man  Christ  Jesus,  de- 
rived from  some  favorite  picture  once  seen 
and  ever  remembered.  It  rises  before  us 
whenever  we  think  of  Him.  It  does  not 
satisfy  us — no  single  ideal  ever  docs;  but 
it  is  still  a part  of  our  conception  of  Him 
who  4 4 was  made  flesh  and  dwelt  among 
usA  and  we  accept  it  as  a memorial,  as 
we  do  the  pictured  faces  of  our  beloved. 
Years  ago,  tbe  writer  saw  a picture  with 
this  inscription  : 1 1 The  only  true  likeness 
You  UXtli+So.  432  -iG  i 


of  our  Saviour,  taken  from  one  carved 
on  an  emerald,  by  command  of  Tiberius 
Caesar,  and  given  from  the  treasury  of 
Constantinople  by  the  Emperor  of  the 
Turks  10  Pope  Innocent  VIII.,  for  tbe  re  • 
demption  of  his  brother,  taken  captive  by 
the  Christians.*- 

Further  search  discovered  the  same  pic- 
ture associated  w i t h different  incidents, 
and  led  to  a study  of  the  pictorial  con- 
ceptions of  our  Lord  in  sacred  art. 

In  the  time  of  Christ  superstition  had 
suppressed  all  pictorial  Jewish  art  even  in 
portraiture,  and  though  skilful  and  in- 
genious in  all  else,  no  Jew  dared  to  paint 
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a portrait,  and  no  strict  one  would  even 
allow  his  own  to  be  painted,  for  fear  of  a 

violation  of  the  second  commandment. 

\ 

Portraiture  was  therefore  almost  exclu- 
sively in  heathen  hands,  and  consummate 
as  was  Greek  art  in  painting  the  faces  and 
forms  of  men,  it  had  small  scope  in  that 
little  Syrian  province  of  the  Roman  world, 
where  a painter  was  an  outcast. 

The  first  pictures  of  Christ  were  proba- 
bly the  work  of  some  of  His  own  disciples, 
and  gradually,  as  those  who  loved  Him 
desired  to  see  His  face  with  the  eye  of 
sense,  the  less  scrupulous  Gnostics,  with 
their  ruder  form  of  Greek  art,  repeated 
again  and  again  some  prototype  well 
known  to  them,  but  unknown  to  us. 

Very  early  in  Christian  history — as  early, 
indeed,  as  we  have  any  history  outside  of 
the  gospels — there  was  some  well-known 
ideal,  and  many  copies,  though  varying 
among  themselves,  distributed  among  the 
Oriental  churches  in  Asia  and  Africa, 
not  always  the  same  in  every  detail,  but 
so  uniform  in  general  that  they  were  dis- 
tinguished at  sight.  The  earliest  known 
historical  mention  of  such  works,  though 
only  incidental,  is  made  by  Tertullian 
(born  in  A.D.  160),  who  criticises  a picture 
of  Jesus  as  “ incorrect,1' and  “wanting  in 
resemblance.”  This  implies  that  there 
was  a correct  type,  which  a true  picture 
should  resemble.  Nothing  better  illus- 
trates the  number  and  antiquity  of  such 
pictures  than  the  fact  that  the  earliest  ec- 
clesiastical historian,  Eusebius,  in  340, 
speaks  of  them  as  very  plenty,  and  some 
of  them  already  very  ancient,  and  asso- 
ciated with  traditions  of  miraculous  ori- 
gin. Augustine,  in  the  next  century, 
speaks  of  “a  variety  of  numberless  pic- 
tures,” and  alludes  to  some  of  them  as 
ancient. 

Two  leading  legends  are  notable  in 
connection  with  very  ancient  faces,  rep- 
resenting two  art-ideals  as  held  in  the  ri- 
val Churches  which  disputed  supremacy. 
The  earliest  in  its  narrative  is  one  known 
as  the  “ Abgarus”  or  “Edessa”  picture,  a 
most  ancient  copy  of  which  is  now  in  the 
Church  of  St.  Bartolomeo,  in  Genoa.  The 
legend  is  as  old  as  the  apocryphal  gos- 
pels, in  one  of  which  a letter  is  repeated 
which  Abgarus  wrote  to  Christ,  offering 
Him  the  loving  hospitality  of  the  little 
kingdom  and  city  of  Edessa,  or  Mesopo- 
tamian Antioch.  Abgar  Uchamo,  “the 
black,”  or,  as  the  Armenian  historians 
call  him,  Apkar,  being  sick,  sent  his  sec- 


retary or  chamberlain,  named  Anan,  or 
Ananias,  who  was  also  an  artist,  to  carry 
this  letter  to  Jesus,  of  whose  wonders  as  a 
miracle-working  healer  Apkar  had  heard. 
He  invited  Jesus  to  come  and  heal  him, 
or,  if  He  could  not  go  to  Edessa,  to  allow 
the  messenger  to  take  a portrait  to  bring 
to  his  royal  master.  Jesus,  on  the  ar- 
rival of  the  messenger,  said  that  He  could 
not  leave  His  work  to  journey  so  far,  but 
wrote  a letter  to  Abgarus  thanking  him 
for  his  kind  offer.  Ananias  was  per- 
mitted to  try  his  art,  but  failed  in  every 
effort  to  paint  the  face  of  Christ.  It  nev- 
er seemed  twice  alike,  but  changed  with 
every  glance,  and  bewildered  the  painter 
with  its  dazzling  radiance.  Christ  called 
for  a towel  or  napkin,  and  after  washing 
His  face,  wiped  it  on  the  towel,  and  gave 
it  to  Ananias,  impressed  with  the  com- 
plete image  in  natural  color  of  the  face 
which  he  had  failed  to  catch.  The  legend 
continues  with  a history  of  wonderful 
adventures  and  miracles  wrought  by  the 
picture  in  its  journey  to  Edessa,  until  it 
reached  Abgarus,  who  was  healed  by  the 
first  sight  of  the  “holy  face.”  Our  first 
illustration  is  a copy  of  this  famous  relic. 
The  original  of  this  work  was  probably 
the  picture  known  by  Tertullian,  and  al- 
luded to  by  Eusebius  and  the  earliest 
“ fathers”  and  church  historians,  and 
which  until  the  fourth  century  was  in  the 
city  of  Edessa.  It  is  believed  by  emiuent 
antiquarians  to  have  been  the  original 
type,  or,  as  the  Germans  name  it,  the 
“ Prospographie.” 

De  Reiskius  says  that  from  this  “ Ab- 
garus” picture  the  image  on  the  earliest 
Greek  coins  was  taken.  Dr.  Gluckselig, 
of  Prague,  after  forty  years  of  study  in 
Europe  and  Asia,  claims  to  have  com- 
pleted the  true  ideal  by  combining  this 
“Edessene  type”  with  others  of  the  most 
ancient  pictures  and  traditions,  thus  pro- 
ducing an  eclectic  ideal  which  he  believes 
will  give  the  truest  conception  of  the  actual 
living  Christ. 

The  other  of  the  miraculous  “achiero- 
typoi,”  or  “pictures  without  hands,”  is 
known  as  the  “Veronica.”  It  is  sacred- 
ly revered  as  the  chief  treasure  of  the  Ro- 
man Church,  and  occupies  a sanctuary  or 
reliquary  chapel  of  its  own  in  one  of  the 
four  great  piers  of  the  wonderful  dome  of 
St.  Peter's. 

The  legend  goes  that  Christ,  on  the  way 
to  His  crucifixion,  toiling  along  the  “ Via 
Dolorosa”  under  the  heavy  burden  of  His 
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cross,  falls  almost  in  front  of  <IwclU 
i?igf  of  the  woman  whom  He  bad  healed, 
of  her  chronic  hemorrhage;  her  name 
was  V eronica,  or  Berenice.  Seeing  Him, 

$lle  Was  touched  with  compassion^  and 
offered  Him  her  veil* mpudUtiu to,  .with 
which  to  wlj^  His  face,  thed  Vk  covered 
Willi  svv eat,  spittle,  d ust,  and  blood , ’"'ami 

brUised  wHh  tire  Ihehrutal  iltV- 

$era  which  jmd  v Kt’lirist 

her 

Jf  iUdnei*sf  ryUmuut  t he  sudari^a  to  her 
' f % mtigestig  * ml  ven- 
eraTrfo  kwigA  in  all  ife  hirrientoUla  state 
of  sorro’v  add  pakr." 

Tile  ,y«i^lh  of  the  cross  in 

OathoUc  churches  rein^seo ts  tliis'  scepel 
Roman  cccit^uisti^l  literatin-e  makes 
mention  df  this  legend  freqtieutly  and 
cohfmuitmslj  for  ceutunes,  ami  an  an- 
pjimt  umiiuscript  iri  tho  Vatican^ 

ta  wjn  i M repeats  the 

■ cd'oev  of  its  being*  brotigb  l\  to  Ron  in  by* 
cl r vshtj^,  WliA'lVad 
been,  f io  In 

to  lueai  Tiberius  of  & gvp>\t  illness. 

crucifed,  but,  heiiring  of  Vferofuea  and 
the.  sacrfHl  image  in \iw ^ posse^siOUk  they  es,  Ike  Oriental  and  also 

invited  her  i o go  to  Rome  \viUi  them/;  j^pr^ent the conflieUiig  hlealsdf  the.-  early 
She  went,  and  Tiberius  was  healed  »m  her  father?.  One  class,  IheOrmnmJ  ynd  Afri 
appearing*  before  him  with,  the  'holy  emi  prelates,  insisted,  upon  the  avdhonty 
face.7'  Tiberius,  on  account  of  this  signal  of  the  fifty -third  chapter  of  Isaiah.  that 
mirarhy  desired  to  honor  •Christ  in  the  fie  wa*  without  form  or  comeliness ; mid 
Rowum ^ Pautheohif  hat  thti  3^rn»rv^ wheu  *^iEf  S^i9r>^l)«rre- ri^i>^3io 

refused  to ‘give  homage  n>  u than  am  dug*  Umt  y;p  slKn.dd  desin>  linn/’ 
their  ‘jru&tfc*  Mmiyt\  ©SeTimnt  of  Alexandria, 

\Ve present  is and  Si.  Cyril  main- 
printed  o/v  cloth  in  the  au^isfy  of  Si,  IV-  • kuned  thin  view,  which  obtained  the  gen- 
tors  at  ftpmr.  ;^o  heal  urnted  gvkh  the  seal  0$  iKreptaace  Cxf  the  Church  ia  the  East, 
and. of-.-  inscri jv *..  although  John  of  Datuasoos  and  Gtegurf 

lion  ^ ^ *T1^  c holy  of  Nyssa  protested.  Tluv ‘ jj$gri 

face  of  Vntr  Lord  J tN)iri4,  leligiously  zarjtiue  ideals  were  thc.cfy^talih.rd  Wm> 
venerated  ami  kr-pt  ‘in  lionvc  ui  the  Basil-  uf  this  concepUom  -Hie  Jews  had  the 
iea  of  Sr,.  Peter,  in  vim  vmmoiT  Variety  iff  ideas  opoufiie  -satne  Scrip 

Thi.v  is  a very,  am-uett  plcskWc  beyond  trim  ha* Is -as  to  ilu>  M^iuh  Tlio  "Tcb 
qnestiom  ami  is  iio.u  so  berk  with;  age  lend . Sa.nln?dr:n>’'  held  ih&t,  He  was  to  be 
and  d rear;  ami  has  keen  m*  hm£:  £tip fined  iialeukeiy  i.meome]y,  &rtd  even  4 ; a ieper^ '7 ’ 
oat  of  the  li^ht;,  tlt^l  whij^  AWrhftUel  iridthtalueil  tj{fat  thw 

ible  It  hangs  evt  a ba.ck-hi «.tcdv  ami  is  propheejes  demanded  the, ycmlhfu}  'ideal 
enclosed  in  a m b tree n of  gold,  silver,  of  \.'m  re.vai  i>eauty  of  David, 
and  jewels,  caveml  With  a • ,-v>?,.d  jdaie.  The  Western  clrt^S  *>f  Christ iau  fa! hers. 
There  scvCml  of  thi^  class  in  Unrrii^  bh  the  Antliorily  of  thp?  forly-fi/tlj 
dahmng  origitmliP.y  ^nd  there  is  umch  considervd  Christ -to  ‘ fairer  than  tin*  rdk»h 
Viinafeh iege^ids;  conFnsiug  ureh  y>f ,roen/y  "'chiefest  tte  ilidu- 

the  '‘  A.bgara^  ^lovy  with  the  “ Veren-  sand/v  and iiltbg‘Clher  .level  \ / Tle/y 
.iea,  * • m^r. . therefi«>rb  ^mpathfeed  With  • the  ideal  h^h: 

th<:  Ahg^rp^  and  Vemnii?a  pictures  ty  of  the  Apollo  like  conception,  ,ih^ 
T%pn$&ttti  tavodf  t1i*>  ancient  rival  CliuHdi-  classic  tyjw  with  the  trad  it  ion  al  feuidre^/ 
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of  the*  who  ysgr* 

ama'e.nrtjr  benefited-  by  our 
aii^uld  li&yy  cifastit*, 
£:vCvMb*3ei’  tiling^-  '. imyfe 

fey?  ;*$*>  wpWH  tation*; 

|V  • ;■  / '-P&t&to  . and  Paul  * • md-  *>f 

||  ^bTiat  hiuLseJf,  ^itl/-{‘iir»^r<4: 

j iW  paintings/'  , \f  *^V. 

r ThmAhaslwen  rmieh  tfe- 

Iki  te iKiiJ i'-<>  t ‘ -il» 
novr  U^t';FaWHS  ‘ hwt 

varmuB  ft]  Unnot to  it  i n 1 lap 
earl^-  iiixtary  .pf-  the  nhnreh 
pm^e  jluh  it  uas  well 
kitiw^7  and  at<  sar- 

;8fy^ia»^ikrt5*  painters,  \ Athmig  ropba^i^  af  t]i$  fWrnh  eetfinyy  shows  the 
those  g.j.vA  :u>voeures  of  the  ideal  beauty  v^tVifr'QmireH  in  t ha;  same  po&ithMto.  Bniull 
Mi’^ni  C?hVy^fAnif  Axifbrose,; ;Aug«J>tiiii^' . . images  rhhriis*  in  tb#  (*mti  utM&iue$,iihd 
and  -J**r  >m»*  *.<  i;h  Gr*  sjvnn  of  Ny$*&iSi>ci  Si.  medals  b<*am»ir  Ut*  bust  of  < inist,  -wivh  !e- 
*fdlm  of  DiiniA'sot.t>  of  the.  Eastern  fathers.  or  n:».senjuiou>  in  Hebrew  or  Greek. 

Ehsebiu*..  \>\  lm  hi-tory  •vv.oiy  fmpteyti  iu  the  earliest!  i me;*.:  Tires/-* 

abopi  340 e are  believed  to  be  of  Gnostic  origin,  awl  • 

been  at  ' > vi3^laea^,'M  or 
;;^l^R.pikb  Hd 
that 

*« w)  id  liail  an  i $sfi q 
of  bloody . • bjjr: 

the  Eyabpx>Ii$i^,  wsi^  u 
na{;iyo  of  this  plu.ee,  and 
tfgtl  h^r  h«>ViS<x  i|i; ;^?wn: 
in  the  city*  and  the*  vyim*^ 
d&H$  il  mofmfiivmtb  of  mj  i r 
BaV  ioli  r-s  Jj*  hell  &* 

$UU  tilnhiin , At  the 
♦ff  hei4  hon^e,  on  nil  ylpd 

yi*fe^ 

. of  ;'a  irbm  ttu : 
xm  benflelt  kny^  with 

life#  i i&tf<b  itreleh  *d  on  t 

•jbke 

posiU*  |u  this  is  mtpfher  s*i  man  bebwti;  %jn}\  third  ecu- 

erem/T  tliu^navntaivniai.ebni  i/i  amafofe,  torie>.  TU-y  v ore  prol>,Hb)\  nsoi  a£  o?V.en.s 

•ar 1 . or  x*i  1 n(i ^ ./; . rF) i e f ^ov.Vr *5^  f xf  3 t\  example 

This  ^UiOio,  ther.sn;. ; i|  viamt*  ||  .U^us  of  thb>  medal  eta>s  nx.ir;ibb  o.t  Rryiii'vryrr 
Ohr^;.  k>al  *' - ^ ; At hern  a very 

times,  mv  that  m>  otfr^H' *0;  v^v.v  iv  tv  bust'  aneiibii  teinjU**..  ainl  a s>?ni!i>e  mi*d;u,.  diL 
♦arry ring . in  vhn  t ;fdjy/v  Aon  hr  adds  h'-re/»l  in  details,  hnOid  near  Cork  xu 

“Nor  is  it  to  ho  ivoiuiered  at  Mint  those  kd  to  ;m  e:o»,est.  stud^  of  the  ‘iisdov-doiry 

tL c Cinisf  ifned^k.  An  euiinc*nt  (ov- 

f tVorilcy,.  Hbiiroj^y;  sitvs : ibaf : -&)ch-m 
tlk^e  ^orc  piridtived  hi  grddandsjly^r 
a$  weU  herhixe,  nt:oi  :;^rtw  vrltbHe 
bvo^  it\ st*  r iptio u.^  wey-t?  ih^slV  for  ih* 
early  ^tvish  rtmvertH  were  even 
Continued  into  the  Middle  Ages,  Our 
tlluBt.ration  shows  that  found  at  the 
nucihnt ' in  AVale&;  The  i nscri p 
tiem  'ty  \ti  Heh>H>pr  m\d  i:  Thr 

luxx  reigited;  IJe  caqie  in 


tivbhk^  «M)Afi  ry  rnr  ASftmotsiH  Mrsisrw:,  o^r^mir 


n>fOBF>V  cMfc’P.VO  >kom  r\\c,h  S»Kir,.N 
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peace,  and  being'  made 
the  light  of 


man,  lie 
lives."  This  relic  is  now 
in  the  Ashmolean  libra- 
ry at  Oxford,  but  is  re- 
garded as  probably  a 
copy  of  a more  ancient 
original.  These  medals 
may  he  classed  accord- 
ing to  their  inscriptions, 
which  are  in  Hebrew, 

Greek,  or  Latin.  The  j 

Hebrew  medals  were  for 
Jewish  converts,  and 
were  generally  wliat  ! 

may  be  called  the  Mes- 
siah class,  as  they  bore 
some  motto  or  title  re- 
ferring to  Christ  the 
Messiah,  One  present- 
ed is  from  Wagenseilivs 
hook  on  the  ancient 
coins  and  medals,  and 
he  believes  it  to  belong 
to  the  first  century. 

The  Hebrew  text  reads: 

“ Jesus  of  Nazareth, 

Messiah,  God,  and  Man 
in  one,"  The  Greek  classes,  probably  for  Mumli"  medals.  The 
the  Hellenist  converts,  were  of  two  chief  is  doubly  interesting, 
varieties : one  with  the  inscription, 4 4 Jesus  its  Latin  inscription 
Christ,  King  of  Kings,”  in  Greek  capitals,  it  was  designed  from 
assigned  to  the  second  or  third  century;  niele,”  The  same  sUn 
and  another,  with  the  word  44  Emmanuel"  nected  with  the  Tibe 
in  some  form  of  motto  or  title,  assigned  “carved  on  an  ernei 
to  the  fifth  century.  A fourth  class,  much  gives  another  name  t< 
more  recent,  may  be  called  the  44 Salvator  or,  as  44  Theueris  the 
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thprity  on  the  Catacomb, 
places  this  work  iu  tire 
fourth  century.  From  the 
first  to  the  fourth  centuries 
work  continued  In  these 
sanctuaries  of  both  the  dead 
and  the  living,  and  included 
every  variety  of  memorial 
in  every  kind  of  art,  from 
rude  sketches  on  the  plain 
plaster  walls  to  the  elab- 
orately arched,  excavated 
chapels,  adorned  with  fres- 
coes, mosaics,  and  statuary. 

A frequent  figure  was 
Christ  crowning  the  mar- 
tyrs,  or  performing  the  mir- 
acles mentioned  in  the  New 
Testament.  Sacramental 
vessels  of  glass,  adorned 
with  gilt  designs  enclosed 
within  the  glass,  were 
found  in  groat  numbers  in 
the  Catacomb  niches,  each 
of  which  contained  a body, 
generally  sealed  in  with  a 
stone  slab  on  the  front. 
Sometimes  these  glasses 
were  found  unbroken 
among  the  bones  of  the 
skeleton,  just  as  they  were 
solemn ly  deposited  in  the 
is.  Again  they  were  embed- 
in  the  mortar  in  which  the  bodies 
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IMITATION  MUSA  1C — A FRESCO  FROM  THE  CATACOMBS. 
Frovn  Pm-jl  «>n  ihe  CatacomW 


or  “glory’1  about  the  head,  and  its  being  earl 
undraped  also  indicates  a time  prior  to  the  ded 
adoption  in  art  of  the  characteristic  rai- 
ment of  our  Lord.  It  appears  to  be  a 
bold  and  distinct  idea,  with  a portrait- 
like  definiteness,  significant  of  an  actual 
or  intended  likeness  from  a well-known 
type  or  an  original.  Dignified  and  sim- 
ple, it  is  yet  kind  and  tauevoleiit  in  ex- 
pression, as  of  one  whom  men  loved  to 
look  upon  and  revere.  From  the  nu- 
merous works  iu  these  umler-ground 
cemeteries  we  may  select  another  which 
illustrates  the  argument  that  mosaics  of  / 
Christ  were  well  known  as  early  as  the  & ■ 
fourth  ccmtuVy.  A fresco  of  life  size,  in  s * 
imitation  of  a mosaic,  was  taken  from 
the  cemetery  of  St.  Calixtus,  and  is  now  t 
in  the  museum  of  the  Vatican.  We  pre-  ^ . 
sent  a copy.  It  is  a profile  in  natural  % 
colors,  with  all  the  traditional  features, 
but  no  nimbus,  and  what  is  very  rare,  a ’ 
green  robe.  The  face  is  rather  Jewish, 
but  modified  with  some  Greek  features! 

The  expression  is  grave  and  pleasant,  but 
the  region  of  the  mouth  is  rather  sensual 
in  fulness.  Ferret,  the  great  French  au- 
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JUSTINIAN  GOLD  COIN, 


were  often  laid,  one  at  the  head  and  an-  sent  a copy  of  a Good  Shepherd  statue  from 
other  at  the  feet.  They  were  generally  the  Catacombs,  now  in  the  Vatican.  Tin* 
paten# , or  eueharistie  plates,  or  the  chal-  original  is  of  marble,  about  two  feet  high, 
ices  for  the  sacramental  wine,  but  some- 
times were  11  asks  which  had  contained  the 
blood  of  the  martyrs.  All  of  them  bore  ^ 

their  golden  pictures  and  inscriptions  cm- 
bedded  in  the  glass,  and  emi  now  they 
are  bright  and  beautiful,  though  the  glass 
is  faded  and  broken . The  face  of  Christ  was 

often  shown  in  the  classic  or  Apollo  type  Ilf 

of  a beard  less  youth,  ami  frequen  tty  in  the  gg* 

regular  Naxarene  type  with  the  long  hair  ^ iJF 

and  full  beard.  We  give  an  example  of 
(lie  glass  amulet.  or  tessera,  made  to  be 

worn  suspended  about  the  neck.  This  is  $3 

an  important  specimen,  as  it  nullifies  the 
argument  which  has  been  made  that  the 

first  pictures  were  all  the  beardless  or  g> 

classic  type.  The  age  of  the  catacombs, 

however,  does  not  limit  the  ago  of  the  glass  jHgroHM£ml 

object.  Tertullian.  early  in  the  third  cen- 
tury, speaks  of  these  glass  vessels  as  preva- 
lent previous  to  his  day,  but  then  super-  SSjf 

seded  by  metal.  1 a the  grave  of  Eutycbia, 
in  the  cemetery  of  8t,  Agnes,  near  Rome, 

this  amulet  was  found  near  the  breast  on  4mJK|9k 

which  it  had  probably  been  worn  in  life.  ■HMMBm  fir 

It  represents  Christ  hearing  the  fruit  of 
the  tree  of  life,  and  the  same  subject,  was 

found  in  another  patera 4 beardless,  and  K 

with  short  hair.  But  in  this  amulet  the 

classic  style  <>f  dress,  the  short  tunic,  ap- 

pears,  with  the  bearded  and  long  haired 

ideal.  This  figure  also  res»unbh\s  **the  : 

(rood  Shepherd  ideal*  often  appearing  in  TJ|K  “good  sitKwtifKt>M  ?iTAt(;Ki 

glass,  in  frescoes,  and  statuary.  We  pre-  tm„(  Perr,f  wn  r^u«mu. 
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and  Rumohr  declares  it  to  be  the  earliest 
distinctively  Christian  sculpture.  In  gen- 
eral style  and  dress  it  is  also  a good  speci- 
men of  the  classic  ideal,  which  often  had 
the  hair  long,  full,  and  curly,  even  when 
without  the  beard. 

When  Christianity  had  conquered  the 
conquerors  of  Rome,  and  the  first  convert- 
ed emperor,  Constantine,  took  the  throne, 
with  Constantinople  as  his  capital,  the 
long-persecuted  religion  which  had  hid- 
den in  the  Catacombs  and  in  caves  of  the 
earth  came  forth  as  the  triumphant  faith 
and  the  imperial  law  of  the  Roman  world. 

Emblems  of  the  faith  of  Christ  tri- 
umphant as  King  of  kings  are  proudly 
emblazoned  on  the  labarum  ensign  and 
on  the  coinage  of  the  realm  during  the 
reign  of  Constantine  and  several  of  his 
successors.  The  Christ  image  in  full  face 
appears  on  the  gold  coin  of  Justinian  in 
the  style  of  the  Byzantine  ideal.  De  Reis- 
kius,  a special  student  of  the  subject, 
says  that  the  face  of  Christ  on  this  coin 
was  derived  from  the  Abgarus  picture. 
Our  illustration  is  from  the  work  of  De 
Reiskius.  The  “book  of  truth”  in  the  left 
hand  of  Christ,  and  the  position  of  the 
right  hand  in  benediction,  are  in  the  Ori- 
ental manner, with  the  fingers  so  disposed 
as  to  suggest  the  letters  of  “Christos” 
in  Greek.  Several  of  the  Byzantine  em- 
perors and  some  of  the  popes  issued  coins 
bearing  the  sacred  effigy. 

In  Venice,  Pisa,  Florence,  and  Rome 
beautiful  mosaics,  often  of  colossal  size, 
were  wrought  in  domes  and  apses  of  the 
grandest  basilicas  and  cathedrals.  Such 
works,  well  known  to  art  students  and 
travellers,  date  from  the  fifth  to  the  ninth 
centuries.  One  of  the  finest  for  liveli- 
ness, beauty,  and  dignity  is  the  colossal 
Christ  enthroned  in  the  apse  of  the  an- 
cient Church  of  St.  Cosmo  and  Damiano, 
in  Rome.  This  majestic  figure  is  justly 
considered  as  the  finest  mosaic  Christ.  The 
general  style  of  the  enthroned  Christ  is  a 
sitting  figure  with  a book  or  “scroll  of 
truth”  held  in  the  left  hand  or  resting  on 
the  left  knee,  with  the  right  hand  raised 
or  extended,  with  the  fingers  disposed  in 
the  Oriental  attitude  of  benediction,  the 
third  linger  touching  the  thumb.  One 
of  this  class,  from  the  apse  of  the  Church 
of  St.  Apollinare  Nuova,  at  Ravenna,  of 
the  sixth  century,  we  produce  on  page 
942.  It  is  of  the  Byzantine  type,  much 
like  the  great  figure  in  the  ancient  arch 
still  preserved  in  the  magnificent  newly 


restored  Church  of  “St.  Paul  outside  the 
walls,”  of  Rome. 

With  Cimabue,  a student  of  the  Greek 
school,  there  comes  a change  and  a re- 
vival, or  rather  the  birth  of  free  Italian 
art.  He  hands  down  the  Greek  ideals  of 
Giunta  and  Pisano,  beautified  and  spiritu- 
alized by  his  own  genius,  and  set  free  to 
inspire  the  skill  and  devotion  of  his  great 
pupil,  Giotto,  and  his  school. 

Cimabue  introduces  the  intensely  poet- 
ical idea  of  weeping  angels  at  the  cross  and 
tomb,  in  various  expressions  of  sympathy 
and  sorrow,  some  with  wringing  hands, 
some  with  covered  faces,  and  others  turn- 
ing in  horror  from  the  scene. 

Giotto,  early  in  the  fourteenth  century, 
several  times  paints  in  ground  composi- 
tions of  brilliant  color  whole  histories  of 
Christ,  representing  the  great  scenes  and 
leading  incidents  of  His  earthly  life.  In 
the  Giotto  Chapel  of  the  Arena  at  Padua, 
and  at  Florence  and  Assisi,  and  in  the 
Campo  Santo  at  Pisa,  are  still  to  be  seen  his 
dramatic  pictorial  life  of  Jesus.  His  ideal 
is  Byzantine,  in  general  form  of  features,  in 
the  “disk  nimbus,”  or  golden  glory  around 
the  Saviour  s head,  and  in  the  details  of 
dress  and  ornament.  But  the  beauty  of 
a refined  and  noble  face,  the  wonderful 
dramatic  grouping  of  figures,  and  the  ideal 
charm  of  landscape  and  scenic  incidents 
mark  an  era  in  the  history  of  painting. 

We  give  on  page  943  a picture  from 
one  of  the  frescoes  of  the  Arena  at 
Padua,  representing  the  triumphant  en- 
try. Rude  and  simple  as  it  seems,  it  is 
quite  a remarkable  work  for  directness 
and  simplicity  of  design.  There  is  not 
much  of  a multitude,  but  the  incidents 
are  correct  and  very  compactly  designed. 
The  figures  in  the  palm-trees  are  pluck- 
ing branches  to  strew  the  way,  and  the 
kneeling  figures  are  spreading  their  gar- 
ments before  the  coming  King.  The 
gate  and  walls  of  the  royal  city  are  ab- 
surdly small,  but  the  suggestion  is  clear. 
It  may  be  said  that  Giotto’s  Christs  are 
generally  in  profile,  though  there  are 
some  in  three-quarter  face  like  that  in  the 
Resurrection  scene,  and  in  full  face  like 
that  in  the  scene  before  Pilate.  The 
beard  of  Christ  is  generally  dark  and 
heavy,  and  the  nimbus  is  the  Byzantine 
disk,  very  solid,  and  in  no  way  suggestive 
of  divine  light.  With  Giotto  there  is  a 
grand  advance  in  motive  and  execution. 
To  the  new  freedom  in  design  and  the  ad- 
vancing ideal  conception  there  is  added,  in 
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Fra  Angelico,  the  mystic  monk  of  Fiesole, 
a delicate  intensity  of  religious  fervor.  He 
often  painted  on  his  knees,  in  teal's,  with  an 
exquisite  execution,  which  in  him  was  an 
actof  faithful  piety.  He  presented  the  very 


refectory  of  the  Dominican  convent  at 
Milan,  is  the  most  powerful  and  a Heeling 
figure  in  the  world.  Our  illustration  is  an 
engraving  from  Da  Vinci's  original  car- 
toon* now  in  the  Brera  Palace  at  Milan. 


TflK  JtAVKNNA  MOSAIC. 

From  Hunw-rt  orVo  ’•  Fortfcrhu.”  IIV  of  tins  puLIUtw*.  Soflty  mu l Co.,  L-ijutan. 


ideal  of  angelic  refinement  of  face  and  ex- 
pression, His  hums  were  generally  tall 
ami  slender,  and  his  faces  narrow  and 
long,  hut  finished  with  the  delicacy  which 
characlcrixed  his  rniniaimv  and  manu- 
script work. 

The  high -ideal  mark  of  the  religions 
spirit  combined  with  the  human  thought 
is  reached  in  Leonardo  da  Vinci.  lies 
well-known  Christ  at  the  " Last  Supper/' 

now  almost  invisible  on  the  walls  of  the 

.itizwft  Co.  gle 


Passing  over  many  other  great  names, 
we  come  to  the  Carracci  family  of  mvlists, 
whose  works  express  the  life  and  feeling 
of  their  own  day*  The  beautiful  Christ 
of  Annibale  Carracci  is  a favorite  with  art 
lovers,  ami  has  been  copied  in  every  style 
for  three  centuries*  Our  engraving  (page 
1H5)  is  from  the  bust  picture  in  Dresden. 

It  is  remarkable  for  lively  expression, 
large  brilliant eves,  fine  mouth  ami  nose, 
and  soft,  light,  curly  hair  and  heard. 
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We  "have  reserved  ineiition  of  the  m-  paiotuigs  in  Italy*  tier  man  yt'  France,  jfifitl 
^uHedTilK*riu:$Cfje^ir  pictures,  because  Liu  si  England.  r£be  htw  is  a sharp  (?mvk 
cla^i  relating >'-£p:  the  '*  holy  verntcle/*  or  pt4i>  tile,  and  the  iyft  shoulder  uth 

•the  “ emieraUJ  vetuieled*  isnv^oeieird  vnfli  vawed  as  to  show  the  bark.  Am  il he- 
a st'diry  ofjBa^Uety  Sultan  of  Oop^kmliiK*-  tratioa  of  (her  farojife  droUse  med&l^Up- 
pie,  and  Pope  Innocent  V III . , jnv  y iou«ly  posed  to  be  copied  from  the  emendd,  hw 
alluded  to,  been  given  cm  p&gfc  Y&7..  Another  copy  ro 

We  presen  t im  pix^o  9|&  a copy,  of  a tins  4>  vernich/Ms  uoyen  into  a <.  uriotss  hjt 

tonlxftvidei,  with  variety  jof  qfi&jpeik ivy  to  the  Earl  >'d 

tiio  jf|  iMost. on'  Vory.  w b?ch  e xist  in  Jhicop*1  wick..  It  probably  belongs  to  the  f if  teem  h 
and  \n  Ert^riamh  ^JiUipjh  and  a li&iiu 

vernirde/  ly  lost sttoti'ik'  lioAv.  nnl V UW> foilowst  ° YKfti 

P^htfmkH.  Presvni  > of  yva.x  ft.\I V STOW*  ISOtfTRI . EFFKdES  Al>  lAfiTA- 

like  tfi^W ' • * c jugfcf?’ 

in^s  hr  the  Eastern  empburim.  a'ti’d  5hV  TiteERll  yMARAtUto  fo^tka 

“ random”  story  is  not  improbaha  except  v.%  TUKs.U’fto  cn^jsta^TJHt mm UI \^o  ;rt«?o 
as  to  the  k*  order  of  Tiheritfo to?fear:7  But  m hstftx^^toH  W$ ?Om\r 

it  is  Wady  th.tt  u general  belief  In  l lie  Max.  Pa.-m.  i>oN\ViT  mm  ivKoincvno  re  • 
validity  of  this  claim  m-Med  such  a dc-  Tilt!  OMRfsTLvalS  o,vPt!Votv‘-  i&  tcoc  *iko 
ttumil  hit  t^opfos  that  they  were  made v»Vp  •neks-  of  0<ji*  •jdnvdonty  £r*ply>l  from  thy  pdr- 
'‘tStictijflijfi/'  “, tapestry/'  amJ  m immhr.v  iff.  irait  carved  oil  an  c nib  raid  by  order  cit  Ti 
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to  pau}T  Hi*  Christ, 
foces  V^^  ^ iivUiC'b  tbit  yre  cannot  say 
that  he  had  a special  ideal,  gy£-  *V 

pi’CiK'h  art,  JiV  i i%-  <*^lr j is  rath- 
ta \i  i|4  imitiTe  and  ’d^ign.  wd  many 
pf  tlVeir  earl it^t  Aaidfed  pieliiii^s  wera  by 
:fpa^0i;-  ‘arti^fe  CimrKvn>a^n e parri  ed  a 
eahip  oraUiryow  ink  tmnipavaicii^t  xnth  an 
^ttyur  picture  of  Christ  ami  hm  imperial 
trbhtMjfr  j^Twl  ixinige. 
Barred however  JW  bmf  a gi^uirf 
<S^r5  ast&‘Mtb  y/lukh  V j0Cfj^t^pr jr  -i ^ 'Frfrrf^  &nd ' ideaT« 

of.  tire  Turk*  afterward  gave  van, of  ih^  Imvc  l:w?yu  {u^iueed  ami  are  'still  panned, 
treasury  of  Coiistantmople  to  Pope  Jonm  Probably  the  favorite  fu<*derii  \^ork  .)*,  the. 
cent  YlII,  for  the  redemption  of  his  bro-  Christ  of  Pan f Pefaroche.  It  is  truly  • tv 
then  taken  captive  by  life  Christians. ) beautiful  euueeprion.  ami  though  slightly 
’The  face  i:5  inore  like  the  pictures  from  Roman  iu  contour,  is  really  French  iu  ap 
the.  *' emerald  vernkdri'  than  that  on  file  pe aranee:  A ry  Behetl’er  had  n deivnitcatid 
luedal.  Y • ^ unvarying  ideal,  ami  a veiy  grand  one. 

The  yut Hy  D nitd> r Fl^btMl ir  hod  German  He  jirieitj riid^kri^.  aU<»et  Uml  with  John, 
artist*  generally  in  It&lyt  and  oad  again  sviflt ' jdda;^ iVjlialf-figh^sr-  He 

btx>tigUt  from  thence  the  prevalent  ideals,  was  a wonderful  colorist,  and  his-  great 
At  nod  they  found  Die  By&mHum  type  of  .utiegoricsof  ‘"The  Couso!alorr  and  ’"The 
ihe  .medhrva]  sdtoolgand  repaid nml  it  at  Hynionerafor  : jure  two  of  the'fiiiestj^uen. 
lung^.  tmt  Mtig  li^s  iitfdt'r  fh»  iniluepce  tHeomtepuous  produced.  His'  jCJjirfefv 
of  IradUioits  (hey  rapidly  dcvoluped' their'  face  is  remarkable  for  beauty  and  mtenri- 
own  uati()7,al  types:  OotirepthuH  became  fv  of  sympothy  and  love  We  have  oof 
more  free  ami  original.  aod  uaove  hi  sms  spaco  to  ? p<:;<k  of  Bigmil.  Leloi?,  and  J&1&- 
begad  ho  d^mitnd  & Christ  type  uppea h tig  hkrt;  or  of  0or$y&K^pib  lv>  ffht  that  the- 
to  r»va>»dar  feeling^  One  of  the  riirirest.  in  work  -of  the  iasCmridhn>ed.  Christ  do* 
develop  the  ideal  tlte  sohlmr  pf  oeenditig  from  • • . h*  the r 

fprtunh  known  ‘to  ftrtAs  Hans  Memliugy  gnaCri.  conception  of  ihts  r^ehri  and  the 

He  A as  of  the  h Drouth  rtnfuw  /nM]  a Christ, meek  is  passing  through  the  )io  1- 
of  d^hi  yiin^rkr  mob.  h ope  ulf. .’, i j&f  • g;Wih^^st . 

able  fpr  hold he^  of  design,  pme  ot  ev.  iu  saer-Ctl  art. 

presdom  e^d  u-tincfneut  »»f  colbr,  t ll>.  ^h;»ry  higb  .krriohjfe  Uie  higlie^f  cohe^ir. 
* tf  • '^  ' ^tiowis:  tl  •«,*  Af  eciti  irntpot^afy  ‘jV^pch  %% 

hatfn!%ure  vf  *■  Our  BaViAt fF-By" 
[ee-  art.  nj'iirih  ' ‘The  Myb  und  ui»p:io-i  liiigxiek  Merl<\  .late  of  Paris. a pupil  of'i.hf?-. 
t ;cr  tvy7.;i,o  uie.  -hut  D>e  feature*  ‘im-  dAurtC’-iisbed  f'ovrui»‘f.  tSev  Page  &47.  | 
Than  • ••>  gc'*'  ef^d  d«e;mlh*d  but  real  hum,  K n a complete  imli vatualily  of  the  hues! 

tin' • Ma.tvr^-  arni  CWr  •,'cgh^ei  -f stands  alontt,  grahd 

; ' /llu-  v ^x-\-  < -\  fFmbraridV,  ami  heard. i Ft kt.  \vd.hout  any  acce^j'rtes  e»r 
Ue  F Kmk  Fh:ehevs.’'  pr'ruad  fim/  ev  im-eb  itu.  iw  nppe;*i  is  as  deSbite  anil 
o.t x Tif>^ 336lf‘  if  it  -a  ftortrait  frifth  a 

btg; : tlib ^ rrr^'0>f  our  Hortf  Thk owtC  ’J|v}ug  penon.  Wk  ai*e  imlehted  to  Mre 
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D.  II.  Me  A]  pin,  the  owner  of  the  pain  ting, 
for  its  appearance  here. 

English  sacred  art  in  native  work  has 
been  of  slow  growth,  and  until  the  last 
century  almost  entirely  characterized  by 


aJ  Academy.  It  is  called  “'Faith/'  ami 
represents  the  episode  of  the  woman  touch- 
ing the  hem  of  His  garment  as  Christ  is 
going  to  raise  the  daughter  of  Jaunts. 
Walking  with  Him  are  the  sorrowing  rnl- 


HY  A N si  ha  in;  carhaot] 
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foreign  ideals  and  methods.  The  last  cen- 
tury and  the  present  have  produced  almost 
all  of  the  really  great  works.  Here,  as  in 
other  countries,  a national  ideal  has  de- 
veloped gradually  into  a realism  which  in 
Holman  Hunt  and  Dobson  presents  the 
English  Christ.  They  are  not  alike,  but 
both  distinctively  English. 

The  most,  notable  work  of  recent.  Eng* 
lish  art  is  the  Academy  picture  of  Edwin 
Arm  it  age,  R.  A.,  now  professor  in  the  Roy- 


er and  a small  procession  of  half  figures, 
most  various  in  features  and  attitudes. 
I t would  seem  that  the  idea  was  to  repre- 
sent the  subjects  of  some  of  the  miracles 
of  Jesus  in  the  group  that  follows  Hiiu. 

The  master’s  throne  of  sacred  art  in  our 
day  has  bei>n  long  occupied  by  the  vener- 
able and  devout  Carl  Muller,  of  IHisseT 
dorf.  His  pictures  of  the  “ Infant  Jesus  ’ 
and  the  “ Holy  Family'  are  admired  and 
loved  all  over  Europe  and  in  our  own  land. 
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*•  Christ  at  Emmaus"  has'  faeeu  a.  favorite  Tim  -great  sanies  of  Raiilbach,  Rotf- 
is^iiiject  v/ith  liiiri.  aiitniift^Ofico|>!ii.n(  of  the  numn.  HielHer  imd  'Pappmts  represent, 
tbittae  • hk»  never  Wee* n e^uali^d:  It  i.s  a some  of the  German  Chmth*n  art  of  the 
work-  of  loving. devotion/ i Host  vsatis fact m;r  last  and  the  present  generations. 


i-oKTiUJT  nik  lJirrsriiV.  mvv  thk  >VeraiA>  rmSk'Lki 

O’  By;  uOiuj^cq  v(  >J»c  r.  " 


ami  inspiiMOic  Mop  »iins)  ration  i§«ge  i.»4-S«  Groat  as  American  art  is-iu  landscape, 
is  f i*Gf ii  ^ p i-i ttio^rru pi* of tlifc^ri^inai  iii  Uii?  »i^friuj4.ufp,  otul  irnaUriejitat  Tcork,  it 
Aifu.vcali  gaih-ry in  ISwv  York.  Kn^rav-  has  made  t»U  a beeiariing;  in  original 
tog  '.‘an  show  the  form.  i-ru.  not.  the  rich.  ;>am-d  (Wit'u.  W>  iiMve  no  n.-tipous  h!>- 
dGu'aiclkilistjsof  tlou-Mfn  Rrii.»-m>-.  tor-y  in  «mi  nay  iissocia'e.i  «j?BU  natiMiaf 

— 4»'.fat'te:wb'iefe  subthiyit  lh«  v* «•  w*itl i -tuft.  nod  «lir  seJitmwotAi  hisu*ric»j[ 

a hjdy  awe, *\v<'h  tis  it , seems  to  iftAvilder  xiiteas  are  rather  VctinotjiaitWi  inspired  hy 
tilt  jUvn  dot.-iples  who  have  just  iv/'t.tpniwd  our  -Puritan  spirit  of  protest  -agaui.sr 
llfm  sw  Sis  '•  wxifcbfjs  mif  of  ihefoyi&ght  ' objwfiwj  reli|>iojih;’:;';W«:  havp  jfiwluwid, 
Tlp'.  Ky^Titthe  form,  with  Orfeolprotitunr  - sotn e : vt ity  famous  works  on  'i«t- 

of  Amy, M xliimm,  hut  JJiie  gMtetaPlPue  of  ,agi4iftttv«ai:id  dmniatit'  Chruffcui  themes, 
t'ojmr  ami '«.•» j*re>--s.»e.ii  i,f  ,.v  refined  Geo/ • One  o«rj»  Beiguimn  West,  became  erne  of 

niift t* • ftfeiMV glM-ei  li  ed % ■ aii power  the  ttvo  Atnitrtean  pr«si4et>te:Pf;tiie  KoyaJ 
vYhiyhOyaldo  His  great  picture  of 

: nod  v.ii-  em.'uiiii  hoaaimditm.'.  "Clo.isf  healing  Me.-  siek"  is  in  one  of  the 
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Loudon  hospitals.  “Christ  blessing  Chi  1-  bust.  Such  works  are  easy  to  criticise, 
divn”  is  one  of  his  best-known  ideals,  hut  and  are  seldom  satisfactory,  for  they  are 
the  face  in  this, as  well  as  in  the  “healing*1  without  the  aid  of  suggestive  incidents  or 
scene,  is  rather  too  decided  in  Jewish  cast,  the  feeling  of  color,  and  can  only  coldly 
though  kind,  pleasant,  and  attractive  in  represent  a solid  idea.  The  best,  by  Pow- 
expressiori.  Far  more  satisfactory  is  the  crs,  in  the  A spin  wall  collection,  exhibits 
grand  classic  face  in  u Christ  Rejected/1  the  proper  traditional  ideas  as  to  hair  and 


or  KARL  MLLLKfl.j 
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Kruen  a f.>ioLt/r»v)h  by  P*h. 


the  vast  picture  now  in  the  Pennsylvania 
Academy  of  Fine  Arts  in  Philadelphia. 

American  sculptors  have  been  es- 
pecially loyal  to  the  Christ  ideal.  Our 
three  greatest  artists  in  stone — Crawford, 
G reenough,  and  Powers — have  offered 
their  tributes  in  the  trying  form  of  the 


beard,  eves  to  the  divided  tufts.  Its  na- 
tional type  is  not  so  definitely  suggested 
that  we  can  say  this  was  a Hebrew  Or  a 
Syrian.  We  may  be  pardoned,  therefore, 
for  imagining  that  Powers  meant  to  take 
the  poetic  liberty  of  art,  and  attempt  an 
American  ideal. 
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EAST  ANGELS. 

BY  CONSTANCE  FENIMORE  WOOLSON. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

“ TTOW  will  she  appear?”  said  Mr. 

Xl  Moore.  He  sat  in  his  arm-chair; 
his  attitude  showed  that  he  was  waiting; 
his  eyes  following  the  pattern  of  the  red 
and  white  matting  on  the  floor. 

“‘How,’  Middleton?”  said  Penelope, 
looking  up  from  her  knitting  almost  re- 
proachfully. “Why,  broken-hearted,  of 
course,  poor  child  1” 

“Yes,  broken-hearted,  I fear;  broken- 
hearted,” answered  Middleton. 

Two  years  had  passed  since  the  burning 
of  the  house  on  the  point.  Mr.  Moore 
was  now  quite  well  again,  save  that  he 
would  always  be  obliged  to  walk  slowly 
and  support  himself  with  a stout  cane. 
The  rectory  was  more  comfortable  than 
it  had  been  in  former  years;  the  rector's 
clerical  coat  was  a better  one ; but  the  rec- 
tor s wife,  with  that  unconsciousness  of 
her  own  lacks  which,  when  it  is  founded 
(as  it  was  in  this  case)  upon  a husband's 
unswerving  admiration,  is  not  without  its 
charm — the  rector's  wife  was  contentedly 
attired  in  the  same  green  delaine. 

The  rectory  had  been  repaired,  but  the 
church  had  been  rebuilt.  Behind  the 
church  there  was  now  a cheerful  white 
house,  a Home  for  the  destitute  negroes 
of  Gracias  and  its  vicinity — poor  old  crea- 
tures, too  infirm  to  work  and  too  igno- 
rant to  learn,  who  had  been  left  strand- 
ed when  the  great  tide  of  Emancipation 
had  swept  over  the  land.  These  bewil- 
dered souls,  who  were  like  so  many  lost 
children,  had  been  gathered  together  and 
housed  in  the  new  rooms  of  the  Home, 
which  had  been  built  as  much  like  their 
old  cabins  as  was  possible;  here  they 
grumbled  over  everything  to  their  hearts’ 
content,  smoking  their  pipes  meanwhile, 
and  were  extremely  comfortable. 

To  have  been  enabled,  by  their  largely 
increased  income,  to  rebuild  the  little 
church  that  was  so  dear  to  them,  and  to 
establish  this  Home, these  things  had  made 
the  Moores  very  happy : so  happy,  indeed, 
that  Penelope  had  exclaimed  one  day, 
upon  coming  back  from  the  church, where 
the  new  carpet  had  been  laid  down  in  the 
chancel,  “ It  almost  seems  wrong,  Middle- 
ton,  to  be  so  very  happy  as  we  are  now !” 

Middleton  looked  up  from  the  sermon 

DlgluiemetrK'>c^e“ 


he  was  writing.  “Aren’t  you  confusing 
the  conditions  somewhat,  my  love  ? I am 
sure  I hope  so.  We  have  always  been 
happy,  haven't  we  ? Even  when  we  were 
poorest,  we  were  perfectly  happy  so  far  as 
our  home  and  our  love  for  each  other 
were  concerned.  All  that  has  been  in- 
creased has  been  our  power  of  doing  good, 
and  I trust  there  is  nothing  wrong  in 
that.” 

“So  long  as  it  doesn’t  make  us  conceit- 
ed,” Penelope  answered,  in  a warning 
voice.  Her  warning,  hoVvever,  appeared 
to  be  directed  against  herself. 

“Well,  my  dear,”  responded  Middleton, 
making  one  of  his  rare  attempts  at  a joke, 
“I  try  not  to  feel  conceited  when  I use 
my  ivory  brushes.” 

At  the  present  moment  the  Moores  were 
listening  for  the  sound  of  wheels — not  the 
usual  rattle, but  that  muffled  grind  through 
sand  which  comes  from  the  roadways  of 
Gracias. 

“Hark!”  said  Penelope,  lifting  a lean 
forefinger.  4 4 Yes — there  they  are !” 

Seizing  a dismal  little  head-covering  of 
dark  green  wools,  the  product  of  her  own 
crochet-needle,  she  put  it  hastily  on,  and 
giving  Middleton  his  hat  and  stick,  went 
with  him  down  the  path  toward  the  gate. 

A carriage  had  stopped;  Dr.  Kirby  was 
helping  some  one  to  descend  from  the 
high,  old-fashioned  vehicle.  The  young 
figure  in  black,  the  bright  hair  under  the 
veil,  the  overwhelming  burst  of  sobs  when 
she  saw  their  familiar  faces— yes,  this  was 
Garda  who  had  come  back  to  them,  come 
back  home,  as  they  fondly  called  it.  She 
had  been  widowed  for  more  than  a 3’ear — 
nearly  two.  Lucian  had  died  in  Venice 
nineteen  months  before. 

They  brought  her  in;  tenderly  Mrs. 
Moore  took  off  the  crape  bonnet  and  veil. 
The  girl  cried  bitterly,  her  head  on  Penel- 
ope's shoulder.  There  were  tears  in  the 
eyes  of  the  two  men  also;  it  seemed  so 
strange  that  this  bowed  black  figure  should 
be  their  Garda,  the  beautiful,  idle,  serene 
young  girl  who  had  had  such  a genius  for 
happiness  that  she  had  been  able  to  ex- 
tract overflowing  measure  of  it  from  even 
an  old  hammock  and  a crane. 

Lucian  had  died  suddenly  of  malignant 
fever.  Garda  herself,  prostrated  by  her 
grief,  for  months  afterward  had  scarcely 
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raised  her  head.  Dr.  Kirby  had  started 
immediately;  he  had  been  with  her  through 
the  worst  of  her  illness.  But  she  had  not 
been  alone  at  any  time;  she  had  devoted 
friends  in  Venice,  two  sisters  and  a bro- 
ther, who,  singularly  enough,  were  cous- 
ins of  Rosalie,  Lucian’s  first  wife,  and  of 
the  same  name,  Bogardus.  These  staid, 
stout  people  had  been  fascinated  with  the 
Spensers  from  the  first;  they  had  made, 
by  their  own  sheer  persistence,  a number 
of  excursions  with  them,  up  and  down  the 
lagoons  and  to  the  Venetian  Alps,  before 
the  tragedy  of  Lucian’s  sudden  attack. 
“ Poor  Rosalie’s  husband” — this  had  been 
the  only  identity  Lucian  had  ever  had  in 
their  minds.  But  they  were  obliged  to 
change  that  arrangement  of  words  very 
quickly  after  seeing  Garda. 

They  had  had  a tolerating  opinion  of 
poor  Rosalie’s  husband  since  the  day  when 
he  had  returned  to  the  family  so  much  of 
the  Bogardus  money;  they  had  expressed 
themselves  at  the  time  as  glad  that  the 
young  man  had  such  a sense  of  “what 
was  fit.”  But  when  they  came  upon  this 
young  man  himself  in  Venice — they  had 
never  seen  him  until  now  — when  they 
had  fallen  under  the  charm  of  his  sunny 
nature,  of  Garda’s  bewitching  beauty,  and 
of  the  delightful  happiness  of  the  two  to- 
gether, these  same  plain-faced  old  sisters 
and  brother  began  to  say  to  themselves 
after  a while  that  really  there  ought  to 
be  something  more  “solid”  behind  the 
Spensers.  Now,  to  a Bogardus,  nothing 
was  “solid”  in  less  than  seven  figures. 

It  seemed  highly  probable — they  could 
not  but  admit  it— that  Lucian,  no  matter 
how  much  he  might  be  directed,  would 
never  of  himself  attain  to  anything  like 
that  density  of  background.  “ It  isn’t  in 
him,”  declared  Dick,  the  brother,  slapping 
his  short  leg.  “All  his  gold’s  in  his 
hair.” 

“Very  nice  hair,”  said  the  sisters,  stiff- 

iy- 

Then  came  the  overwhelming  blow  of 
Lucian’s  sudden  death,  and  the  two  la- 
dies, Alicia  and  Gertrude,  immediately 
took  charge  of  the  stricken  young  wife, 
and  did  it  with  a tenderness  and  a com- 
pleteness which  even  Dr.  Kirby  pro- 
nounced touching,  when  he  himself  ar- 
rived in  Venice — as  soon  as  was  possible, 
but  some  weeks  later.  When  Garda  at 
last  began  to  improve  a little,  her  lassi- 
tude continued:  it  was  evident  that  she 
would  not  be  able  to  travel  for  some  time 


to  come.  Meanwhile  the  Doctor’s  money 
was  running  out.  Garda  did  not  think 
of  this ; at  present  she  thought  only  of  her 
sorrow;  and  then,  as  had  always  been  said 
of  Garda,  she  never  remembered  money 
at  all.  Of  course  the  Doctor  would  not 
confide  to  these  strangers  the  embarrass- 
ments of  his  position.  And  no  Bogardus, 
left  to  himself,  would  have  been  able  to 
conceive  the  idea  that  a man  in  his  senses 
could  have  started  to  come  to  Venice  from 
America  with  so  small  a sum  in  his  pocket 
as  the  poor  Doctor  had  been  able  to  pro- 
vide. But  the  facts  remained  the  same: 
Garda  could  not  travel,  the  Doctor  must 
go.  He  was  obliged  to  say  so  at  last, 
though  the  reason  he  did  not  give.  In 
this  emergency,  Trude  and  Lisli-er,  as 
their  brother  called  them,  eagerly  offered 
to  remain  with  Mrs.  Spenser  for  the  pre- 
sent, to  bring  her  by  slow  stages  across 
Europe  to  England,  and  thence  to  New 
York  with  themselves, when  she  should  be 
able  to  travel ; and  Dick  Bogardus  growl- 
ed, “Much  the  best  plan!  much  the  best 
plan !”  behind  them. 

The  Doctor  had  never  been  able  in  the 
least  to  comprehend  Dick;  he  considered 
him  a most  extraordinary  person.  Dick 
was  sixty,  short  in  stature,  singularly 
gruff,  and  worth  five  millions.  Dick,  on 
his  side,  was  sure  that  the  Doctor  was  a 
little  out  of  his  mind.  But  Lisli-er  and 
Trude  would  be  very  kind  to  Garda,  there 
could  be  no  doubt  of  that;  they  showed 
an  almost  tyrannical  fondness  for  her 
even  now — the  thwarted  maternal  instinct, 
the  Doctor  in  his  own  mind  called  it.  And 
so  at  last  it  was  arranged,  and  the  anxious 
guardian,  forced  to  leave  his  charge  be- 
hind him,  started  on  his  homeward  jour- 
ney, with  just  enough  money  to  carry 
him  to  Charleston  (where  he  could  bor- 
row of  Sally),  and  barely  a cent  to  spare. 
The  Doctor  was  always  dignified : his  pov- 
erty could  make  no  change  in  that:  but 
after  the  first  pain  of  parting  with  Garda 
was  somewhat  lessened,  he  began  to  think, 
with  an  affection  he  had  never  felt  before, 
of  Gracias  a-Dios,  of  his  old  house  there, 
his  familiar  books  in  their  good  old  bind- 
ings, his  dilapidated  arm-chair,  the  lamp 
that  just  suited  him,  the  salutations  of  his 
friends;  even  the  bobbing  courtesies  and 
bows  of  the  old  negroes  were  not,  in  mem- 
ory, without  their  charm.  Ma,  fortunate- 
ly, was  able  to  live  in  comfort,  no  matter 
what  uncertainties  his  own  income  might 
show;  Ma  had  an  annuity  of  three  hun- 


Digitized 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


951 


dred  dollars  a year.  Upon  this  sum  Ma 
maintained  herself  in  luxury  in  her  son’s 
old  mansion;  and  helped  the  poor. 

Lish-er  and  Trude  took  their  time ; they 
had  not  been  so  much  interested  in  any- 
thing for  years  as  they  were  now  inter- 
ested in  Garda;  they  said  to  everybody^ 
that  she  was  like  their  “own  child.” 
This,  of  course,  was  a great  novelty.  But 
in  reality  she  was  more  like  their  doll— a 
very  beautiful  and  precious  one.  Garda 
herself  remained  listless,  passive;  but  her 
mere  presence  was  enough  for  the  two  old 
maids.  It  was  a sight  to  see  them  pur- 
chasing new  mourning  attire  for  her  in 
Paris;  they  made  twenty  journeys  hither 
and  thither  before  they  decided  upon  the 
materials;  they  traversed  the  entire  city 
more  than  once  for  a certain  kind  of  crape 
button ; to  such  friends  as  they  met  they 
announced  in  hurried  tones  that  they  were 
“so  extremely  occupied”  that  they  hard- 
ly knew  how  they  should  “get  through.” 
But  it  could  not  last  forever,  even  the 
buying  of  clothes  in  Paris,  and  at  length 
they  were  forced  to  bring  their  charge 
over  the  ocean  to  New  York,  where  all 
the  other  Bogarduses  came  to  look  at  her, 
to  see  for  themselves,  if  possible,  what  it 
could  be  which  had  roused  such  abnormal 
enthusiasm  in  “ Dick  and  the  girls.” 

“It’s  amazing  how  that  Garda  Thorne 
always  contrives  to  make  everybody  serve 
her  turn,”  was  Aunt  Katrina’s  comment, 
meanwhile,  down  in  Gracias.  “Here’s  a 
whole  New  York  family — of  our  best  peo- 
ple too — waiting  upon  her  slavishly,  and 
bringing  her  across  Europe  like — like  I 
don’t  know  what;  like  Cleopatra  down 
the  Nile!” 

“ I suppose  you  mean,  then,  that  Dick 
Bogardus  is  Antony?”  said  Lanse,  work- 
ing away  at  his  fish-net.  He  had  learned 
to  make  his  nets  rapidly  now,  and  was 
extremely  proud  of  his  handiwork;  he 
gave  away  the  results  of  his  labors  to  “ de- 
serving fishermen  of  good  moral  charac- 
ter”— it  must  be  certain  that  they  were 
moral.  The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  had 
charge  of  this  charity,  and  limped  miles, 
carrying  the  heavy  parcels,  to  bestow  them 
conscientiously  upon  persons  who  came 
under  the  terms  of  that  description.  The 
nets,  however,  not  being  strong,  the  de- 
serving fishermen,  when  found,  did  not 
evince  an  enthusiasm  of  gratitude  over 
them.  Lanse  knew  nothing  of  this ; but  he 
would  not  have  believed  it  even  if  he  had 
been  told:  of  course  the  fishermen  were 


thankful.  He  continued  to  regard  him- 
self as  a beneficent  patron;  he  continued 
to  survey  with  admiration  the  astonish- 
ing fact  that  Lansing  Harold  was  giving 
all  his  leisure  time  to  “works  of  charity.” 

He  often  asked  Margaret  if  she  didn’t 
think  he  was  “very  good.”  He  appeared 
to  think,  indeed,  himself,  that  such  an 
amount  of  goodness  was  almost  alarm- 
ing. 

“I  shouldn’t  be  one  bit  surprised !”  had 
been  Aunt  Katrina’s  response  to  his  Anto- 
ny suggestion.  And  she  accompanied  her 
words  with  a sage  nodding  of  her  head. 

“Dick  will  be  a great  fool  if  he  marries 
a girl  of  that  age,”  Lanse  commented. 
“But  he  might  leave  her  a slice  of  his 
money.” 

“He’ll  never  do  that — unless  he  mar- 
ries her.  None  of  them  will;  you’ll  see.” 

And  Aunt  Katrina  was  right.  Lish-er, 
Trude,  and  Dick  remained  Garda’s  devoted 
slaves  to  the  last  hour  of  their  lives;  she 
was  the  most  romantic  and  exciting  epi- 
sode of  their  entire  existence;  but  their 
millions,  unlessened  by  a single  legacy, 
went  to  Bogarduses  who  did  not  need 
them,  and  it  would  have  been  the  same  if 
Garda  had  been  facing  poverty  the  most 
dire.  Fortunately  Garda  was  not  poor. 

To  the  Gracias  people  she  seemed  rich. 

At  the  moment  when  Garda  was  enter- 
ing the  rectory,  Margaret,  at  East  Angels, 
was  coming  down  the  stone  stairway  on  her 
way  to  the  lower  door,  where  the  phaeton 
and  Telano  were  waiting;  she  was  about 
to  drive  to  Gracias.  As  she  paused  a mo- 
ment on  the  bottom  step  to  button  her 
gloves,  a long  shadow  darkened  the  flags 
at  her  feet ; she  looked  up ; Ernesto  de  Tor- 
rez was  standing  at  the  open  portal.  Aft- 
er making  one  of  his  formal  bows  he  came 
toward  her,  a motion  of  his  hand  begged 
her  to  remain  where  she  was.  “ I thought 
you  would  be  going  there,”  he  said,  in  a 
low  tone.  “I  have  therefore  brought 
these  — will  you  take  them  for  me  ?” 
Flowers  were  abundant  in  Gracias,  but 
the  roses  he  held  toward  her  were  extraor- 
dinarily beautiful;  all  crimson  or  pink, 
they  glowed  with  color,  and  filled  the  hall 
with  a rich  cinnamon  scent. 

“ I will  take  them  if  you  wish,  Ernesto,” 
Margaret  answered.  “But  they  are — 
they  are  very — ” 

The  roses  looked  indeed  as  if  intended 
for  a joyous  occasion ; they  were  sumptu- 
ous, superb. 

“You  mean  that  they  are  bright.  I 
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know  it;  I intended  them  to  be  so.”  He 
still  held  them  toward  her. 

44  Wait  awhile,”  she  said,  briefly. 

His  face  changed.  “I  know  you  are 
my  friend,”  he  murmured,  as  if  he  were 
saying  it  to  himself.  His  eyes  had  dropped 
to  his  rejected  blossoms. 

She  could  see  that  he  was  passion- 
ately angry,  and  making  one  of  his  firm 
efforts  to  hold  himself  in  control.  “I 
will  take  them  if  you  wish  it,”  she  said, 
gently,  and  she  extended  her  hand.  44 1 
leave  it  . to  you.  They  are  wonderfully 
beautiful,  I see  that.” 

“They  came  from  Cuba;  I have  been 
watching  them  growing  for  nineteen 
months — for  this.” 

“ It  is  a house  of  mourning,  you  know, 
that  I am  going  to,”  she  said.  44  It  was, 
as  you  say,  nineteen  months  ago — a long 
time.  But  the  remembrance  will  be  very 
fresh  at  the  rectory  this  afternoon.” 

His  anger  suddenly  left  him ; he  raised 
his  eyes  from  his  roses  to  her  face,  and 
smiled.  “Its  always  fresh  to  me!”  he 
answered.  The  glow  in  his  dark  counte- 
nance as  he  brought  this  out  appalled 
her,  for  it  was  like  a triumph — triumph 
over  death.  He  walked  to  the  door  and 
tossed  the  roses  into  the  sunshine  outside. 
“ You  are  right,”  he  said.  “I  can  afford 
to  wait — now !”  And,  with  a quick  salu- 
tation, he  pulled  his  hat  down  over  his 
brows  and  walked  off  toward  Madam  Gi- 
ron's. His  whole  manner,  his  every  step, 
showed  his  elation.  At  that  moment  Mar- 
garet was  afraid  of  him. 

It  was  not  the  first  time  she  had  felt 
this  fear.  The  very  perfection  of  his  self- 
control,  now  that  she  knew  that  it  was 
self-control  alone,  not  coldness  of  tempera- 
ment, as  most  persons  supposed — this  very 
strength  of  his  terrified  her;  for  it  gave 
her  an  idea  of  what  he  might  become 
were  this  firm  pressure  of  his  will  once 
slackened.  Northerner  as  she  was,  daugh- 
ter of  that  most  modern  of  all  communi- 
ties, the  northern  United  States,  she  had 
never  before  come  in  contact  with  a man 
who  continued  in  his  own  person,  in  this 
safe  restricted  nineteenth  century,  the  tra- 
ditionary passions  of  the  more  primitive 
ages,  when  honor,  so  called,  was  held  ex- 
quisitely sensitive,  because  emulation,  jea- 
lousy, and  anger  were  wrought  out  in 
every-day  life  by  each  individual  accord- 
ing to  his  own  idea,  no  matter  whither 
that  idea  might  carry  him — even  to  deeds 
of  violence. 
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But  Ernesto  curbed  his  violence  with  a 
grasp  of  steel.  He  was  also  her  devoted 
friend.  No  one  else  besides  herself  (unless 
it  might  be  Manuel)  seemed  to  have  any 
fear  of  him ; no  one  else  besides  herself  ap- 
peared to  have  looked  into  the  depths  of 
his  nature — perhaps  no  one  else  had  had 
’her  opportunity.  For  she  had  become  al- 
most intimate  with  him  during  the  past 
two  years  ; that  is, since  her  husband,  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  and  herself  had  formed  the 
household  at  East  Angels.  The  friend- 
ship— one  of  long  silences  and  few  words 
—could  not  have  been  established,  at  least 
not  the  present  degree  of  it,  unless  Lause 
also  had  participated  in  it.  But  Lanse 
participated;  Lanse  said  that  he  partici- 
pated more  than  anybody ; the  Cuban  was 
one  of  his  chief  delights;  he  was  never 
tired  of  asking  that  grave  young  man 
about  his  latest  successes  “in  agricul- 
ture,” and  then  listening  to  his  “ tliree- 
decked”  replies.  For  Ernesto  now  spoke 
English— an  English  that  gave  Lanse 
great  gratification;  his  words  were  well 
chosen  and  carefully  pronounced,  but  his 
sentences  remained  entirely  Spanish;  he 
spoke  Spanish  literally  translated;  you 
were  obliged  to  extract  even  the  potatoes 
he  was  describing  (so  Lanse  declared)  from 
a cloud  of  Castilian  dignity. 

The  young  man  came  to  see  Mrs.  Har? 
old  very  often.  They  said  of  him,  indeed, 
the  other  friends,  that  he  was  able  to  ob- 
tain refreshment  for  himself  from  her 
mere  presence  alone,  as  he  had  been 
known  to  sit  in  absolute  silence  near  her 
as  she  sewed  for  two  consecutive  hours, 
during  which  period  the  eloquent  Doctor 
had  held  the  floor;  Lanse,  from  his  sofa, 
speaking  occasionally  (principally  for  the 
purpose  of  44  egging  the  Doctor  on”) ; Bet- 
ty, from  her  rocking-chair,  speaking  more 
than  occasionally,  leading  off  wildly  in 
all  sorts  of  directions  where  nobody  ever 
followed  her  (not  that  she  minded  that) ; 
Mr.  Moore  producing  his  44  somewhats”  at 
intervals;  and  Aunt  Katrina  now  and 
then  contributing  a sentence,  uttered  with 
a detached  superior  air  (a  hand-screen  con- 
fers that;  Aunt  Katrina  always  had  one), 
as  was  proper  in  a person  whose  ideas 
were  European  and  even  African  in  then- 
scope,  founded  upon  a knowledge  of 
Cannes  and  . the  Pyramids,  as  well  as  of 
this  quiet  Florida  shore;  but  none  of  these 
participants  drawing  one  word  from  the 
taciturn  De  Torrez,  who  appeared  to  feel 
much  more  interest  in  the  opportunity  to 
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pick  up  Mre.  Harold's  scissors  when  by 
chance  they  had  dropped. 

But  when  he  was  alone  with  her,  of 
course  he  said  more.  Not  that  he  was 
ever  fluent — Ernesto  would  remain  all  his 
days  the  type  of  reticence;  but  on  these 
occasions  he  did  advance  a few  remarks, 
on  topics  carefully  adapted  to  “ ladies’  so- 
ciety” ; for  Ernesto  was  one  of  those  per- 
sons who  believe  that  the  whole  tone  of  a 
conversation  should  be  altered,  should  be 
detached  from  every  weighty  subject,  and 
become  optimistic,  strewn  with  the  flow- 
ers of  compliment,  the  moment  a “lady” 
enters  the  room.  Of  his  own  accord  he 
never  mentioned  Garda.  But  Margaret  in 
a few  words  generally  gave  him,  sooner  or 
later,  the  last  information  she  had  herself 
received;  she  had  decided  that  this  could 
do  no  harm ; he  was  Showing  himself  to 
be  made  of  material  as  stiff  as  his  bearing. 
Ernesto  offered  no  comments  upon  her 
brief  items;  all  Garda’s  journey ings seem- 
ed to  him  utterly  fantastic — as  much  so 
as  though  she  had  married  a circus  rider 
and  was  going  round  the  world  with  an 
establishment  of  horses  and  tents.  He 
could  not  conceive  the  possibility  that  a 
lady  should  wish  to  travel  for  her  own 
pleasure,  should  wish  to  be  jostled,  mixed 
with  a crowd,  forced  to  stay  at  hotels ; he 
could  not  conceive  it  any  more  than  he 
could  conceive  that  she  should  wish,  for 
her  own  pleasure,  to  wear  heavy  boots 
and  tramp  about  in  the  mud.  His  idea 
of  a lady  included  privacy;  it  included  a 
little  slipper  peeping  from  rose-leaf  scent- 
ed, snowy  skirts.  Garda  had  come  up  to 
his  ideal  in  this  last  respect;  poor  as  she 
was  and  slender  her  wardrobe,  she  had 
always  been  very  dainty — ridiculously  so, 
Aunt  Katrina  thought;  between  the  de- 
voted personal  care  of  her  mother,  and 
that,  equally  devoted  in  another  way,  of 
Raquel,  she  had  had  the  fastidious  ideas  of 
a little  princess  as  to  everything  that 
touched  her,  and  had  them  still. 

Margaret  was  in  possession  of  the  Cu- 
ban’s secret.  Manuel  had  told  her  all, 
had  described  to  her  with  much  feeling 
that  desolate  scene  in  the  forest,  and  had 
begged  her  assistance  in  helping  the  “ poor 
boy”  to  his  feet  again.  But  Ernesto  had 
left  boyhood  behind  him  forever;  he  ap- 
peared now  much  older  than  Manuel, 
Manuel  who  had  remained  the  same  hand- 
some, sentimental  youth  with  the  speak- 
ing, ardent  eyes,  the  curling  hair,  the 
cloak,  sombrero,  and  guitar,  who  had 


dawned  upon  the  Northern  party  when 
they  first  arrived  as  the  most  striking 
person  in  Gracias,  with  the  sole  exception 
of  Garda  Thorne.  Manuel  would  never 
grow  old.  But  Ernesto's  face  wore  al- 
ready the  expressions  of  middle  age. 

From  the  moment  when  he  had  return- 
ed with  his  aunt  from  the  Indian  River, 
the  Cuban  had  steadfastly  given  all  his 
time  to  labor  upon  the  plantation,  day 
after  day;  he  had  curbed  his  restlessness, 
not  allowing  himself  to  leave  Gracias;  he 
had  hidden  his  despair.  He  had  the  me- 
ridional temperament;  he  was  not  gifted 
with  that  driving  energy  which  in  trouble 
can  sometimes  take  a man  out  of  himself, 
while  at  the  same  moment,  by  the  success 
it  brings,  it  helps  in  some  degree  to  com- 
fort him;  poor  Ernesto  made  no  great 
successes  in  his  “agriculture,”  as  Lanse 
called  it;  at  first  he  barely  attained  suc- 
cess at  all.  His  superintendence  of  the 
negroes  was  never  stringent;  speed,  new 
adaptations, constant  improvement — these, 
so  commonly  seen  on  a Northern  farm, 
were  not  visible  in  the  methods  employed 
upon  these  old  lands  of  the  Girons.  But 
equally  never  was  the  gaunt  young  man 
absent  from  his  post,  always  was  he  there, 
steadily  if  unskilfully  presiding.  And 
the  result  of  his  persistence  was  that  the 
old  fields  in  time  were  put  under  cultiva- 
tion of  some  sort  from  one  boundary  ditch 
to  the  other,  and  began  really  to  produce 
harvests  again— harvests  which  were  reg- 
ular if  not  abundant. 

The  Sefior  Ruiz  was  of  the  opinion  that 
Ernesto  had  degenerated.  Ernesto  did 
not  come  to  see  him  any  more  (the  sefior 
was  glad  of  that);  but,  from  all  he  could 
learn,  lie  was  convinced  that  the  boy  had 
imbibed  “modem  ideas, ’’and  upon  the  first 
opportunity  he  should  certainly  tell  him  so. 

“ Oh  no,  papa,  you  will  not  be  so  cruel ; 
he  is  only  trying  to  occupy  his  sad  heart,” 
said  his  wife,  in  a tone  of  pity. 

“ Occupy  ? With  a hoe  ? Why  did  he 
ever  allow  that  fellow  Spenser,  then,  to 
carry  off  Garda  right  from  under  his 
nose  ? Do  you  suppose  that  I should  have 
allowed  any  one — any  one , Enriquita— to 
carry  you  off  from  under  mine  ?”  And 
the  sefior  thumped  fiercely  with  his  stick 
upon  the  floor. 

Big,  broad  - shouldered  Madam  Ruiz 
blushed  like  a young  girl.  “But  you 
were  always  so  fiery,  Fernando,”  she 
murmured,  looking  very  handsome  in 
her  bright  color. 
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“A  gentleman  is  obliged  to  be  fiery — 
obliged,  I say,  when  women  are  fair  and  his 
valor  is  at  stake,”  replied  the  little  sefior. 

Manuel,  meanwhile,  had  gone  through 
an  immense  astonishment;  his  services 
(and  kind-hearted  Manuel  was  quite  ready 
to  bestow  them)  had  not  been  in  the  least 
needed  to  assist  the  “poor  boy”  to  his  feet 
again;  this  astonishing  boy  had  been  on 
his  feet  from  the  very  first  day — yes,  from 
the  first  minute;  and  these  feet  had  been 
most  of  the  time  in  freshly  ploughed  fur- 
rows at  Madam  Giron's.  Manuel  came 
more  than  once  to  these  furrows  in  per- 
son ; he  appeared  on  horseback  at  the  edge 
of  whichever  field  it  happened  to  be,  and 
surveyed  the  scene  from  over  the  ditch. 
On  these  occasions  Ernesto  never  appear- 
ed to  be  conscious  of  his  presence;  he  went 
on  giving  orders  to  the  negroes  in  his 
gently  uttered  formal  English,  now  fol- 
lowing in  his  polished  boots  by  the  side 
of  a plough  for  a long  distance,  now  in- 
specting old  Cajo’s  memorandum  for  the 
day’s  provisions — hieroglyphics  chalked 
on  a board — keeping  watch  over  all  in  an 
awkward, steadfastly  persistent  way  which 
was  like  nothing  in  the  world  but  him- 
self, nothing  in  the  world,  with  its  dig- 
nity, its  stiff  dulness,  and  its  determina- 
tion, but  Ernesto  de  Torrez. 

“Extraordinary  idiot!”  Manuel  would 
murmur  to  himself.  Then  thoughtfully 
he  would  ride  away. 

Meeting  the  Cuban  once  when  his  feet 
were  not  in  the  furrows,  “Ernesto,”  he 
said,  abruptly,  “who  ever  taught  you  to 
plough  ?” 

“Adam,”  Ernesto  answered.  And  he 
looked  up  at  his  friend  (who  was  on  horse- 
back) with  such  a sombre  gleam  in  his 
eye  that  Manuel  thought  he  had  better 
ride  on. 

Telano  drove  Margaret  up  the  water- 
road  to  Gracias.  It  was  late  in  the  after- 
noon when  she  reached  the  rectory.  Dr. 
Kirby  was  watching  for  her;  he  came 
down  to  the  gate  to  meet  her. 

“She  has  gone  to  her  room,”  he  said; 
“we  have  persuaded  her  to  go  and  lie 
down  for  a while,  as  she  has  done  nothing 
but  cry  since  first  seeing  the  Moores.  I 
am  afraid  it  will  be  even  worse  when  she 
sees  you,”  he  added,  as  they  went  up  the 
path.  “She  has  asked  if  you  were  not 
coming  soon.” 

Crossing  the  veranda,  he  stopped,  with 
his  hand  on  the  door,  looking  at  his  com- 
panion for  a moment  before  entering. 


There  was  no  one  in  the  world  whom 
the  Doctor  now  admired  so  much  as  he 
admired  Margaret  Harold.  For  the  past 
two  years  he  had  secretly  given  her  un- 
swerving help  and  support  in  everything 
that  went  on  at  East  Angels;  he  thought 
hers,  among  women,  the  most  courageous 
and  noble  nature  he  had  ever  known. 
And  the  sweetest  too — ah,  yes,  in  its  hid- 
den depths,  overwhelming!  y,enchantingly 
sweet!  The  delicacy  of  her  physical  con- 
stitution, too  (and  she  did  not  grow  strong- 
er), her  nearness  to  breaking  down  at 
times— times  when  Celestine  would  lift 
her  in  her  strong  arms  (out  of  Aunt  Ka- 
trina's sight),  and  carry  her  peremptorily 
off  to  her  room,  where  the  two  silent  al- 
lies, physician  and  nurse,  would  combine 
their  efforts  to  bring  her  up  again— these 
things  had  endeared  her  to  the  Doctor 
greatly.  For  it  touched  him  to  see, 
month  after  month,  her  fair  youthfulness 
growing  a little  less  youthful,  her  sweet 
face  more  faint  in  color,  while  at  the 
same  time,  hour  by  hour,  he  saw  her  per- 
form her  full  task  so  completely  in  all  its 
little  details  as  well  as  its  broader  out- 
lines. He  knew  that  she  constantly  suf- 
fered, and  that  it  must  be  so;  with  his 
own  eyes  he  saw  how  she  endured.  As 
a physician,  if  nothing  else,  he  was  aware 
how  infrequent  is  quiet  regular  effort, 
maintained  moderately  and  evenly,  day 
after  day,  in  a sex  which  can,  upon  occa- 
sion, perform  single  actions  that  rise  to 
the  height  of  the  superhuman,  and  are  far 
beyond  the  endeavors  of  any  man.  But 
here  was  a woman  capable  of  the  steady  qui- 
et effort.  It  was  not  merely  that  she  had 
remained  with  this  faithless  husband,  had 
allowed  him  to  take  possession  again  of 
her  life  and  her  home;  she  had  made  this 
home  as  pleasant  to  him  and  to  Aunt  Ka- 
trina as  so  quiet  a place  could  be  made  to 
two  such  persons.  She  never  secluded 
herself ; she  was  always  ready  to  talk;  she 
brought  others  to  amuse  them ; she  read 
aloud ; she  played  backgammon  and  check- 
ers; she  patiently  tied  the  ends  of  the  fish 
nets  and  kept  an  account  of  them  with 
Mr.  Moore.  She  accepted  and  acted  upon 
all  Lanse’s  suggestions  regarding  her 
dress;  she  smiled  frankly  over  his  suc- 
cinct stories,  which,  as  has  already  been 
mentioned,  were  invariably  good— Aunt 
Katrina  generally  managing  to  under- 
stand them  by  about  the  next  day.  In  ad- 
dition she  directed  the  complicated  house- 
hold so  that  no  jars  made  themselves  felt, 
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and  during  all  this  time,  these  long  two 
years,  no  one  had  heard  a syllable  from 
her  lips  that  was  sharp  in  its  sound;  nay, 
more,  that  was  not  sweet. 

There  are  women  who  are  capable  of 
sacrificing  themselves,  with  the  noblest 
unselfishness,  in  great  causes,  who  yet,  as 
regards  the  small  matters  of  every  day 
life,  are  uncomfortable  at  times  to  live 
with;  so  much  so,  indeed,  that  those  who 
are  under  the  same  roof  with  them  are 
driven  to  reflect  now  and  then  upon  the 
merits  of  the  ancient  hermitages  and  caves 
to  which  in  former  ages  such  characters 
were  accustomed  to  retire.  These  being 
out  of  fashion,  however,  the  relatives  can 
only  sigh  and  wish  (with  a certain  law- 
lessness of  imagination)  that  their  dear 
self-sacrificing  companions  might  imbibe 
from  somewhere,  anywhere,  such  a dose 
of  selfishness  as  would  render  their  own 
lives  more  comfortable;  and,  as  a se- 
quence, that  of  the  household. 

The  Doctor  had  had  these  saints  as  his 
patients  more  than  once;  he  knew  them 
well.  But  here  was  a woman  who  had 
sacrificed  her  whole  life  to  hard  duty, 
who  felt  constantly  the  ache  of  depriva- 
tion, but  who  yet  did  not  think  in  the 
least,  apparently,  that  these  things  freed 
her  from  the  kindly  efforts,  the  patience, 
the  small  sweet  friendly  attempts  which 
make  home  comfortable. 

The  Doctor  had  been  witness  to  all 
this,  as  he  had  been  witness  also  that  day 
in  the  orange  grove,  when  Evert  Win- 
throp  lifted  this  same  woman  in  his  arms, 
where  she  lay  speechless,  helpless,  from 
the  pain  of  parting  with  him. 

Her  pain  was  the  same  now — he  knew 
that ; but  she  had  learned  to  bear  it. 
Unspeakably  he  honored  her. 

And  now  this  woman  had  come  to  see 
Garda  in  her  trouble,  Garda  who  was  so 
infinitely  dear  to  him,  though  in  another 
way ; he  felt,  as  he  stood  there  with  his  hand 
upon  the  door  knob,  all  these  things  in  his 
mind,  that  he  must  for  once — for  once— 
acknowledge  the  difference  between  these 
two  natures:  he  could  not  be  content  with 
himself  without  it.  “I  know  you  will 
be  very  good  to  her,1’  he  said—44  our  poor 
Garda,  our  dear  little  girl.  She  is  suffer- 
ing greatly,  and  we  must  tide  her  over  it 
as  well  as  we  can.  Yes,  tide  her  over  it; 
for  you  and  I know,  Mrs.  Harold,  that 
deep  as  her  sorrow  is — undoubtedly  is, 
poor  child ! — it  will  pass.” 

He  opened  the  door,  and  Margaret  en- 
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tered.  Then  he  closed  it  from  the  out- 
side, and  made  his  escape.  He  felt  like  a 
traitor ! Yet  he  had  had  to  say  it— he  had 
had  to  say  it. 

But  the  next  moment  he  was  taking 
himself  to  task  as  he  walked  violently 
homeward.  “ Don’t  you  want  it  to  pass, 
you  great  idiot,  that  sorrow  of  hers  ? How 
much  good  can  a woman  do  sitting  all 
her  life  upon  a tomb?  She  can't  even  be 
ornamental  there,  in  my  humble  opinion. 
No;  it’s  a thorough  waste!”  He  entered 
his  old  house,  still  revolving  these  reflec- 
tions; he  came  bursting  in  upon  Ma. 

44  Ma,”  he  announced,  solemnly,  as  the 
little  old  lady  in  her  neat  widow’s  cap 
looked  up  in  surprise— ho  spoke  with  em- 
phasis, as  he  was  still  suffering  sharply 
from  having  had,  as  it  were,  to  denounce 
poor  Garda— 44 1 am  convinced,  Ma,  that 
it  would  have  been  infinitely  better  for 
you  if  you  had  married  again.” 

44 Save  us  and  bless  us,  Reginald!”  said 
astonished  Ma. 

Margaret  entered  Garda's  room  with  a 
noiseless  step;  the  Moores  had  thought  it 
better  that  she  should  go  alone.  The 
blinds  had  been  closed,  but  a gleam  of 
the  sunset  entered  between  the  slats,  and 
made  a line  of  gold  across  the  floor;  the 
motionless  figure  ort  the  lounge  had  been 
covered  (by  Penelope)  with  that  most  des- 
olate of  all  draperies,  a plain  black  shawl. 
Though  Margaret  had  entered  so  quietly, 
Garda  seemed  to  know  by  instinct  who  it 
was;  she  was  lying  with  her  face  turned 
away,  but  she  instantly  spoke— 44  Marga- 
ret ?”  And  Margaret  came  and  took  her 
in  her  arms. 

“Margaret,  I cannot  bear  it,”  Garda 
said,  calmly.  “ I have  tried,  but  it  is  im- 
possible. And  if  you  cannot  tell  me  how 
to — you  the  one  I really  believe,  I shall 
not  try  any  more.  It  is  decided.” 

44  Time  will  tell  you  how,  Garda,”  Mar- 
garet answered,  putting  her  baud  upon 
the  girl's  head  as  it  lay  against  her  breast; 

44  time,  I think,  is  the  only  thing  tliat  can 
help  us— women,  I mean — when  we  suffer 
so.” 

“But  it’s  nineteen  months  already,” 
Garda  weut  on,  in  the  same  desperately 
calm  tone.  “And  to-day  I’ve  suffered 
just  as  much  as  I did  in  the  beginning— 
exactly  as  much.” 

“Yes,  the  coming  home.  It  will  be 
different  now.” 

“But  now’s  now?,”  said  Garda,  sitting 
up  and  looking  at  her  friend,  her  face 
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hardened,  her  lovely  lips  set.  in  her 
pain. 

44  I mean  soon,  dear.” 

“ I won’t  believe  it  unless  you  swear  it 
to  me,”  Garda  went  on.  She  got  up  and 
stood  looking  at  Margaret.  “ If  you  will 
swear  it  to  me  I will  try  to  believe  it,  be- 
cause you  know  me,  and  you  speak  the 
truth.” 

“Very  well,  then;  listen:  I am  abso- 
lutely sure  of  it,”  Margaret  answered. 

44  Sure  that  I shall  stop  caring  so  much? 
stop  feeling  so  dreadfully  ?” 

“Yes,  sure.” 

44  But  when  will  it  begin  ?”  the  girl  de- 
manded, shaken  with  deep  fresh  sobs. 
She  leaned  down  as  she  spoke,  pressing 
her  hands  on  Margaret’s  shoulders  and 
looking  at  her  insistently,  as  if  she  would 
draw  from  her  by  force  a comforting 
reply. 

“To-morrow,  perhaps,”  said  Margaret, 
answering  her  almost  as  one  answers  a 
suffering  child. 

44  Well,  you  mustn’t  leave  me.” 

44 1 won’t  leave  you  to-night  at  least.” 

This  gave  Garda  some  slight  solace ; she 
sat  down  and  rested  her  head  on  Marga- 
ret’s shoulder.  44  He  was  buried  in  Ven- 
ice— on  that  island.  Margaret,  I want  to 
go  down  to  East  Angels  to-morrow:  mam- 
ma is  there.  Do  you  remember  little  mam- 
ma ?” 

But  this  quiet  did  not  last  long.  Sud- 
denly she  sprang  up  again,  and  began 
walking  about  the  room,  clinching  her 
hands. 

Margaret  went  to  her. 

“ I told  you  I could  not  bear  it,”  Garda 
cried,  almost  flinging  her  off.  4**You  said 
it  would  stop,  and  it  hasn’t  stopped  at  all. 
It  suffocates  me,  it’s  a sort  of  dreadful  ag- 
ony that  you  don’t  know  anything  about, 
you — you!”  And  she  faced  her  friend 
like  a creature  at  bay.  44  When  shall  I 
begin  to  forget  him?— tell  me  that.  When? 
when  ?” 

“But  you  do  not  wish  to  forget  him, 
Garda.” 

44  Yes,  I do;  I wish  I might  never  think 
of  him  on  earth  again,”  said  Garda,  fierce- 
ly, giving  a stamp  with  her  foot  as  one 
does  in  extremity  of  acute  physical  pain. 
44  Why  should  I suffer  so  ? It’s  not  right. 
If  you  don’t  help  me  more  than  you’ve 
done  (and  I relied  on  you  so),  I shall  cer- 
tainly go  to  him — go  to  Lucian.  He'll  be 
glad  to  see  me;  he  thinks  more  of  me  than 
you  do— you  who  haven’t  helped  me  at 
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all.  But  it  will  be  easy  to  end  it;  you 
will  see.” 

Margaret  began  to  fear  that  under  the 
pressure  of  her  grief  her  mind  was  giving 
way. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

One  afternoon,  six  months  later,  Mar- 
garet, under  her  white  umbrella,  opened 
the  gate  of  the  rose  garden  at  East  Angels. 
She  came  through  the  crape-myrtle  ave- 
nue; at  the  end  of  its  long  vista,  on  the 
bench  under  the  great  rose-tree,  she  saw 
Garda.  The  crane,  outlined  in  profile 
against  the  glossy  camellia  bushes  behind, 
kept  watch  over  his  mistress  stiffly;  an- 
other companion,  in  bearing  scarcely  less 
rigid,  stood  beside  her — Ernesto  de  Torrez. 

His  Cuban  slips  had  served  their  desti- 
ny after  all : Garda’s  lap  was  full  of  roses. 
Crimson  and  pink,  they  lay  on  her  black 
dress  a mass  of  color,  contrasting  with  the 
creamy  hue  of  the  paler  roses  above  her 
head. 

There  was  always  the  same  interest  in 
Margaret ; as  soon  as  Garda  saw  her 
friend  she  left  the  bench  and  came  to 
meet  her;  all  the  roses  tumbled  to  the 
ground.  Ernesto  did  not  glance  at  the 
fallen  blossoms;  but  Carlos,  stalking  for- 
ward, pecked  appreciatively  at  the  finest 
one. 

44  Oh,  have  you  got  through  at  last— the 
everlasting  reading  aloud  and  fish  nets  ?” 
Garda  inquired.  44  To  think  that  I should 
have  to  give  way  to  fish  nets  I” 

44 1 was  to  tell  you — Lanso  hopes  that 
you  will  come  in  before  very  long,”  Mar- 
garet answered. 

“Hopes  are  good.  But  I shall  not 
come  in.”  And  Garda  linked  her  arm  in 
her  friend’s.  “Or  rather,  if  I do,  I shall 
go  and  sit  in  your  room  with  you — may  I ? 
Good-by,  Ernesto.  You  are  not  vexed 
with  me  for  going?”  she  added.  And, 
leaving  Margaret,  she  went  back  to  him, 
extending  her  hand. 

He  bowed  over  it.  44  Whatever  pleases 
you—” 

44  You  please  me,”  answered  Garda, 
promptly.  “After  they  have  carried  off 
Mr.  Harold  to  bed,  those  terrible  men  of 
his— about  ten  o’clock  generally — then  I 
never  have  very  much  to  do  for  an  hour: 
from  ten  to  eleven,  that  is  the  time  when 
I am  in  want  of  society.” 

1 4 But  you  don’t  expect  poor  Mr.  De  Tor- 
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rez  to  go  stumbling  home  through  the 
dark  woods  at  midnight,  just  for  the  sake 
of  giving  that  ?”  Margaret  suggested. 

41  Yes,  I do.  Mr.  De  Torrez  never  stum- 
bled in  his  life.  And  I don't  think  he 
is  at  all  poor,”  Garda  answered,  smiling. 

He  had  kept  her  hand;  he  bowed  over 
it  again,  but  did  not  appear  to  think  it 
necessary  to  speak. 

44  Yes— from  ten  to  eleven,  that  is  much 
the  best  time;  couldn't  you  come  then, 
and  then  only  ?”  Garda  went  on.  “Mar- 
garet doesn't  mind,  she's  always  so  late 
herself.” 

“Yes,  I've  a wretched  habit  of  sitting 
up,”  that  lady  acknowledged. 

“It  is  impossible  that  any  habit  of  Mrs. 
Harold’s  should  be  wretched,”  announced 
the  Cuban,  with  grave  courtesy.  “She 
may  not  always  explain  her  reasons:  they 
are  sure  to  be  excellent.” 

“ Come,  Margaret,  we  can  go  after  that,” 
said  Garda.  “If  you  should  tell  him 
that  you  have  a little  habit  of  scalping — 
small  negroes,  for  instance — he  would  be 
sure  that  your  reasons  were  perfect.  And 
gather  up  the  scalps.”  She  drew  her 
friend  away  with  her,  going  down  the 
myrtle  avenue.  But,  presently,  she  look- 
ed back. 

The  crane  had  joined  his  chief — it  was 
believed  that  he  considered  Ernesto  that 
— and  at  the  moment  when  Garda  turned 
her  head  the  solemn  old  bird  was  indul- 
ging in  a series  of  high  slow  hops,  appar- 
ently for  that  chief's  entertainment. 
“Comical  old  thing!”  said  Garda,  laugh- 
ing. She  touched  her  lips  with  her  fin- 
ger-tips pressed  together  in  a cluster,  and 
then  expanded  them  again  gayly  in  that 
direction. 

“For  whom  is  that  pretty  salutation, 
may  I ask  ?”  said  her  companion. 

“Carlos,  of  course.  What  are  you  go- 
ing to  do,  Margaret  ? May  I come  and  sit 
with  you  till  dinner?” 

“I  have  accounts  to  look  over;  I can't 
be  much  of  a companion.” 

“Always  something.” 

“ Yes,  always  something.” 

“ Well,  I shall  come,  all  the  same.” 

An  hour  later  she  entered  Margaret’s 
room,  selected  a low  chair  which  she 
liked,  and  seated  herself, looking  idly  about 
her.  This  apartment  of  Margaret's,  which 
was  called  her  dressing-room,  though  in 
reality  she  never  dressed  there,  contained 
her  own  small  library,  her  writing-table, 
the  rows  of  account-books  (with  which 


she  was  at  present  engaged),  and  sewing 
materials — all  articles  which  Garda  de- 
clared she  detested,  because  they  repre- 
sented such  constant  occupation;  “it 
looks  like  an  industrial  school,”  she  said; 
“all  you  want  is  a black-board.  And 
shoe-brushes.” 

“ Why  shoe-brushes  ?”  Mrs.  Harold  had 
inquired. 

“They  always  make  them— in  indus- 
trial schools,”  Garda  had  responded,  im- 
aginatively. It  was  true  that  one  corner 
of  the  room  contained  a set  of  shelves 
holding  piles  of  new  school-books;  they 
commemorated  one  of  Margaret’s  attempts 
which  had  been  highly  successful,  a school 
for  the  negro  children  of  the  Blast  Angels 
neighborhood. 

The  mistress  of  the  house  had  not  lifted 
her  head  when  Garda  entered;  she  went 
on  with  her  accounts.  Several  of  her 
closely  filled  columns  bore  the  inscription, 
“For  charity.”  Garda  had  apparently 
lost  nothing  of  her  old  capacity  for  mo- 
tionless contemplation;  leaning  back  in 
her  chair,  she  swayed  a feather  fan  slowly 
to  and  fro,  looking  at  the  top  of  a palmet- 
to, which  she  could  see  through  the  open 
window,  shooting  up  against  the  blue. 
Her  beauty  was  greater  than  ever,  her 
eyes  were  sweeter  in  their  expression,  her 
lovely  girlish  figure  was  now  more  wo- 
manly. The  wilfulness  was  not  so  ap- 
parent. But  it  was  not  that  it  had  van- 
ished; one  had  the  impression  merely  that 
it  would  require  more  weighty  influences 
now  to  rouse  it,  to  wake  it  to  take  the 
trouble  of  expressing  itself.  After  wait- 
ing in  this  serene  silence  for  half  an  hour 
she  fell  quietly  asleep. 

Some  minutes  later,  Margaret,  missing 
the  soft  motion  of  the  fan,  looked  up;  she 
smiled  when  she  saw  the  sleeping  figure. 
It  was  a warm  day ; Garda  had  changed 
her  thin  black  dress  for  a white  one. 
Through  the  lace,  of  which  it  was  princi- 
pally composed,  her  round  arms  gleamed ; 
she  had  dropped  her  fan;  her  head,  with 
the  thick  braids  of  hair  wound  closely 
about  it,  drooped  to  one  side  like  a flower. 

Margaret  had  smiled  to  see  how  easily, 
as  a child  does,  she  had  glided  into  uncon- 
sciousness. But  the  next  moment  the 
smile  was  followed  by  a heavy  sigh.  It 
was  a sigh  of  envy;  the  page  of  figures 
grew  dim,  then  faded  from  before  her 
eyes;  she  dropped  her  head  upon  her  clasp- 
ed hands  in  the  abandonment  of  a fresh, 
the  ever  fresh,  realization  of  her  own  drear- 
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iness.  The  realization  was  never  long 
absent;  she  might  hope  that  she  had  for- 
gotten it,  or  that  it  had  forgotten  her,  but 
her  hope  was  always  falsified,  it  always 
came  back. 

It  happened  that  at  this  instant  Garda 
woke,  and  saw  the  movement.  She  came 
swiftly  across  to  her  friend.  “Oh,  I 
knew  you  were  unhappy,  though  you 
never,  never  say  so!  But  now  I have 
caught  you,  I have  seen  it.  And  oh,  Mar- 
garet, you  are  so  changed ! You  are  the 
loveliest  woman  in  the  world  still;  but 
you  have  grown  so  thin — look  at  your 
hands.”  And  she  held  up  one  of  Marga- 
ret’s hands  against  the  light  to  show  its 
transparency. 

But  Margaret  was  now  sitting  erect 
again ; she  drew  her  hand  away.  “If  I’m 
thin,  I am  only  following  out  my  priv- 
ilege as  an  American  woman,”  she  an- 
swered, lightly.  “ Don’t  you  know  that 
we  pride  ourselves  upon  remaining  slen- 
der ?” 

“ Slender— yes;  that  is  what  you  were. 
Your  arms  were  always  slender,  and  yet 
round.  But  now — ” She  pushed  up  Mar- 
garet’s sleeve.  “See  your  poor  wrists. 
Oh,  Margaret,  I do  believe  that  before 
long  even  hollows  in  your  pretty  neck 
will  begin  to  show !” 

“ How  can  they,  if  I always  wear  high 
dresses  ?”  said  Margaret,  smiling. 

She  rose  as  she  spoke.  But  if  her  mo- 
tive was  to  escape  from  further  scrutiny, 
she  was  not  successful;  Garda  took  hold 
of  her  and  made  her  sit  down  on  a couch 
near  one  of  the  windows,  and  standing  in 
front  of  her  to  keep  her  there,  she  contin- 
ued her  inspection.  “ Yes,  you  are  thin- 
ner. There  are  little  fine  lines  going 
down  your  face.  And  your  face  itself 
has  grown  more  slender.  That  makes 
your  eyes  too  large;  I don’t  like  your 
eyes  now,  they  are  too  big  and  blue.” 

* k They  were  al  ways  blue,  weren’t  they  ?” 

“ Now  they  are  the  kind  of  blue  that 
you  see  in  the  eyes  of  golden-liaired  chil- 
dren that  have  got  to  die,”  pursued  Gar- 
da, making  one  of  her  curiously  accurate 
comparisons. 

Suddenly  she  held  Margaret’s  hands 
down  with  her  own  left  hand,  and  with 
her  right  pushed  back  swiftly  the  dark 
hair.  It  was  the  hair  that  lay  over  the 
forehead,  for  Lanse’s  taste  was  still  con- 
sulted ; his  wife’s  dusky  locks  rippled  soft- 
ly above  her  blue  eyes,  having  now  cer- 
tainly nothing  of  the  plain  appearance 


which  he  had  objected  to  as  “the  coiffure 
of  a saint”;  the  outline  of  the  head  was 
followed,  but  all  else  had  a look  which 
Mrs.  Moore,  in  her  heart,  greatly  feared 
was  “French” — an  adjective  which  it  was 
the  highest  ambition  of  Margaret's  maid 
to  reach,  day  by  day,  as  the  result  of  her 
labors  with  the  brush. 

The  forehead  thus  suddenly  exposed 
betrayed  at  the  temples  a wasted  look, 
with  the  blue  veins  conspicuous  on  the 
white.  “I  knew  it,”  said  Garda.  She 
sat  down  beside  her  friend,  and  kissed  her 
two  or  three  times  with  angry  tenderness. 
“ What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?”  she  de- 
manded, putting  her  arms  round  her  and 
giving  her  a little  shake.  “You  shall 
tell  me.  What  is  the  matter  t” 

“A  very  natural  thing;  I am  growing 
older,  that  is  all.”  And  Margaret  tried  to 
rearrange  the  disordered  hair. 

“Leave  it  as  it  is;  I am  determined  to 
see  the  worst  of  you  this  time.  You — with 
all  that  pretty  hair  and  your  pretty  dress- 
es— you  have  managed  -to  conceal  it.” 
And  again  with  searching  eyes  she  exam- 
ined her  friend.  “ You  don't  care  at  all !” 
she  announced. 

“ Oh  yes,  I do,”  said  Margaret. 

“You  don’t  care  in  the  least.  But  I 
care.  And  something  shall  be  done.  They 
have  worn  you  out  between  them — tico 
invalids.  I shall  myself  speak  to  Mr. 
Harold.” 

Margaret’s  face  altered.  “No,  Garda, 
you  must  not  do  that.” 

“But  he  likes  me,”  said  Garda,  insist- 
ently; “ he  will  say  yes  to  anything  I ask 
— you  will  see  if  he  doesn’t.” 

And  Margaret  felt,  like  a wave,  the  con- 
viction that  he  would;  more  than  this, 
that  he  would  always  have  said  yes  if 
Garda  had  been  the  wife  instead  of  her- 
self. Garda  would  never  have  been  sub- 
missive; Garda  would  not  have  obeyed 
him  in  the  least.  Garda  would  have  fol- 
lowed her  own  will,  her  own  way,  from 
one  year's  end  to  the  other.  But  to  Gar- 
da he  himself  would  have  yielded,  to  her 
he  would  have  said  yes. 

Garda,  therefore,  would  have  been  a 
better  wife  to  him  than  she  had  been. 
Could  this  be  possible  ? could  it  be  that 
all  her  own  long  hard  effort — as  hard  to- 
day as  in  the  beginning — that  all  this  was 
as  nothing  in  its  effect  when  compared 
with  the  results  which  the  unconquered 
naturalness  of  this  girl  would  have  easily 
achieved,  a girl  whose  inexplicable  frank- 
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ness  was  as  real  as  the  wilfulness  and  the 
changeableness  which  accompanied  it  ? 

But  Garda  was  not  always  changeable; 
in  her  affection  for  Margaret  she  was  ever 
the  same.  “ I shall  certainly  speak  to  Mr. 
Harold,”  she  persisted.  “ Why  shouldn't 
I not  mind  what  you  say,  if  it  is  for  your 
good  ?” 

“ It  would  not  be  for  my  good.” 

“ But  he  is  kind  to  you ; I know  it,  be- 
cause I see  it  with  my  own  eyes.  He 
thinks  you  are  lovely;  he  has  told  me  so; 
he  says  you  are  a very  rare  type.  And 
he  himself — he  is  so  agreeable.  He  says 
unusual  things.  He  never  tires  anybody; 
his  very  fish  nets  are  amusing.  I like  him 
ever  so  much.  And  though  he  is  crippled, 
he  is  very  handsome ; there  is  such  a gold- 
en light  ’way  back  in  his  brown  eyes.” 

“He  is  all  that  you  say,”  Margaret  an- 
swered, smiling  at  this  enumeration. 

She  could  talk  about  her  husband  read- 
ily enough  now.  As  Garda  had  noticed, 
he  was  always  kind ; his  manner  had  been 
steadily  kind  (though  not  without  many 
a glimpse  of  inward  entertainment  gleam- 
ing through  it)  ever  since  he  entered  East 
Angels’  doors.  He  appeared  to  have  taken 
his  wife  under  his  protection ; he  told  Aunt 
Katrina  once  for  all,  and  authoritatively 
(to  that  lady’s  amazement),  that  she  must 
hereafter,  in  his  presence  at  least,  be  “less 
catty”  to  Margaret.  During  the  one  visit 
which  Evert  Wintlirop  had  paid  to  Flori- 
da in  the  same  period,  Lanse  had  mention- 
ed to  him  (in  the  tone  of  the  old  Roman 
inscription) : “ I am  as  steady  as  a church. 
I make  nets  for  the  poor;  I talk  to  Aunt 
K. ; I’m  good  to  the  little  people  about 
here;  I'm  a seraph  to  Margaret.” 

Aunt  Katrina  could  not  give  herself  the 
pleasure  of  holding  up  to  the  world’s  ad- 
miration— her  present  world  of  Dr.  Regi- 
nald and  Betty,  Penelope  and  Middletou, 
Madam  Ruiz,  Madam  Giron,  and  Ma — the 
heavenly  improvement  in  her  boy;  she 
had  never  in  the  least  acknowledged  that 
there  was  room  for  improvement.  To 
Evert,  however,  during  that  one  visit,  she 
could  speak  more  freely.  “ Isn’t  it  charm- 
ing to  have  him  always  so  pleasant,  so 
agreeable  ?”  she  said. 

“Lanse  could  always  be  pleasant 
enough  when  he  chose,”  the  other  nephew 
answered. 

“Well,  he  chooses  now.  And  I must 
say  I think  it's  very  kind  of  him — such  a 
dull,  dull  place  as  this  is,  and  such  a dull 
life  as  we  re  leading  now !” 
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“It's  his  best  policy.” 

4 4 Policy  ? What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“Oh,  he  had  to  come  home.  So  he’s 
making  the  best  of  it.” 

“And  isn’t  that  the  right  thing  to  do  ?” 
asked  Aunt  Katrina,  with  virtuous  severi- 
ty— “ to  make  the  best  of  it  ? You  speak 
as  though  it  wasn’t.” 

“ I never  said  Lanse  didn’t  go  in  for  the 
best;  on  the  contrary.  He  has  always 
had  the  best,  and  he's  got  it  now.”  Win- 
throp  uttered  this  in  a voice  so  hard  that 
he  noticed  the  sound  of  it  himself,  and 
turned  it  off  with  a vague  laugh.  Aunt 
Katrina  noticed  only  the  laugh. 

She  still  remained  offended.  But  she 
smoothed  this  feeling  out  a little,  an  hour 
or  two  later,  when  she  said,  with  the  soft- 
est regret:  “You  are  really  growing  old 
before  your  time,  Evert;  there  is  quite  a 
good  deal  of  gray  in  your  hair,  my  poor 
boy.” 

Garda’s  visit  at  East  Angels  had  begun 
but  two  days  before.  She  had  been  spend- 
ing some  time  in  New  York  with  Lish-er 
and  Trude:  these  ladies  having  written 
once  a week  since  their  first  parting  with 
her,  to  say  that  they  were  sure  that  she 
must  by  this  time  be  needing  “a  drier 
air,”  Garda  had  at  length  accepted  the 
suggestion  and  tried  the  air;  it  proved  to 
be  that  of  Ninth  Street,  and  was  indeed 
remarkably  dry.  The  present  visit  to  Mar- 
garet was  her  second  one;  six  months  be- 
fore *slie  had  made  a long  stay  at  Blast  An- 
gels—so  long  that  Aunt  Katrina  began  to 
fear  that  she  would  never  go  away.  The 
violence  of  the  grief  that  had  accompanied 
her  first  return  to  Gi*acias  had  subsided 
with  singular  suddenness.  She  said  to 
Margaret,  in  an  apathetic  tone:  “I  had  to 
kill  it,  you  know,  or  else  kill  myself.  I 
came  very  near  killing  myself.” 

“ I was  much  alarmed  about  you,  Gar- 
da,” Margaret  answered,  hesitating  as  to 
whether  or  not  to  say  more. 

Garda  divined  her  thoughts.  “Did  you 
think  I wasn’t  myself?  I was  perfectly 
myself;  it  was  only  that  I couldn’t  bear 
the  pain.  Let  us  never  speak  of  that  time 
again — never!  never!”  She  got  up,  and 
for  a moment  stood  trembling  and  quiver- 
ing. Then,  with  the  same  rapidity  and 
completeness,  she  resumed  her  calm. 

Margaret  never  did  speak  of  it  again. 

“ But  how  was  it  that  she  killed  it — how  ?” 
was  her  dreary  thought. 

During  the  first  visit  Lanse  and  Mrs. 
Spenser  had  become  fast  friends;  every 
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evening  she  played  checkers  with  him, 
and  she  was  the  only  person  with  whom 
he  did  not  bluster  over  the  game ; she  con- 
tradicted him ; she  made  sport  of  his  fish 
nets;  she  used  his  Fielding  for  her  foot- 
stool ; she  put  forward  the  proposition  that 
hefr  own  face  was  prettier  than  his  Mino 
outlines. 

Lanse  denied  this.  44  My  Mino  outlines 
are  not  in  the  least  pretty.  But  then  you 
are  not  in  the  least  pretty  either.” 

uNot  pretty!”  said  Garda,  with  a pro- 
testing cry.  “Why,  even  a little  pussy 
cat  can  be  pretty.” 

“I  have  not  been  able  to  discover  a 
trace  of  prettiness  in  you.”  He  paused. 
“You  are  simply  superb,”  he  said,  look- 
ing at  her  with  his  deep  bold  brown 
eyes.  “ What  makes  you  stay  on  here  ?” 
he  added,  in  another  tone,  surveying  her 
curiously. 

Garda  turned;  but  Margaret  had  by 
chance  left  the  room.  “ I was  going  to 
point  to  Margaret,”  she  answered.  “I 
stay  because  I love  her — love  to  be  with 
her.” 


“ Well,  you’ll  have  a career,”  Lanse  an- 
nounced, briefly. 

The  next  day  he  said  to  Aunt  Katrina: 
“I  should  like  to  have  seen  that  girl  be- 
fore she  was  married;  there’s  such  an 
extraordinary  richness  about  her  beauty 
that  I don’t  believe  she  ever  had  an  awk- 
ward age;  she  was  probably  graceful  at 
sixteen.” 

“She  was  certainly  designing  at  six- 
teen.” 

“ No!  For  whom  could  she  have  been 
designing  down  here  ?” 

“Evert;  that’s  all.” 

“And  the  idiot  let  her  slip  through  his 
fingers  ?” 

“Mercy  mel”  said  the  lady.  “ If  I’ve 
got  to  sit  by  and  hear  you  admire  her 
too !” 

Dinner  was  announced  while  Garda 
was  still  repeating,  in  the  “industrial 
school,”  her  intention  of  speaking  to  Mr. 
Harold  about  his  wife’s  health. 

“My  health  is  perfect,”  Margaret  had 
answered;  “isn’t  Aunt  Katrina  always 
saying  that  I am  the  strongest  person  she 
knows  ?” 

“Aunt  Katrina,”  remarked  Garda,  “ is 
a cotton-mouth.” 

She  did  not,  however,  put  her  threat 
into  execution ; she  said  nothing  to  Lanse. 

Late  that  night  she  came  and  tapped 
again  on  Margaret’s  door,  her  bedroom 
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door  this  time.  “I  wanted  to  see  you,” 
she  said,  entering. 

Ernesto  had  gone  an  hour  before,  and 
she  had  been  in  her  own  room  meanwhile; 
but  she  had  not  taken  off  her  white  lace 
attire,  or  loosened  the  braids  of  her  hair. 
Margaret  too  was  fully  dressed. 

“ What  have  you  been  doing  ?”  Garda 
demanded,  suspiciously,  as  she  looked  at 
her.  “ Not  crying  ?” 

“ I think  I have  forgotten  how  to  cry.” 

“Well,  your  eyes  are  dry,”  Garda  ad- 
mitted. She  closed  the  door,  then  went 
to  one  of  the  windows  and  looked  out. 
There  had  been  a heavy  rain  during  the 
evening,  and  the  air  was  much  cooler;  it 
was  very  dark.  She  closed  the  shutters 
of  all  the  three  windows  and  fastened 
them.  “It's  so  gloomy  out  there.  Pine 
cones  ? What  luck ! we’ll  have  a fire.” 

“Garda,  we  shall  melt.” 

“ No;  the  room  is  too  large.”  She  piled 
the  cones  on  the  hearth  and  set  fire  to 
them;  in  an  instant  the  blaze  flared  out 
and  lighted  up  all  the  corners  of  the  room. 

4 4 That’s  better.  Only  one  poor  m iserable 
candle  ?”  And  she  proceeded  to  light  four 
others  that  stood  about  here  and  there. 

“ Are  you  preparing  for  a ball  ?” 

44 1 am  preparing  for  a talk.  I’m  lone- 
ly to-night,  Margaret,  and  I can’t  bear  to 
feel  lonely.  How  long  may  I stay  ? Are 
you  sure  you  haven’t  got  to  go  and  do 
something?— say  good-night  to  Mr.  Har- 
old. for  instance?” 

“He  has  been  asleep  these  two  hours. 
He  always  has  one  of  his  men  sleeping  in 
the  room  with  him.” 

“Yes,  I know.  But  why  haven’t  you 
undressed,  then,  all  this  time?”  Garda 
went  on,  with  returning  suspicion. 

44  Why  haven’t  you  ? But  have  you  no 
conscience,  thinking  of  poor  Ernesto  bang- 
ing into  all  the  trees  and  falling  into  all 
the  ditches  on  the  long  way  home?” 

“No;  Ernesto  and  I are  not  troubled 
about  consciences;  Ernesto  and  I under- 
stand each  other  perfectly.  It’s  in  the 
blood,  I suppose;  we  belong  to  the  same 
race,”  said  the  daughter  of  the  Dueros. 

She  had  been  standing  watching  her 
fire;  now  she  drew  up  a chair  before  it 
and  sat  down.  “ I did  not  say  auything 
to  Mr.  Harold  about  you,  after  all,”  she 
said. 

“I  thought  you  wouldn’t  when  I told 
you  I did  not  wish  it.” 

44 1 shall  do  it  to-morrow.  You  are  to 
come  north  with  me  the  next  time  I go.” 
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“ I shall  not  leave  East  Angels.” 

“ I saw  Evert  in  New  York,”  Garda  be- 
gan, after  a short  silence.  “He  is  just 
the  same.  A little  older,  perhaps,  but  de- 
lightful. I wrote  a note  asking  him  to 
come.  Well,  he  came  — he  came  three 
times.  But  three  times  isn’t  much?” 
And  she  glanced  toward  Margaret. 

Margaret  had  kept  her  place  on  the  sofa 
where  she  was  sitting  when  Garda  enter- 
ed ; but  she  had  drawn  forward  on  its  cast- 
ers a broad  tall  screen  to  shield  herself 
from  the  fire,  and  this  threw  her  face  into 
shadow.  “No,  not  much,”  she  answered 
from  her  dark  corner. 

“I  love  to  tell  you  things,”  Garda  re- 
sumed, gazing  at  the  blaze.  “ He  wouldn’t 
like  me — what  would  you  say  to  that?  I 
had  thought  that  perhaps  he  might;  but 
no,  he  wouldu't.” 

This  time  there  was  no  answer  from  the 
shadow. 

“ I used  to  think — long  ago — that  it  was 
because  he  couldn’t,”  Garda  went  on ; “I 
mean,  couldn’t  care  for  any  one  very 
much ; that  is,  care  as  I care.  But  I was 
mistaken.  Completely.  He  can  care. 
But  he  refuses  to  care  for  me.” 

She  got  up  and  went  to  the  long  mir- 
ror; in  the  bright  light  her  face  and  figure 
were  clearly  reflected ; here  she  stood  look- 
ing at  herself  for  some  time  in  silence,  as 
if  touched  by  a new  curiosity.  Next  she 
began  to  scrutinize  the  reflection  more 
closely ; she  moved  nearer  the  glass  so  that 
she  could  see  her  face,  then  back  to  get  a 
view  of  the  image  as  a whole;  she  turned 
half  round,  with  her  head  over  her  shoul- 
der, in  order  to  see  herself  in  profile.  Then 
she  adjusted  the  white  ribbon  round  her 
supple  waist,  and  gave  a touch,  musingly, 
to  her  hair;  she  lifted  her  hands  and  look- 
ed at  them;  dropping  them,  she  clasped 
them  behind  her,  and  indulged  in  another 
general  survey.  “Such  as  I am,  he  cares 
nothing  for  me,”  she  said  at  last,  speaking 
not  in  surprise,  but  simply  as  one  who 
states  a fact. 

She  looked  at  herself  again.  “ I don’t 
say  he’s  not  a fool  l”  And  she  gave  a good- 
humored  laugh. 

She  left  the  glass  and  came  toward  Mar- 
garet. “I’ve  got  to  tell  you  something,” 
she  said;  “you  know  I tell  you  all.  I 
tried.  Yes,  I did  try,  for  I like  him  so 
much  1 You  remember  I thought  every- 
thing of  him  once,  when  we  were  first  en- 
gaged, long  ago.  I appreciate  him  better 
now.  And  I like  him  so  much !”  While 


she  was  saying  these  last  words  she  came 
behind  the  screen,  and  knelt  down  beside 
the  sofa  in  her  old  caressing  fashion,  her 
clasped  hands  on  Margaret's  knees.  But 
her  movement  had  pushed  the  screen,  and 
it  now  rolled  back  still  further,  letting  the 
fire-light  shine  suddenly  across  Margaret’s 
face. 

“ Merciful  Heaven !”  cried  Garda, 
springing  to  her  feet  as  she  saw  the  ex- 
pression there ; “do  you  care  for  him  ? Is 
that  it?  The  cause  of  all — the  change  in 
you,  and  iu  him  too?  Oh,  how  blind  I 
have  been! — how  blind!  But  I never 
once  suspected  it.  Don’t  think  of  a word 
I have  said ; he  didn’t  look  at  me.  I tried, 
but  he  wouldn’t.  He  despises  me,  I know. 

I like  him  better  than  any  one  in  the 
world,  now  that  Lucian  is  gone,”  she 
went  on,  with  her  bare  frankness  (which 
had  vetagreat  richness  of  its  own).  “But 
he  will  never  care  for  me.  And  a very  good 
reason  too,  when  it  is  you  he  cares  for.” 

Margaret  had  bowed  her  head  upon  her 
arm,  which  rested  upon  the  sofa’s  back. 
Garda  sat  down  beside  her.  “ How  many 
times  have  you  comforted  me?”  she  said. 
“ If  I could  only  be  of  the  smallest  com- 
fort to  you,  Margaret!” 

Margaret  did  not  answer;  but  she  put 
out  one  hand  and  rested  it  on  the  girl's 
shoulder,  as  if  to  tell  her  that  her  sym- 
pathy was  not  rejected. 

“And  it  has  been  so  all  these  long 
years,”  Garda  murmured,  after  sitting 
still  and  thinking  of  it.  “ You  are  better 
than  I am.” 

“Better!” 

“There  isn’t  an  angel  in  heaven  at  this 
moment  better  than  you  are,”  Garda  re- 
sponded, vehemently.  “ But  you  mustn’t 
keep  on  in  this  way,  you  know,”  she  add- 
ed, after  a moment. 

“ I can’t  talk,  Garda.” 

“That  is  it;  Evert  has  talked;  he  has 
tired  you  out.  I can  imagine  that  when 
once  he  is  in  earnest.  Margaret,  let  me 
tell  you  this  one  thing:  you  can't  live 
under  all  this;  you  will  die.” 

“ It’s  not  so  easy  to  die,”  answered  Lan- 
sing Harold’s  wife. 

“You  think  I don’t  know  about  Mr. 
Harold.  But  I do.  Lucian  heard  the 
whole  in  Rome.  I even  saw  her  myself— 
in  a carriage  on  the  Pincio.  I know  that 
he  left  you  twice  to  go  to  her— twice. 
What  claim  has  he.  then,  upon  you  ? But 
what  is  the  use  of  my  talking,  if  Evert 
has  been  able  to  do  nothing  ?” 
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Margaret  sat  up.  “Go  now,  Garda; 
leave  me.  I am  tired ; I would  rather  be 
alone.” 

But  Garda  would  not  go.  “I  could 
never  be  like  you,”  she  went  on.  “And 
this  is  a case  where  you  had  better  be  more 
like  me.  Margaret!  Margaret!”  and  she 
clung  to  her.  “Such  a love  as  his  would 
be !”  she  whispered — “ how  can  you  refuse 
it?  I think  it’s  wicked.  Because  it’s  his 
whole  life.  He  isn't  Lansing  Harold! 
And  you  love  him  so;  you  needn’t  deny 
it.  I see  the  whole  now,  and  I know  you 
do ; I can  feel  your  heart  beating  at  this 
moment.” 

“ I wish  you  would  go,”  said  Margaret, 
drawing  herself  free,  and  rising.  “You 
only  hurt  me,  Garda.  And  you  cannot 
change  me.” 

But  Garda  followed  her.  “You  adore 
him.  And  he — And  you  give  all  that 
up?  Its  the  dearest  thing  there  is,  the 
dearest  thing  we  have.  What  are  you 
made  of  ?”  She  kept  up  with  her,  walking 
by  her  side. 

Margaret  was  pacing  the  room  aimless- 
ly; she  put  out  her  arm  as  if  to  keep  Gar- 
da off. 

The  girl  accepted  this,  moving  to  that 
distance;  but  still  she  walked  by  her  side. 
“And  don’t  you  ever  think  of  the  life 
he' 8 leading? — the  life  you’re  making  him 
lead  ?”  she  went  on.  “He’s  unhappy — of 
course  he  didn’t  tell  me  so.  He’s  grow- 
ing hard  and  bitter;  he’s  ever  so  much 
changed— remember  that  I have  just  seen 
him — only  a few  days  ago.  It’s  dreadful 
to  have  to  say  that  he  has  changed  for  the 
worse,  because  I like  him  so  much;  but  I 
am  afraid  he  has.  He  has  got  a great 
deal,  of  course.  But,  for  all  that,  he 
needs,  he  needs— some  one.  I like  him  so 
much.” 

“Marry  him  yourself,  then,  and  be  the 
some  one,”  answered  Margaret,  sharply. 
And  by  a sudden  turn  in  her  quick  walk 
she  seemed  to  be  again  trying  to  get  rid 
of  her. 

“ I would,  if  he  would  marry  me,”  Gar- 
da answered ; “yes,  even  if  he  should  keep 
on  caring  for  you  just  the  same;  for  that 
doesn’t  hurt  him  in  my  eyes.  I should 
be  content  to  come  after  you . And  if  I 
could  have  just  a little  edge  of  his  love. 
But  he  wouldn’t  look  at  me,  I tell  you — 
though  I tried.  He  is  like  you ; with  him 
it  is  once.  But  you  are  the  one  I am 
thinking  of  the  most,  Margaret.  For  you 
are  fading  away,  and  it's  this  stifled  love 


that’s  killing  you.  Women  do  die  of 
such  feelings,  and  you  are  one  of  them. 
Do  you  think  you’ll  have  any  praise  when 
you  get  to  the  next  world” — here  she  came 
closer — “after  killing  yourself,  and  break- 
ing down  all  the  courage  of  a man  like 
Evert,  like  Evert — two  whole  lives  wasted 
— and  all  for  the  sake  of  an  idea?” 

Margaret’s  face  had  been  averted.  But 
now  she  looked  at  her.  “An  idea  which 
you  cannot  comprehend,”  she  said.  And 
she  turned  away  again. 

“ Yes,  I know  you  think  me  your  infe- 
rior,” Garda  answered;  “and  I acknow- 
ledge that  I am  your  inferior;  I am  no- 
thing when  compared  with  you ; I never 
was.  But  I don’t  care  what  you  say  to 
me,  I only  want  you  to  be  happier.”  She 
waited  an  instant,  then  came  up  behind 
Margaret,  whose  back  was  toward  her,  and, 
with  a touch  that  was  full  of  humility, 
took  hold  of  a little  fold  of  her  skirt. 
“Listen  a moment,”  she  said,  holding  it 
closely,  as  if  that  would  make  Margaret 
listen  more;  “I  don’t  believe  Mr.  Harold 
would  oppose  the  suit  at  all.  He  couldn’t 
succeed,  of  course,  no  matter  what  he 
should  do,  for  it’s  all  against  him;  but  I 
don’t  believe  he  would  even  try.  He  isn’t 
that  sort  of  a man,  at  least,  malicious  and 
cruel.  If  he  could  be  made  comfortable 
here,  as  he  is  now?  It’s  very  far  away — 
Gracias-a-Dios;  that  is,  people  think  so,  I 
find.  They  thought  so  in  New  York.  So 
he  could  stay  on  here  as  quietly  as  he 
pleased,  and  it  would  make  no  difference 
to  anybody.  But  you,  meanwhile,  you 
would  be  free.  He  could  have  everything 
he  liked ; as  he  will  never  be  able  to  walk 
or  drive,  he  wouldn’t  care  for  any  change. 
Why,  I would  undertake  to  stay  for  a 
while  at  first,  stay  and  amuse  him,  play 
checkers  and  all  that.  It’s  a pity  Mrs. 
Rutherford  dislikes  me  so,”  Garda  con- 
cluded, in  a tone  of  regret. 

“Perhaps  you  would  undertake  to  mar- 
ry him,  by  way  of  a change?”  said  Mar- 
garet, leaving  her  again,  with  another 
sharp  movement  that  pulled  the  dress 
from  the  touch  of  the  humble  little  hand. 

“ There  are  some  things,  Margaret,  that 
even  you  must  not  say  to  me,”  Garda  an- 
swered, smiling  bravely  and  brightly, 
though  the  tears  were  just  behind. 

And  then  Margaret’s  cruel  coldness 
broke;  she  came  to  her,  took  her  hands, 
and  held  them  across  her  hot  eyes.  “ For- 
give me,  Garda;  I don’t  know  what  I am 
saying.  You  don't  mean  it,  but  you  keep 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


963 


turning  the  knife  in  the  wound.  I shall 
never  do  any  of  the  things  you  talk  of ; I 
shall  go  on  staying  on  here.  I must  bear 
ray  life — the  life  I made  for  myself  with 
my  eyes  open.  No  one  made  it  for  me;  I 
made  it  for  myself,  and  I must  bear  it  as 
well  as  I can.  I have  said  cruel  things, 
but  it  was  because — ” She  dropped  the 
girl's  hands.  “I  have  always  thought 
you  so — so  beautiful.  And  if  you  care 
for  him  as  much  as  you  now  tell  me  you 
do,  what  more  natural  than  that  he — ” 
But  she  could  not  finish;  her  face  con- 
tracted with  a violent  quiver,  and  then 
seemed  to  take  on  suddenly  the  tints  and 
contours  of  age. 

“I  am  not  worthy  to  tie  your  shoe!” 
cried  Garda,  in  her  soft  voice,  which  oven 
in  high  excitement  could  not  rise  above 
its  lovely  tones. 

But  Margaret  had  controlled  herself 
again,  the  spectre  face  had  vanished. 
“ When  you  tell  me  that  he  has  changed 
so  much,  that  he  is  growing  harsh,  hard, 
that  is  the  worst  for  me,”  she  said ; 44 1 can 
bear  everything  about  myself,  everything 
here;  but  I cannot  bear  that.”  She 
paused.  44  Men  are  all  alike,”  she  began 
again.  Then  she  put  that  aside  too— her 
last  bitterness.  44  Garda,”  she  resumed, 
“ I shall  go  on  living  here,  as  I have  said ; 
and  it  is  for  always.  I am,  I intend  to 
be,  as  far  removed  from  his  life  as  though 
I were  a prisoner,  as  though  I were  dead. 
Perhaps,  too,  I shall  change, myself.  Who 
knows?  It  is  my  daily  hope  and  prayer. 
In  the  mean  time,  if  you  will  marry  him? 
You  are  so  sweet  he  cannot  help  but  love 
you;  you  needn't  be  afraid.  You  must 
never  come  here— I tell  you  that  in  the 
beginning.  And  lie  must  never  come. 
But”  — she  moved  swiftly  forward  and 
took  the  girl  in  her  arms  with  a passion- 
ate tenderness— 44  but  your  little  children, 
Garda,  if  you  should  have  any,  if  they 
could  come,  it  would  be  good  for  me, 
and  my  life  would  not  seem  so  starved 
and  desolate;  I should  be  a better  woman 
than  I am  now.”  She  put  her  face  down 
upon  Garda's  for  a moment.  Garda  could 
feel  how  very  cold  it  was. 

Then  she  released  her ; she  began  mov- 
ing about  the  room,  setting  the  chairs  in 
their  places;  she  extinguished  some  of  the 
candles;  she  was  quite  calm. 

Garda  stood  where  she  had  been  left; 
her  face  was  hidden. 

Margaret  crossed  to  one  of  the  windows 
and  threw  open  the  shutters;  the  cool 
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night  air  rushed  in,  laden  with  the  per- 
fume of  flowers;  the  Are  had  died  down. 
Then  she  came  back  to  Garda.  “I  will 
go  with  you  to  your  room,”  she  said;  44 it 
is  very,  very  late.”  She  put  her  arm 
round  her  to  lead  her  away.  Garda  sub- 
mitted, though  still  with  her  face  hidden; 
they  went  together  down  the  hall. 

There  was  a light  in  Garda's  room. 
Margaret  kissed  her  before  leaving  her. 
44  Good-night,”  she  said. 

44 1 am  ashamed,”  Garda  murmured. 

“Ashamed  ?” 

44  Ashamed  of  being  pZad.” 

Margaret  went  swiftly  away ; she  almost 
seemed  to  flee.  Garda,  standing  on  her 
lighted  threshold,  heard  her  door  close. 

Then  she  heard  the  sound  of  the  bolt 
within  as  it  was  shot  forward. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

44  Did  you  ever  hear  of  anything  so  ab- 
surd?” said  Aunt  Katrina.  44  How  she 
will  look  at  sea! — those  prunello  gaiters 
of  hers  on  deck  when  the  wind  blows.” 

“Jolly  old  soul,”  commented  Lanse. 

He  was  playing  solitaire,  and  had  paused 
reflectively  with  a card  in  his  hand  while 
he  gazed  at  the  spread  out  piles  before 
him.  44  Jolly  old  soul !— I am  glad  she  is 
going  to  see  something  at  last  before  she 
dies.” 

44  What  expressions  you  do  use,  Lanse! 

— one  would  think  she  was  ninety.  As 
for  seeing,  she'll  see  nothing  but  Garda 
Thorne,  wherever  she  is,  and  have  her 
hands  full  at  that.” 

“Her  eyes,  you  mean,”  said  Lanse, 
slipping  his  card  deftly  u|>on  a pile  which 
contained  already  its  legal  three,  and  fit- 
ting the  edges  accurately  as  he  did  so  to 
those  of  the  card  beneath,  in  order  to  cheat 
himself  with  the  greater  skill. 

Aunt  Katrina's  comments  were  based 
upon  some  recent  tidings.  Betty  had 
journeyed  down  to  East  Angels  that  after- 
noon in  the  black  boat  of  Uncle  Cato  to 
convey  to  her  dearest  Kate  a wonderful 
piece  of  news:  Garda  had  suddenly  de- 
cided to  go  abroad  for  the  winter — to  Ita- 
ly, and  she  had  written  from  New  York, 
where  she  was  staying  with  her  Lish-er 
and  Trude,  to  beg  Betty  to  come  north 
immediately  and  go  with  her,  44 like  the 
dear  kind  old  aunt”  that  she  was.  Betty's 
mind,  driven  into  confusion  by  this  sud- 
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den  proposal,  was  a strange  mixture  of  the 
sincerest  regrets  at  leaving  her  dear  Kate, 
of  the  sincerest  gratification  at  this  proof  of 
Garda’s  attachment,  and  the  sincerest  (and 
most  dreadful)  apprehension  concerning 
the  ocean  passage. 

Garda’s  second  visit  at  East  Angels — a 
short  one— had  terminated  only  six  weeks 
before;  at  that  time  she  had  no  intention 
of  going  to  Italy.  This,  then,  was  some 
sudden  new  resolution;  and  Lanse  had 
amused  himself  imagining  causes  for  it. 
He  imagined  them  on  such  a scale  of 
splendor,  however,  that  Aunt  Katrina  de- 
clared at  last  that  she  could  listen  to  no 
more  of  them ; they  were  too  ridiculously 
silly. 

She  brought  herself  to  listen,  however, 
four  months  later,  when  Betty  returned 
home  and  came  down  to  East  Angels,with 
the  lion  carpet-bag,  to  tell  “everything” 
to  her  dearest  friend. 

Poor  Betty  had  been  so  homesick  in 
foreign  lands  that  Garda  had  not  had  the 
heart  to  detain  her  longer.  “And  she 
said  that  she  had  hoped  I would  stay  with 
her  a long  time,  perhaps  always,”  nar- 
rated Betty.  “ And  of  course  I enjoyed 
being  in  New  York  ever  so  much,  of 
course;  and  Rome  too— Rome  was  so  in- 
teresting. But  then  you  know,  as  I told 
the  dear  child,  Rome  is  not  my  home,  nor 
can  I make  it  so,  of  course,  at  my  age.” 

“It’s  not  a matter  of  age;  its  experi- 
ence,” said  Kate. 

“Very  likely  you’re  right,  Kate;  but 
then,  you  know,  I’ve  had  so  little  experi- 
ence ; since  I came  from  Georgia  with  Mr. 
Carew,  ever  so  many  years  ago,  I’ve  never 
put  my  foot  outside  of  Florida  until  now, 
and  I suppose  I’ve  grown  like  those  Swiss 
exiles  we  read  about,  who  can’t  hear  that 
call  for  cows,  you  know,  that  yoddeling, 
without  getting  80  homesick,  though  to 
everybody  else  it’s  a dreadfully  yelling 
sound ; though  I ought  to  say,  too,  that  as 
we’ve  next  to  no  cows  in  Florida,  the 
comparison  isn’t  a very  good  one;  but 
then  there  were  next  to  no  cows  in  Rome 
either,  for  that  matter,  though  it  was  there 
that  a cow  brought  up  little  Castor  and 
Pollux,  the  twins,  you  know,  who  found- 
ed and  built  the  city — no,  no,  I’m  mistak- 
en, that  was  Romulus  and  Remus;  Castor 
and  Pollux  tamed  the  horses  on  the  Qui- 
rinal;  but  in  either  case  it  shows  that  the 
milk  must  have  been  good,  you  know.” 

“Are  we  talking  of  milk,  Elizabeth?” 
asked  Kate,  in  despair. 
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“Of  course  not,”  answered  Elizabeth, 
good-naturedly;  “how  could  you  think 
so  ? I know  you  never  cared  for  milk  in 
the  least,  Kate,  and  I shouldn’t  be  likely, 
therefore,  to  bring  it  up.  And  right  there 
in  the  Forum  I’d  see  my  own  flower  gar- 
den and  the  old  rose-bushes.  And  in  the 
Coliseum  I’d  see  our  little  church  here, 
and  even  think  I heard  the  bells.” 

“Absurd !”  said  Kate. 

“ I reckon  it  was  absurd,”  Betty  agreed, 
though  wiping  her  eyes  furtively  at  the 
same  time.  “And  at  the  Vatican,  there 
among  the  statues,  Kate— do  you  know,  I 
was  always  seeing  likenesses  to  you.” 

“Oh,  well — that”  responded  Kate,  as 
if  there  might  be  grounds  for  associations 
of  that  nature.  “And  Garda  Thorne,  by 
this  time,  I suppose,  is  living  there  quite 
alone  ?”  she  went  on,  comfortably. 

“ Oh  no ; she  has  a companion,  Madame 
So— Soranzer.” 

“Soranzo,”  said  Lanse;  “I  know  her 
— an  American;  Miss  Morris.  He  ran 
through  all  her  money.” 

“Yes,  that  is  the  one;  the  Bogarduses 
arranged  it  by  letter;  they. know  her  very 
well.” 

“She’s  a cousin  of  theirs,  and  a very 
nice  woman;  about  fifty-five.  Nothing 
could  be  more  respectable,”  Lanse  went 
on,  glancing  with  an  amused  eye  at  Aunt 
Katrina’s  unwilling  face.  “You  were 
there  some  time,  Mrs.  Carew;  I suppose 
you  saw  some  men  ?” 

“The  population  seemed  to  me  to  con- 
sist principally  of  men,”  Betty  answered, 
naively;  “the  streets  were  always  crowd- 
ed.” 

“That’s  because  the  Italian  women 
don’t  knock  about.  But  some  of  these 
men  came  to  see  you,  I suppose  ?” 

4 4 Oh,  you  mean  gentlemen  ? Yes,  while 
I was  there  four  came ; it’s  true,  they 
came  pretty  often.  There  was  Mr.  Ten 
Eyck.” 

“Yes,  Jim  Ten  Eyck;  he’s  always  in 
Rome.” 

“ Then  there  was  Mr.  Wayman,  a mem- 
ber of  Parliament.” 

“ He  doesn’t  count.” 

“ Why,  do  you  know  him  ?”  said  Betty, 
surprised. 

“No;  but  Mrs.  Spenser  won’t  care  for 
him — Mrs.  Spenser  won’t  care  for  members 
of  Parliament.” 

This  seemed  to  Betty  a monstrous  asser- 
tion. But  she  went  on : “ Then  there  was 
a foreigner— Count  Zensky.” 
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“ Zelenski— is  he  on  hand  ? Well,  he'll 
do.” 

“A  Pole,  of  course.”  (From  Aunt  Ka- 
trina.) 

44  My  dear  aunt,  a cosmopolite.  Zelen- 
ski is  a rich  man,  a very  handsome  man, 
and  a good  fellow  as  well.  He  got  his  ed- 
ucation at  Oxford.” 

“ How  much  did  he  get  ?”  demanded  the 
lady,  driven  to  unwonted  efforts  by  her 
nephew’s  contrariness. 

“And  the  fourth,  Mrs.  Carew?”  Lanse 
went  on,  pursuing  his  investigations. 

“Oh — only  Ernesto.” 

“Is  he  there?”  said  Lanse,  with  a de- 
lighted laugh;  “has  he  followed  her  all 
that  distance  ? Bravo  for  Ernesto !” 

“ I don’t  see  where  he  got  the  money  to 
go,”  remarked  Aunt  Katrina,  with  one  of 
her  well-bred  sniffs. 

Betty  flushed  at  this.  “ Mr.  De  Torrez 
has  property,  Kate,”  she  said,  with  dignity. 
Then  her  usual  humble  sincerity  came 
back  to  her.  “I  don’t  reckon  it’s  much,” 
she  went  on.  “I’ve  no  idea  where  he 
staid,  nor  anything  about  it;  but  I’m  sure, 
whenever  he  came  to  see  us,  he  always 
looked  like  a dignified  gentleman.” 

“Naturally,”  said  Lanse.  “Because 
that  is  what  he  is.  Well,  I give  him  my 
vote.” 

1 4 Poor  benighted  young  man !”  murmur- 
ed Aunt  Katrina,  with  a pity  that  was 
genuine. 

At  the  time  when  this  conversation  was 
beginning,  word  was  brought  to  Margaret 
as  she  sat  at  her  writing-table  (in  Garda’s 
“industrial  school”)  that  Mr.  Winthrop 
was  in  the  drawing-room,  and  wished  to 
see  her.  Celestine  was  the  messenger. 

“ If  he  has  come  to  stay,  you  and  Looth 
must  put  the  east  room  in  order,”  said  the 
mistress  of  the  house. 

“I  don’t  think  lie  has  come  to  stay, 
Miss  Margaret;  he’s  brought  no  bag.  I 
guess  he's  just  ridden  down  from  Gracias.” 

“Very  well.  Go  and  tell  the  others.” 

“ Yes’m,”said  Celestine,  disappearing. 

When  Margaret  entered  the  drawing- 
room, twenty  minutes  later,  Winthrop  was 
there  alone.  Celestine  had  told  nobody. 
How  Minerva  Poindexter  arranged  this 
with  her  conscience,  only  herself  knew. 

“No  one  here?”  said  Margaret,  in  sur- 
prise. 44  Where  are  the  others  ?” 

“ I didn’t  come  to  see  the  others,”  Evert 
Winthrop  answered. 

Though  a year  and  a half  had  passed 
since  their  last  meeting,  no  greeting  pass- 
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ed  between  them  beyond  this;  they  did 
not  even  shake  hands.  She  had  seen  im- 
mediately upon  entering  that  he  would 
not  go  through  any  of  the  forms  this  time. 
This  made  her  only  the  more  anxious  to 
keep  to  them  strictly  herself. 

“I  hope  you  have  come  to  stay  with  us 
awhile,”  she  said. 

He  paid  no  attention  to  this.  “Shall 
we  go  out— to  the  garden,  or  somewhere  ? 

I wish  to  see  you  alone.” 

“ We  couldn’t  well  be  more  alone  than 
this,  could  we?”  she  answered,  looking 
about  the  room. 

“But  they  may  interrupt  us.  If  they 
do,  I shall  ask  you  very  soon  to  come  out, 
and  you  must  come.”  He  crossed  the 
room  and  closed  the  door.  “You  got  my 
letter  ?” 

“ I was  answering  it  wlieto  you  came.” 

“I  didn’t  want  a written  answer.  It 
came  over  me,  after  I had  sent  mine,  that 
I knew  just  what  you  would  write  in  re- 
ply— the  very  words.  Not  that  you  have 
written  so  often;  in  two  years  and  a half 
I think  three  notes  of  six  lines  each  would 
about  sum  it  up.  But  I know  every  writ- 
ten phrase  of  yours  just  the  same;  so  I 
have  come  to  get  an  answer  in  person — a 
more  sensible  and  reasonable  one.” 

She  did  not  say,  “There  will  be  nothing 
more  reasonable.”  It  was  what  was  in 
her  thoughts,  but  it  seemed  best  not  to 
express  her  thoughts  now. 

“How  changed  you  are!”  he  said; 
“even  in  eighteen  months  so  much 
changed.” 

“No  one  here  sees  a change.”  She 
faced  his  gaze  proudly. 

“The  same  old  look!  Of  course  they 
don’t;  so  long  as  you  keep  everything  go- 
ing smoothly  and  everybody  comfortable, 
they  don’t  want  to  see  any;  it  would  spoil 
their  ease,  and  they  like  their  ease.” 

He  was  still  gazing  at  her.  “ Arrange 
your  life  as  you  like,”  he  went  on,  abrupt- 
ly, “but  at  least  come  away  from  here. 
You  can  do  that.  I shall  insist  upon  it.” 

The  fear  of  him  that  she  had  felt  from 
the  time  of  entering  was  increasing.  He 
had  never  looked  quite  as  he  did  at  this 
moment;  his  voice  had  never  had  quite 
these  tones  before.  The  long  months  that 
had  stretched  into  years  had  made  no  dif- 
ference, then ; everything  was  to  be  as 
hard,  perhaps  harder  than  ever. 

Her  fear  caused  her  to  answer  with 
something  like  appeal.  “But  I do  not 
wish  to  go  away.  I like  it  much  better 
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here  than  I should  like  living  in  New 
York.  It  is  quiet;  I am  of  some  use;  I 
am  far  away;  I am” — here  she  made  a 
great  effort  to  impress  him  by  repeating 
the  truth  which  she  had  made  a truth  for 
herself  by  her  determined  will — “I  am 
really  contented  here,”  she  said. 

“ Since  when  have  you  learned  to  speak 
so  falsely  ?”  was  his  only  answer. 

“I  do  not  call  the  others,  because  I 
think  you  have  something  to  say  to  me,” 
she  went  on,  after  a moment’s  silence. 

“You're  right;  I have  something.  You 
see,  and  correctly  see,  that  I am  not  to  be 
put  off  this  time,  as  I was  when  I came 
before — put  off  with  a little  preaching,  a 
few  doled-out  compliments  and  exhorta- 
tions. And  you  are  afraid  to  call  the  oth- 
ers. You  don’t  want  me  to  speak  out  be- 
fore them,  and  you  are  afraid  I should. 
It  would  certainly  make  havoc  with  the 
pretty  glass  walls  you  have  built  up  round 
your  sham  life  here,  your  charming  do- 
mestic life,  your  happy  home  circle.” 

“I  don't  think  you  have  any  right  to 
take  that  tone.” 

“Yes,  I have:  the  right  of  our  love.” 

“That  was  long  ago;  let  it  stay  there. 
We  are  not  growing  any  younger;  at  least 
I am  not.  Men  are  different,  I suppose.” 

Winthrop  laughed.  “ Very  well  done, 
Margaret.  But  not  well  enough.  You 
are  trying  to  pretend  that  you  have  out- 
lived it,  and  that  I have.  But  our  two 
faces  contradict  that;  yours  is  wasted  and 
drawn,  and  look  at  me;  have  I the  ap- 
pearance of  a man  who  is  even  moderate- 
ly contented  t” 

She  had  not  trusted  herself  to  look  at 
him  much;  she  remembered  too  vividly 
Garda's  description  — “changed,”  “bit- 
ter,” “old.”  But  involuntarily  now  she 
did  look  at  him.  And  she  saw  all  that 
Garda  had  described ; and  more. 

“What  is  it  you  wish  me  to  do  ?”  she 
asked,  hurriedly. 

“Come  away  from  here.” 

“But  where  ?” 

“Anywhere  you  like.  Where  I could 
see  you  sometimes.” 

“ No,  no.” 

“ Very  well,  then ; anywhere  you  like. 
And  I won’t  see  you.” 

“ It  wouldn't  do  me  any  good.”  These 
words  burst  from  her  almost  unconscious- 
ly. She  turned  and  sank  into  the  nearest 
chair. 

He  came  and  seated  himself  near  her  in 
silence. 
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“You  saw  Garda  before  she  went 
abroad  ?”  she  asked,  beginning  again. 

“Yes.” 

“She  wished  to  see  you,  I know.” 

“How  you  say  that— how  timidly! 
Garda,  at  least,  is  not  troubled  by  ti- 
midity.” 

“Perhaps  you  will  go  abroad  again 
yourself  after  a while.” 

“Not  to  see  Mrs.  Lucian  Spenser. 
Would  you  like  me  to  go  ?”  he  added. 

“Yes.” 

“ I am  very  much  obliged  to  you.  It’s 
a plan,  is  it  ? You  wouldn’t  have  spoken 
of  her  otherwise.  I see;  I am  growing 
older,  I’m  lonely,  I’m  sad,  perhaps  I’m 
bad;  a “home,”  therefore,  is  the  thing  I 
need— you  women*  think  so  much  of  a 
home.  And  so  you’ve  planned  this.  It’s 
very  ingenious,  but  unfortunately  I don't 
fall  in  with  it.  Don’t  waste  any  more 
time  talking  of  Garda,”  he  said,  sharply. 

Margaret  had  put  her  hand  over  her 
eyes  for  a moment. 

“It  isn’t  possible  that  you  have  thought 
I could  care  for  her,  Margaret— such  a 
woman  as  that.  Why,  you’re  trembling” 
(he  rose  and  pulled  down  her  shielding 
hand) ; “ you’re  relieved ! You  have  real- 
ly, then,  been  afraid  of  it,  Margaret!” 

She  retreated  from  him. 

“,It  makes  me  hate  myself,”  he  went 
on,  a mist  showing  itself  in  his  eyes — “to 
see  your  unselfishness.  You  have  thought 
of  this  because  you  believe  that  it  would 
be  better  for  me,  that  I should  be  happier. 
And  if  you  had  succeeded,  if  it  could  real- 
ly have  come  about,  how  you  would  have 
lived  up  to  it;  to  the  very  last  hour  of 
your  life,  you  wouldn’t  have  swerved.” 

“ It  would  not  have  been  difficult,”  she 
answered,  with  coldness. 

He  looked  at  her ; he  seemed  to  be  study- 
ing her.  “Garda,  on  her  side,  is  perfect- 
ly capable  of  having  a real  affection  for 
me  for  a while — real  while  it  lasts— and 
she  would  take  a double  delight  in  it  if  it 
was  going  to  be  also  a comfort  to  you  in 
any  way,  because  she  is  so  fond  of  you; 
she  hasn’t  any  especial  mission  on  her 
hands  just  now,  so  that  would  have  done 
very  well.  You  are  certainly  a wonder- 
ful pair !— how  far  did  your  plan  extend  ? 
You  would  have  pampered  me  up  be- 
tween you  (she  temporarily) ; you  would 
have  arranged  what  was  ‘best’  for  me 
and  my  life,  like  two  Sunday-school 
teachers  over  a case  of  reform.  Once 
and  for  all,  Margaret,  let  us  put  Edgarda 
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Thorne  aside;  she  has  nothing  whatever 
to  do  with  the  matters  that  lie  between 
you  and  me ; she  is  no  more  to  me  than  an 
old  glove.” 

“I  might  lie  to  you,”  he  went  on;  “I 
might  say  that  if  you  persist  in  your  pre- 
sent course — keeping  me  entirely  off,  sep- 
arating your  life  utterly  from  mine — I 
should  go  to  the  bad.  But  it  wouldn’t 
be  true;  I shall  not  go  to  the  bad  in  the 
least ; unless  becoming  hard  and  disagree- 
able is  that;  I’m  not  a boy.  Later,  if  you 
still  go  on  in  this  way,  I shall  become 
callous  and  selfish,  probably — self-indul- 
gent. I shall  never  be  vicious  or  low- 
lived, I hope;  but  I am  not  a woman;  I 
can’t  live  on  air — as  you  will  do.  Don’t 
see  me  at  fifty  or  fifty-five— I’ll  give  you 
that  advice.  For  you  will  always  remain 
the  same;  with  the  exception  of  growing 
paler  and  thinner,  you’ll  be  the  same  till 
you  die;  and  I really  think  it  would  be 
a greater  blow  to  you  than  even  what 
we’re  bearing  now  to  find  me  like  that — 
selfish  and  cold,  fond  of  my  own  ease, 
slow  to  disturb  myself  for  anybody,  might- 
ily taken  up  with  my  dinner.  But  you 
don't  believe  in  the  least  what  I’m  say- 
ing to  you;  I can’t  bring  it  before  you. 
I love  you — love  you  at  this  moment  with 
every  fibre  of  my  being.”  He  sat  down 
and  folded  his  arms  doggedly.  “But  I 
shall  not  stay  sentimental;  no  man 'does 
after  a certain  age,  though  women  always 
expect  it;  as  you  expect  it  now.” 

“What  do  you  intend  to  do?”  he  con- 
tinued, as  she  did  not  answer  any  of 
this. 

“Just  what  I have  been  doing.” 

“You  have  no  mercy,  then  ?”  He  look- 
ed at  her  with  angry  gloom. 

“If  I can  bear  it,  Evert,  surely  you 
can.” 

“ No,  that  doesn’t  follow.  Women  are 
better  than  men ; in  some  things  they  are 
stronger.  But  that's  because  they  are  sus- 
tained—the  ones  of  your  nature,  at  least — 
by  their  terrible  love  of  self-sacrifice.  I 
absolutely  believe  there  are  women  who 
like  to  be  tortured.” 

“Yes — sometimes  we  like  it,”  answered 
the  woman  he  spoke  to,  a beautiful,  mys- 
terious, exalted  expression  showing  itself 
in  her  eyes. 

He  sprang  from  his  chair.  But  the  look 
of  his  face  as  he  came  toward  her  brought 
her  back  to  the  present;  moving  hurried- 
ly, she  had  put  her  hand  upon  the  cord  of 
the  bell. 


“ No,  not  that ! That  humiliates  me— 
don’t,  don’t.  See,  it  is  not  necessary;  I 
shall  be  perfectly  quiet  and  reasonable 
now.  Here  are  two  chairs;  come  and  sit 
down.  Now  listen.  I will  do  all  that  is 
proper  here — see  the  people,  and  make  a 
little  visit;  then  I will  go  back  to  New 
York.  After  that,  in  due  time,  you  must 
tell  them  that  you  are  tired  of  Florida, 
that  you  need  a change:  you  certainly  do 
need  a change,  as  a plain  matter  of  fact; 
and  I see  no  reason,  in  any  case,  for  your 
spending  your  entire  life  here.  Of  course 
it  will  be  an  up-hill  undertaking  to  get 
Aunt  Katrina  started  ; she  will  believe 
that  she  cannot  travel,  that  it  would  kill 
her  on  the  spot.  But  it  won’t  kill  her;  she 
is  stronger  than  she  thinks.  As  for  Lanse, 
he  can  make  the  journey  up  as  well  as  he 
made  it  down ; he’s  certainly  no  worse. 
Both  of  them,  if  you  are  firm,  will  end  by 
doing  as  you  wish,  because  you  are  indis- 
pensable to  their  comfort.  The  thing  is 
that  you  must  hold  firm  ; and  there  is 
where  I have  very  little  confidence  in 
you,  where  I must  try  to  nerve  you  up 
and  make  you  bolder;  you  are  far  too 
gentle  always.  Once  established  in  New 
York,  or  near  there,  I cduld  see  you  now 
and  then  — I mean  see  you  all.  Lanse 
would  ask  nothing  better  than  to  have 
me  about  again  ; Lanse  knows  what  I 
think  of  him,  but  he  doesn’t  care  in  the 
least ; all  he  cares  is  to  get  some  talk  out 
of  me,  some  entertainment;  my  opinion 
he’s  perfectly  indifferent  to.  I speak  in 
all  honor,  Margaret ; I’m  not  a vile  hypo- 
crite, whatever  else  I may  be.  I am  grow- 
ing older — see,  I will  take  your  view  of 
that;  you  are  growing  older  too;  why 
shouldn’t  we,  then,  see  each  other  in  this 
way  at  intervals  ? Where  would  be  the 
harm  ? It  would  brighten  our  lives  a lit- 
tle. And  as  for  the  ‘home’  you  wished 
me  to  have,  its  good  influences  and  all 
that,  I could  find  them  there.” 

“I  shall  never  see  you  again,”  Marga- 
ret answered,  strangely.  She  had  not 
seated  herself  in  the  chair  he  had  placed 
for  her;  she  stood  with  her  hand  resting 
upon  its  back. 

“ What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“All  you  have  said  I believe;  I believe 
you  would  keep  to  it,  carry  it  out.  But 
with  me  it  would  be  different — it  would 
be  too  much  pain.  I would  rather  not 
see  you  at  all.  I love  you  too  much,”  she 
added.  A burning  blush  covered  her  face 
and  throat.  Then  it  faded  suddenly  to  so 
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dead  a white  that  his  old  fear  rushed  hack 
upon  him. 

He  had  almost  forgotten  this  fear  in  the 
long  lapse  of  time.  But  now  it  had  come, 
it  had  grasped  him  again,  and  he  said  to 
himself  with  the  old  horrible  conviction, 
“She  has  no  strength;  she  will  die!*'  He 
lifted  her  and  laid  her  down  upon  the 
sofa,  made  sick,  as  lie  did  so,  by  the  light- 
ness of  her  weight.  Anything  but  that 
— that  she  should  go  from  earth  forever; 
he  would  bear  anything,  go  away  and 
never  come  back,  if  she  would  only  live 
— live. 

As  he  bent  over  her,  speechless  with 
dread,  she  looked  up  and  saw  his  terror; 
she  smiled,  and  there  was  something  like 
a mother’s  love  in  her  eyes  for  a moment 
as  she  said,  reassuringly:  “I  am  not 
dying.  It  was  only  that  I was  faint.  I 
am  often  faint— it  amounts  to  nothing;  I 
am  much  stronger  than  I appear;  I shall 
live,  I am  sure  of  it,  many  years.  And 
now  you  must  go.  You  must  not  re- 
turn.” 

“ Margaret,  it  is  too  much.” 

“It  is  the  only  way;  surely  I have 
shown  you,  told  you — in  all  its  shame — 
my  weakness.” 

“Weakness!”  He  knelt  down  beside 
her,  bowing  his  head  upon  her  hand. 

“Go,”  she  repeated,  softly. 

“And  is  this  to  be  all  ?”  He  lifted  his 
face;  it  looked  haggard. 

“I  think  so.”  She  tried  to  rise. 

“No,  no;  don’t!  I will  go.”  # 

But  she  did  rise.  With  a step  that 
swayed  with  her  exhaustion,  waving  him 
off  with  her  hand  as  she  went,  she  reached 
the  door.  Here  she  turned. 

“We  cannot  know,”  she  said ; “it’s  all 
a mystery.  At  least,  we  have  tried.  I 
care  the  most  for  how  you  will  feel, 
though  I shall  suffer  more.  I can  only 
appeal  to  you,  appeal  to  you,  for  the  fu- 
ture, not  to  try  to  see  me;  I beg  you  not 
to  try  ever  again.  For  I shall  never 
change,  and  never  yield,  and  it  would 
only  be  a deeper  pain  to  bear.” 

She  turned  the  latch.  “Its  all  dark 
now.  But  perhaps  in  some  other  world, 
Evert,  the  years  that  we  give  up  to  duty 
here  — perhaps  they  will  be  waiting  for 
us.”  She  went  out. 

They  never  met  again. 

EPILOGUE. 

It  was  ten  years  later,  at  East  Angels. 
Penelope  and  Middleton  had  come  down 


for  an  afternoon  visit.  Betty  was  already 
there:  Betty  was  generally  there. 

Dr.  Kirby  had  just  gone : he  bad  brought 
to  them  the  surprising  tidings  that  Garda 
had  suddenly  turned  her  charming  back 
upon  her  other  admirers — many  in  num- 
ber, and  some  of  them  so  admirable — and 
was  about  to  bestow  her  hand  upon  Er- 
nesto de  Torrez. 

The  Doctor  having  gone,  “Til  believe 
it  w-hen  I see  it."  said  Kate. 

“Oli,  but,  dear  Kate,  how  can  you  see 
it  ? You  cannot  go  'way  to  Paris,"  said 
Betty. 

Aunt  Katrina  now  had  a permanent 
resemblance  to  a Roman  matron,  one  who 
w as  bearing  on  her  noble  features  the  as- 
saults of  an  east  wind.  In  spite  of  this 
rigidity  of  outline,  however,  she  remained 
handsome. 

Betty,  meanwhile,  had  been  growing  in- 
definite as  to  outlines.  But  her  delight- 
ful goodness  remained  as  strongly  ap- 
parent. 

“ He  has  no  money,”  Kate  went  on. 

“Garda  never  cared  for  money,"  said 
Penelope  and  Middleton  and  Betty,  a’.l 
together. 

That  same  evening  Margaret  was  sit- 
ting beside  a table  in  the  drawing-room; 
on  the  table  was  a shaded  lamp,  and  in 
its  soft  light  she  was  embroidering  some- 
thing in  bright  silks. 

Lanse  had  had  his  sofa  drawn  up  to 
the  open  door  which  led  to  the  little  high- 
hung  balcony ; he  was  smoking,  and  look- 
ing out  upon  the  moonlight.  He  too 
spoke  of  the  rumors  about  Garda. 

“I  wonder  why  Evert  didn't  try  for 
her?”  he  said. 

His  wife  made  no  reply. 

“Never  married  all  this  time.  Yet 
he  was  the  very  fellow  for  it ; steady, 
you  know' ; a little  stupid.  It’s  outra- 
geous the  wray  he  treats  us — uever  com- 
ing here.” 

Lanse  had  grown  stouter ; he  was 
more  crippled  than  formerly ; but  his 
face  remained  handsome,  and,  save  for 
his  crippled  state,  he  looked  strong  and 
well. 

After  a while  he  turned  from  the  moon- 
light, and  sat  idly  watching  his  wife  over 
her  work.  “ Do  you  know  you’ve  grown 
very  silent,  Madge  ?” 

“Yes,  I know  it.” 

“Well — you’re  a good  woman,”  said 
Lanse. 

THE  END. 
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THE  remarkable  event  in  “the  town”during 
the  winter  has  been  the  great  dethrone- 
ment. Abdication  is  too  gentle  and  concilia- 
tory a word.  Abdication  suggests  gradation, 
a kind  of  letting  one’s  self  down  gently. 
Charles  the  Fifth  abdicated  and  then  retired 
to  the  convent,  and  by  way  of  atoning  for  the 
emptiness  of  human  grandeur,  filled  himself 
daily  with  mighty  dinners.  Napoleon  abdi- 
cated, thinking  that  he  could  outwit  fate  and 
the  Bourbon  restoration  by  making  way  for 
his  son.  Louis  Philippe  abdicated  to  save  the 
line  of  Orleans.  The  two  French  monarchs 
did  not  like  to  own  that  they  were  dethroned, 
and  they  tried  to  assume  an  air  of  voluntary 
acquiescence  in  the  result  which  they  had 
tried  in  vain  to  resist.  They  smiled  pleasant- 
ly while  Uie  fox  was  gnawing  their  breast 
under  the  cloak. 

But  the  monarch  of  whom  we  were  speak- 
ing went  through  no  ceremony  of  abdication. 
After  an  absolute  and  disdainful  reign  of  half 
a century,  Italian  opera  in  New  York  was 
summarily  dethroned  and  put  out-of-doors. 
Despite  the  long  and  delightful  tradition,  de- 
spite the  fond  fancy  that  the  Italian  is  alone 
and  exclusively  the  opera,  and  that  only  Ital- 
ians know  how  to  sing,  the  opera  that  began 
with  Malibran,  and  wfiich  has  charmed  gen- 
erations, ended,  and  the  German  and  Amer- 
ican opera,  vigorous  and  triumphant,  sits  su- 
preme upon  the  double  throne  of  the  two 
houses,  surrounded  by  loyal  taste,  wealth,  and 
fashion.  It  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
events,  probably  the  most  remarkable  event, 
in  the  musical  annal9  of  the  city.  During  the 
Italian  reign  there  was  often  a German  insur- 
rection maintaining  itself  for  some  time,  and 
there  have  been  Euglish  invasions  scoring  oc- 
casional victories.  But  after  a feeble  piping 
in  the  beginning  of  the  winter,  there  has  been 
no  further  note  of  the  old  line;  the  Bourbon, 
the  Stuart,  the  Hapsburg  dynasty  has  vanish- 
ed, and  all  things  are  become  new. 

But  the  lovely  princesses  of  the  old  royal 
house — Amina,  Elvira,  Lucia — are  they  gone 
forever?  Is  so  splendid  a legend  as  that  of 
Pasta  and  Grisi,  of  Mario  and  Rubini,  of  Tam- 
burini  and  Lablache,  so  easily  extinguished  ? 
Is  the  decorous  and  intent  interest  with  which 
the  Orpheus  and  Rurydiee  was  heard  at  the 
Academy  during  the  winter  to  supersede  the 
wild  and  eager  enthusiasm  which  drew  the 
house  to  its  feet,  and  held  it,  lingering  and 
loath  to  go,  when  the  curtain  fell,  and  once, 
twice,  twenty  times,  rose  again  to  reveal  the 
dim  bowing,  smiling,  happy,  to  her  worship- 


pers? 

Do  you  remember,  Posthumo,  the  matinSe 
when,  after  prolonged  raptures  of  farewell,  and 
eudless  shoutings  of  the  house  and  kissings  of 
the  hand  from  la  prima  donna  assoluta , and 
mountain  piles  of  flowers,  the  radiant  Cynthia 
of  the  minute  withdrew  to  her  dressing-room, 

Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


while  the  idolaters  could  not  and  would  not 
retire,  and  still  stood,  cheering  and  shouting, 
until  at  last,  once  more,  forth  trom  the  side  of 
the  drop,  in  her  hat  and  street  dress,  Amina 
smiled  again,  more  enchanting  than  ever,  and 
passing  across  the  stage,  and  pausing  at  the 
other  end,  a pressure  of  hands  upon  the  heart 
and  a kiss  blown  into  the  air  smote  every 
youth  with  a sense  of  personal  recognition, 
and  marked  a moment  never  to  be  forgotten  ? 

But  happily  all  this  ecstasy  is  possible  also 
in  the  new  day.  If  German  opera  and  French 
opera  may  be  sung  at  the  American  opera,  not 
less  may  the  Italian.  If  Orjdieus  and  Eurydr 
tee , and  the  Magic  Flute , and  Ijikme^  and  the 
Merry  Wires  of  Windsor , and  Lohengrin , are 
not  excluded,  why  should  not  Lucia  and  her 
tuneful  sisters  also  take  their  turn?  And 
whatever  may  be  admitted’  or  barred,  there 
will  be  always  the  chance  of  that  bewitching 
or  commanding  personality  among  the  singers 
which  is  not  peculiar  to  the  Italian  blood  nor 
to  the  Italian  melody,  which  was  Jenny  Lind’s 
as  it  was  Grisi’s  and  Catalani’s.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  as  Mrs.  Thurber  said  in  her  interesting 
address  to  the  stockholders  at  the  close  of  the 
season,  that  “ the  star  system”  has  been  dis- 
carded. But  the  constellation  is  yet  possible, 
and  although  the  meteors  may  be  forced  to 
find  other  orbits,  what  can  stay  the  mild  ra- 
diance or  the  transcendent  lustre  of  the  fixed 
star  when  it  shall  appear? 

It  was  most  interesting  to  observe  the  rapt 
silence  of  the  audience  during  the  first  act  of 
the  Orpheus  and  Eurydice . That  silence  was 
the  sign  of  the  deepest  attention  and  delight 
The  giggle  of  the  Gulch  and  the  insolent  gab- 
ble of  vulgarity  in  the  boxes  were  happily 
wanting.  But  such  silence  was  none  the  less 
unusual  and  striking.  It  would,  indeed,  have 
prefigured  the  failure  of  an  ordinary  opera. 

Yet  had  it  been  another  work  more  imme- 
diately pleasing  to  the  ear,  like  the  rippling 
melodies  of  Bellini,  and  had  there  been  a fas- 
cinating personality  in  a singer,  that  quality 
which  talent  and  training  and  excellence  do 
not  always  or  necessarily  command,  there 
would  have  been  the  tumult  of  delight  which 
every  old  opera-goer  recalls  as  marking  cer- 
tain great  occasions.  There  is  no  reason  to 
doubt,  therefore,  that  the  traditions  of  enthu- 
siasm at  particular  performances  will  be  con- 
tinued, and  that  the  American  opera  will  add 
to  them,  not  diminish  them. 

This  is  all  the  surer  because  the  admirable 
completeness  and  symmetry  of  the  representa- 
tions of  the  American  opera  have  made  the 
impromptu  orchestra,  the  hap-hazard  chorus, 
the  inadequate  support,  and  the  squalid  stage 
setting  for  a single  famous  singer  intolerable 
hereafter.  Mr.  Manager  Mapleson  complained 
bitterly  that  Patti,  at  five  thousand  dollars  a 
night,  did  not  satisfy  New-Yorkers.  But  what 
does  Mr.  Manager  say  to  the  fact  that  singers 
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without  a name,  and  with  reasonable  salaries, 
filled  the  house  and  charmed  it?  Obviously 
Patti  alone  is  not  enough.  When  Henry  Ir- 
ving was  coming  to  this  country,  a famous  ob- 
server and  author  said  to  the  Easy  Chair  that 
Irving’s  reputation  was  inexplicable,  for  he 
had  no  qualification  for  an  actor  whatever. 
Well,  if  Mr.  Irving  had  come  to  us  and  had 
appeared  under  the  familiar  and  utterly  care- 
less conditions,  had  he  played  as  the  elder 
Booth  used  to  play,  in  a mere  suggestion  of  a 
theatre,  and  amid  vague  hints  ot  scenery  and 
setting,  would  he  have  returned  probably  an- 
other year  and  have  made  a second  triumph- 
ant and  profitable  tour  ? 

When  the  divas  come  hereafter,  that  is  to 
say,  the  dicas- who  arc  not  nurtured  in  the 
American  nursery  of  music,  they  must  conform 
to  our  conditions.  They  must  sing  under  the 
circumstances  to  which  we  are  accustomed,  or 
they  will  miss  the  homage  to  which  they  are 
accustomed.  The  American  opera,  as  it  is 
now  organized  and  incorporated,  with  its  con- 
servatory of  instruction  and  its  proved  success, 
is  another  warble  of  American  independence. 
Ever  since  our  declaration  of  political  inde- 
pendence w’c  have  been  asserting  it  in  other 
forms  and  relations,  until  this  last  and  most 
melodious  protest,  which  is  the  latest  proof 
that  Jonathan  has  come  of  age. 


One  hundred  and  thirty-two  years  ago  Co- 
lumbia College,  in  New  York,  then  called 
King’s  College,  opened  its  doors  for  students. 
It  was  the  year  in  which  Dr.  Franklin  pro- 
posed his  plan  of  colonial  union  in  the  Albany 
Congress,  and  in  the  same  year  the  French 
built  Fort  Duquesne,  and  before  the  Freshmen 
at  King’s  were  ripened  into  Seniors,  Braddock 
was  defeated  and  Washington  had  made  his 
famous  march  to  the  fort.  The  modest  little 
town  of  New  York  in  which  the  new  college 
was  planted  contained  about  ten  thousand  in- 
habitants, and  King's  College  was  the  sixth  in 
order  of  foundation,  following  Harvard,  Will- 
iam and  Mary,  Yale,  Princeton,  and  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pennsylvania.  The  young  college 
was  not  a very  prolific  alma  mater  in  the  ear- 
lier years.  During  the  twenty  years  from  its 
organization  until  the  Revolution  it  graduated 
but  about  one  hundred  students.  But  it  was 
an  illustrious  progeny.  Among  those  pupils 
were  Alexander  Hamilton  and  John  Jay  and 
Robert  Livingston  and  Gouverneur  Morris  and 
Egbert  Benson  and  Philip  Van  Cortlandt  and 
Henry  Rutgers,  and  sons  of  all  the  conspicu- 
ous New  York  families. 

Now  noblesse  oblige . Is  it  surprising  that 
the  descendant  of  a noble  house  is  proud  of 
his  ancestry,  that  the  youth  of  to-day  who  can 
trace  his  lineage  straight  back  to  historic 
heroes  and  patriots  and  poets  and  philoso- 
phers and  statesmen  feels  himself  to  be  not 
duly  the  heir  of  their  renown,  but  born  to  the 
duty  of  maintaining  its  lustre  untarnished,  if 
nothing  more  ? So  feels  the  worthy  alumnus 
of  a college.  There  is  a blue  blood  of  aca- 


demic association  as  of  family  descent,  and  as 
the  son  of  a long  line  of  famous  or  noble  sires 
feels  the  admonishing  consciousness  of  a great 
responsibility  for  others  as  well  as  for  himself, 
so  the  college  graduate  owns  the  duty  of  his 
great  association,  and  would  live  worthily  of 
the  select  society  to  which  he  belongs. 

If  the  little  New  York  of  1754  and  the  little 
King’s  College  could  look  in  upon  the  vast 
and  stately  and  prosperous  city  that  we  know, 
would  they  be  surprised  to  see,  evening  after 
evening  in  the  winter,  the  successive  triumph- 
al feasts  of  the  various  colleges,  Jura  answer- 
ing to  the  joyous  Alps  that  call  to  her  aloud? 
Not  at  all.  Those  reverend  half-dozen  first 
graduates  of  King’s,  recalling  their  college 
feeling,  would  gaze  benignantly  upon  the 
scene,  glowing  with  the  eloquent  speech,  join- 
ing in  the  pealing  chorus  of  the  song,  serenely 
conscious  that  nothing  could  be  more  natural 
and  inevitable  than  the  demonstrative  and 
festive  pride  of  college  boys  in  their  college. 

Those  ciders,  indeed,  with  all  their  sympa- 
thy could  not  understand  it  completely.  They 
would  see  through  a glass  somewhat  darkly, 
but  they  would  see.  For  those  brave  Fresh- 
men of  1754  and  graduates  of  1758  had  no  col- 
lege tradition.  They  founded  the  house,  in- 
deed, but  the  pictures  that  hang  in  fancy  upon 
its  later  walls,  the  voices  that  fill  with  the  airy 
music  of  imagination  its  later  and  statelier 
halls,  the  glorious  romance  of  association,  all 
this  was  wanting  to  those  young  academic  an- 
cestors. For  them  there  was  no  backward 
vista  of  tender  radiance,  no  constellated  mem- 
ories beyond  their  own  experience. 

When  the  Society  of  the  Cincinnati  was 
formed,  a club  designed  to  cherish  Revolution- 
ary associations  and  traditions,  the  sensitive 
scent  of  patriotism  was  sure  that  it  detected 
the  fatal  aroma  of  aristocracy,  and  raised  an 
alarm.  Hereditary  honors,  class  privileges, 
endangered  popular  rights,  these  were  the 
chimeras  dire  that  hovered  over  the  Verplanck 
cottage  upon  the  Hudson  where  the  meeting 
for  organization  was  held.  But  what  a mod- 
est and  harmless  conspiracy  it  has  proved  to 
l>e ! The  society  was  always  small.  Its  worst 
fulmi nations  were  appeals  to  patriotism.  Its 
most  flagrant  offence  has  been  an  annual  din- 
ner. What  a tempest  in  a teapot  was  this  hos- 
tile excitement  against  that  simple  good-fel- 
lowship of  Revolutionary  officers ! Meanwhile 
the  vast  and  powerful  organization  of  the 
Grand  Army  of  the  Republic,  which  followed 
the  later  war,  and  which  is  an  immense  polit- 
ical force  w hose  countenance  both  great  par- 
ties sedulously  solicit,  and  to  propitiate  whose 
favor  national  laws  are  passed  and  State  laws 
modified,  is  to  the  Cincinnati  as  the  King  of 
Brobdingnag  to  the  Prince  of  Lilliput,  but  it 
arouses  no  suspicion  of  peril  to  the  common- 
wealth. 

The  college  fraternity  is  a Cincinnati  of  ed- 
ucated men,  and  it  is  often  regarded  with  the 
same  kind  of  feeling  which  assailed  the  old  as- 
sociation of  Revolutionary  comrades.  Like 
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that,  it  has  a great  tradition.  Like  that,  it  is 
full  of  proud  and  tender  memories.  Like  that, 
it  feels  the  tie  of  union  to  be  an  inspiration, 
a wise  restraint,  a consolation.  Like  that,  it 
meets  to  refresh  its  recollections,  and  by  that 
meeting  to  enrich  and  ennoble  life.  The  sing- 
ing roisterers  in  the  smoky  hall,  whose  bright 
banter  and  gay  chaff  are  the  charm  of  the  col- 
lege dinners,  carry  from  the  table  the  blessing 
that  they  do  not  always  ask.  They  renew  their 
consciousness  of  the  higher  ideals  that  brood 
over  the  mercenary  strife,  the  contest  of  money- 
making, and  mean  motives,  and  low  ambitions. 
Yes,  the  tradition  of  college  is  good-fellowship, 
but  good-fellowship  in  an  intellectual  air  and 
amid  scholarly  associations.  To  cherish  it  is 
to  remember  not  only  that  you  are  a member 
of  that  fraternity,  that  you  wear  its  blue  or 
red  ribbon,  its  collar  or  cross,  its  star  or  garter, 
but  that  it  lays  an  obligation  upon  you,  an  ob- 
ligation of  honor  not  to  be  shaken  off. 

The  college  clubs  which  have  sprung  up  so 
suddenly  and  naturally  in  this  city — which  is 
metropolitan  at  least  in  the  sense  of  collect- 
ing citizens  from  the  whole  country — and  the 
pleasaut  dinners  with  which  they  celebrate 
themselves,  continue  the  good  work  of  the 
college,  not  by  extending  a knowledge  of 
Greek  and  mathematics,  in  which  every  col- 
lege man  is  ex  officio  already  proficient,  but  by 
strengthening  loyalty  to  manly  aims  and  stim- 
ulating generous  sympathies. 

Even  the  sensitive  patriots  wTho  call  Heaven 
to  witness  that  college  education  is  no  better 
than  it  should  be,  that  college  alumni  are  to 
be  suspected  like  the  Cincinnati,  and  that  re- 
form in  the  civil  service  is  only  a deep  and 
dark  conspiracy  to  fill  all  the  offices  with  col- 
lege men,  and  more  appalling  still,  to  keep 
them  there ! — even  these  patriots,  whom  other 
patriots  in  the  press  encourage,  and,  as  it  were, 
“’St  boy  1”  to  the  onset  upon  that  awful  plot, 
may  be  comforted.  Thank  Heaven,  our  lib- 
erties are  still  safe  despite  those  artful  Cincin- 
nati, and  the  civil  service  is  still  free  from  all 
but  a very  small  proportion  of  college  men. 
The  official  statistics  assure  the  patriots  who 
dread  education  that  they  may  sleep  on  in 
complete  confidence  that  the  college  will  not 
l>e  permitted  totally  to  overthrow  our  happy 
Constitution.  No,  tyrants  and  colleges,  avaunt! 
Americans  never,  never  will  be  slaves ! 


In  a sketch  of  John  B.  Gough,  who  died  as 
he  had  lived  upon  the  platform,  and  who  was 
to  the  last  one  of  the  most  popular  of  public 
speakers,  and,  after  Father  Mathew,  the  most 
famous  apostle  of  temperance,  it  was  stated 
that  although  a very  generous  man, he  declined 
to  lecture  for  the  benefit  of  enterprises  and 
societies  of  all  kinds,  which  constantly  applied 
to  him.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  nobody  regrets 
his  refusal  or  thinks  him  to  have  been  less 
generous  because  of  the  refusal.  There  is  no 
more  common  or  more  unpardonable  form  of 
mendicancy  than  that  which  asks  this  kind 
of  alms.  Mr.  Gough  received  a very  largo 


income  from  liis  public  lectures,  and  of  this 
money  he  was  not  avaricious.  On  the  con- 
trary, he  gave  liberal and  often,  doubtless, 
to  the  very  objects  for  the  benefit  of  which  he 
was  vainly  asked  to  lecture.  A man  practises 
his  profession  or  pursues  his  business  for  his 
livelihood  and  the  support  of  his  family,  and 
he  determines  for  himself  the  amount  and  the 
direction  of  his  gifts  and  charities. 

That  is  what  the  charitable  society  forgets 
which  asks  a singer  to  siug,  or  an  actor  to  act, 
or  a painter  to  paint  a picture,  or  a lecturer  to 
give  a lecture,  for  its  benefit,  upon  the  score 
of  charity.  One  of  the  hard-working  guild 
of  lecturers  some  years  ago  replied  to  a solici- 
tation of  this  kind  by  asking  the  chairman  of 
the  committee  what  business  he  pursued.  “I 
am  a dealer  in  jewelry,”  was  the  reply.  44  Well, 
Mr.  Chairman,”  said  the  lecturer, 44 1 am  very 
much  interested  in  a little  society  like  yours 
in  my  own  town;  now  let  us  be  fair:  I will 
give  you  the  profits  of  my  business  for  one 
evening  for  your  society,  if  you  will  give  me 
those  of  your  business  for  one  day  for  the 
benefit  of  my  society.” 

The  good  chairman  stared  and  smiled.  The 
lecturer  continued : 44  Have  you  applied  to  our 
friend  Mr.  Sheepskin,  the  attorney  ?”  4*  No ; 

what  for?”  asked  the  chairman.  “Why,  to 
aid  your  society  by  contributing  a day’s  fees  ?” 
The  chairman  smiled,  and  looked  puzzled. 
“What  I mean,”  said  the  lecturer,  “is  simply 
that  there  is  no  more  reason  why  you  should 
ask  me  to  give  you  the  entire  profit  of  my 
business  for  a certain  time  than  to  ask  any- 
body else  to  do  the  same  thing.  The  fact 
that  I am  a lecturer  is  not  a reason  that  you 
should  make  the  application  to  me  rather  than 
to  a lawyer,  or  a merchant,  or  an  artist.  Do 
you  ask  Air.  Booth  to  bestow  his  receipts 
lor  next  Saturday  upon  your  society  because 
your  society  is  poor  and  wants  money  to  buy 
carpets  and  cushions?  Do  you  ask  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  Herald  or  Times  to  drop  into 
your  treasury  all  the  money  that  they  may  re- 
ceive for  advertisements  and  sales  on  the  first 
day  of  June  ? Do  you  ask  Mr.  Choate  to  hand 
you  over  his  professional  income,  as  nearly  as 
lie  can  compute  it,  for  Monday,  the  22d?  To 
ask  me  for  money  is  one  thing ; but  to  ask  for 
a blank  check  with  my  signature  is  quite  an- 
other.” The  lecturer  smiled  as  benignantly 
as  the  chairman,  but  did  not  look  in  the  least 
degree  puzzled.  “ Oh  1”  said  the  chairman. 

44  Precisely,”  returned  the  lecturer. 

There  is  sometimes  a queer  lapse  of  good 
faith  in  one  of  the  parties  to  the  business  to 
which  Air.  Gough  devoted  his  life.  A mem- 
ber of  a lyceum  committee,  in  his  private  ca- 
pacity of  merchant,  negotiates  with  another 
merchant  for  a piece  of  cloth,  or  a case  of 
shoes,  or  a cargo  of  flour.  But  he  finds  that 
he  has  miscalculated  the  market,  or  there  is 
some  mishap,  and  he  loses  by  the  bargain. 
Docs  he  thereupon  repair  to  the  other  mer- 
chant, and  say  to  him  that  he  hasn’t  made  as 
much  as  he  expected  by  the  venture;  that,  in 
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fact,  lie  lias  lost  money,  and  in  view  of  that 
sad  mischance  the  merchant  will  perhaps 
agree  to  take  half  of  the  price  agreed  upon  ? 
No ; the  worthy  member  of  the  lecture  com- 
mittee has  never  been  guilty  of  such  an  act  as 
that.  If  lie  cannot  take  the  chances  of  trade, 
lie  is  not  fit  to  be  a trader. 

O wise  young  judge ! And  what  was  it  that 
you  were  saying  just  now,  not  to  the  flour  mer- 
chant, or  the  cloth  merchant,  or  the  shoe  deal- 
er, but  to  the  lecture  merchant  ? Were  you 
or  were  you  not  saying  to  him  that  you  were 
very  sorry  that  the  audience  had  been  so  small 
and  the  expenses  so  large,  and  the  treasury 
was  so  low  that  perhaps — perhaps — in  view 
of  everything — so  hard  to  sustain  a course  of 
really  good  lectures — that — that,  in  fine,  the 
merchant  would  perhaps  take  off  half  the 
price  stipulated,  because  you,  O wise  young 
judge ! have  not  made  as  much  money  out  of 
him  as  you  hoped  to  make  ? 

To  decline  to  do  this,  Mr.  Gough,  like  other 
eminent  masters  of  the  platform,  did  not  hold 
to  be  a mercenary  view  of  his  calling.  If  it 
was  not  mercenary  for  the  baker  to  ask  six- 
pence for  his  loaf  or  the  milkman  a fair  price 
for  his  milk,  neither  was  it  mercenary  for  the 
lecturer  to  ask  an  equally  fair  price  for  his 
commodity  and  his  labor  and  his  time.  It  is, 


indeed,  open  to  any  man  to  give  bread  and 
milk  to  his  neighbors  without  price.  But  he 
cannot  support  his  family  by  that  course.  All 
the  merchants  in  town,  if  they  choose,  may 
give  away  all  their  goods.  But  they  cannot 
be  reproached  with  venality  if  they  prefer  to 
sell  instead  of  to  give.  Mr.  Gough,  so  far  as 
he  turned  his  powers  and  gifts  to  making 
money,  was  a merchant,  and  was  amenable 
only  to  the  laws  and  usages  of  honorable  busi- 
ness, and  those  who  asked  him  to  renounce 
half  his  fee,  or  who  requested  the  gift  of  all  the 
profits  of  a future  transaction,  were  unquestion- 
ably well-meaning,  but  they  were  unmindful 
of  the  laws  and  usages  of  honorable  business. 

Mr.  Edwin  P.  Whipple,  one  of  the  most  ac- 
complished and  popular  pioneers  of  the  mod- 
ern lecture  platform,  said  that  he  once  de- 
clined to  suffer  in  the  way  that  we  have  de- 
scribed, and  the  controverted  ten  dollars  was 
at  last  paid.  He  departed  homeward  con- 
gratulating himself  upon  the  triumphant  vin- 
dication of  a sound  principle.  But,  said  he, 
with  a sly  smile  of  appreciation,  that  money 
was  an  apple  of  the  Dead  Sea — it  turned  to 
ashes.  It  was  a counterfeit  bill.  Doubtless 
it  was  intended  by  the  austere  committee  as 
a stern  rebuke  of  the  mercenary  disposition  of 
the  lecturer. 


Ciiitar’s  itniiij. 


I. 

R.  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  in 
his  new  romance,  The  Strange  Case  of 
Dr . Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde , follows  the  lines  ex- 
plored by  Mr.  Edward  Bellamy  in  his  romance 
of  Miss  Ludington's  Sister . But  the  Patent- 
office  abounds  in  simultaneously  invented 
machinery,  and,  at  any  rate,  Mr.  Stephenson 
may  claim  an  improvement  upon  the  appa- 
ratus of  Mr.  Bellamy.  The  American  writer 
supposed  several  selves  in  each  human  being, 
which  died  successively  and  became  capable 
of  meeting  one  another  in  a different  state  of 
existence.  Mr.  Stevenson  immensely  simpli- 
fies the  supposition  by  reducing  these  selves 
to  the  number  of  two — a moral  self  and  an 
unmoral  self.  The  moral  self  in  the  Strange 
Case  was  Dr.  Jekyll,  who,  by  the  use  of  a cer- 
tain drug,  liberated  Mr.  Hyde,  his  unmoral 
self  or  evil  principle,  in  whom  he  went  about 
wreaking  all  his  bad  passions,  without  the 
inconvenience  of  subsequent  remorse;  all  he 
had  to  do  was  to  take  the  infusion  of  that 
potent  salt,  and  become  the  good  Dr.  Jekyll 
again.  The  trouble  in  the  end  was  that  Mr. 
Hyde,  from  being  at  first  smaller  and  feebler 
than  Dr.  Jekyll,  outgrew  him,  and  formed  the 
habit  of  coming  forth  without  the  use  of  the 
salt.  Dr.  Jekyll  was  obliged  to  kill  them  both. 

The  romancer  cannot  often  be  taken  very 
seriously,  we  suppose ; he  seems  commonly  to 


be  working  out  a puzzle,  and  at  last  to  have 
produced  an  intellectual  toy ; but  Mr.  Steven- 
son, who  is  inevitably  a charming  and  sym- 
pathetic writer,  and  whom  wre  first  knew  as 
the  author  of  certain  poems  full  of  deep 
feeling  and  sincerity,  does  something  more 
than  this  in  his  romance;  he  not  only  fasci- 
nates, ho  ’impresses  upon  the  reader  the  fact 
that  if  we  iudulge  the  evil  in  us  it  outgrows 
the  good.  The  lesson  is  not  quite  new,  and 
in  enforcing  it  he  comes  dangerously  near  the 
verge  of  allegory ; for  it  is  one  of  the  hard 
conditions  of  romance  that  its  personages 
starting  with  a parti  prU  can  rarely  be  char- 
acters with  a living  growth,  but  are  apt  to  be 
types,  limited  to  the  expression  of  one  prin- 
ciple, simple,  elemental,  lacking  the  God-given 
complexity  of  motive  which  we  find  in  all  the 
human  beings  we  know. 

Hawthorne,  the  great  master  of  the  romance, 
had  the  insight  and  the  power  to  create  it  anew 
as  a kind  in  fiction ; though  we  are  not  sure  that 
The  Scarlet  Letter  and  the  Blithedale  llomance 
are  not,  strictly  speaking,  novels  rather  than 
romances.  They  do  not  play  with  some  old 
superstition  long  outgrown,  and  they  do  not 
invent  a new  superstition  to  play  with,  but 
deal  with  things  vital  in  every  one’s  pulse. 
We  are  not  saying  that  what  may  be  called 
the  fantastic  romance — the  romance  that  de- 
scends from  Frankenstein  rather  than  The 
Scarlet  Letter  — ought  not  to  be.  On  the 
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contrary,  we  should  grieve  to  lose  it,  fts  we 
should  grieve  to  lose  the  pantomime  or  the 
comic  opera,  or  many  other  graceful  things 
that  amuse  the  passing  hour,  and  help  us 
to  live  agreeably  in  a world  where  men  act- 
ually sin,  suffer,  and  die.  But  it  belongs  to 
the  decorative  arts,  and  though  it  has  a high 
place  among  them,  it  cannot  be  ranked  with 
the  works  of  the  imagination — the  works  that 
represent  and  body  forth  human  experience. 
Its  ingenuity  can  always  afford  a refined  plea- 
sure, and  it  can  often,  at  some  risk  to  itself,  con- 
vey a valuable  truth. 

II. 


We  can  be  glad  of  it  even  in  a writer  of 
our  time,  but  it  would  be  hard  to  forgive  a 
contemporary  for  a bit  of  theatricality  like 
that  which  the  new  translation  of  Balzac  of- 
fers us  in  The  Duchesse  de  Langeais . It  is 
worse,  if  anything  could  be  worse,  than  Pire 
Ooriot — more  artificial  in  motive,  more  mala- 
rial, more  oblique  in  morals.  In  fact,  the  in- 
version of  the  principles  of  right  and  wrong, 
the  appeal  made  to  the  reader's  sympathy  for 
the  man  who  cannot  ruin  the  married  coquette 
he  loves,  is  as  bad  a thing  ns  we  know  in  lit- 
erature. But  it  has  its  value  as  part  of  the 
history  of  Balzac’s  evolution,  which  was  cu- 
riously fitful  and  retarded.  It  is  a survival  of 
romanticism,  and  its  Sworn  Thirteen  Noble- 
men, who  abduct  the  Duohess  at  a ball  and 
bring  her  back  l>cfore  supper,  and  who  are 
pledged  to  defend  and  abet  each  other  in  all 
good  and  ill,  are  the  sort  of  mechanism  not 
now  employed  outside  of  the  dime  fictions. 

It  must  by  no  means  be  supposed,  in  fine, 
that  because  Balzac  was  a realist,  he  was  al- 
ways a realist.  As  a matter  of  fact,  he  was 
sometimes  a romanticist  as  flamboyant  as  Vic- 
tor Hugo  himself,  without  Victor  Hugo’s  gen- 
erous sympathy  and  noble  faith ; and  we  ad- 
vise the  reader  that  a more  depraving  book 
could  hardly  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  young 
than  The  Duchesse  de  Langeais — more  false  to 
life,  more  false  to  art.  It  is  a pity  that  it  is 
bound  up  in  the  Boston  edition  with  The  Il- 
lustrious Oaudissart , a charming  piece  of  hu- 
mor and  nature. 

III. 


It  is  droll  to  find  Balzac,  who  suffered  such 
bitter  scorn  and  hate  for  his  realism  while  he 
was  alive,  now  become  a fetich  in  his  turn,  to 
be  shaken  in  the  faces  of  those  who  will  not 
blindly  worship  him.  But  it  is  no  new  thing 
in  the  history  of  literature:  whatever  is  estab- 
lished is  sacred  with  those  who  do  not  think. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  century,  when  ro- 
mance was  making  the  same  fight  against 
effete  classicism  which  realism  is  making  to- 
day against  effete  romance,  the  Italian  poet 
Monti  declared  that  “the  romantic  was  the 
cold  grave  of  the  Beautiful,”  just  as  the  real- 
istic is  now  supposed  to  be.  The  romance  of 
that  day  and  the  realism  of  this  are  in  certain 
degree  the  same.  Romance  then  sought,  as 
realism  seeks  now,  to  widen  the  bounds  of 
sympathy,  to  level  every  barrier  against  aes- 
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thetic  freedom,  to  escape  from  the  paralysis  of 
tradition.  It  exhausted  itself  in  this  impulse; 
and  it  remained  for  realism  to  assert  that  fidel- 
ity to  experience  and  probability  of  motive  are 
essential  conditions  of  a great  imaginative  lit- 
erature. It  is  not  a new  theory,  but  it  has 
never  before  universally  characterized  literary 
endeavor.  When  realism  becomes  false  to  it- 
self, when  it  heaps  up  facts  merely,  and  maps 
life  instead  of  picturing  it,  realism  will  perish 
too.  Every  true  realist  instinctively  knows 
this,  and  it  is  perhaps  the  reason  why  he  is 
careful  of  every  fact,  and  feels  himself  bound 
to  express  or  to  indicate  its  meaning  at  the 
risk  of  over-moralizing.  In  life  he  finds  no- 
thing insignificant;  all  tells  for  destiny  and 
character;  nothing  that  God  has  made  is  con- 
temptible. He  cannot  look  upon  human  life 
and  declare  this  thing  or  that  thingunworthy 
of  notice,  any  more  than  the  scientist  can  de- 
clare a fact  of  the  material  world  beneath  the 
dignity  of  his  inquiry.  He  feels  in  every  nerve 
the  equality  of  things  and  the  unity  of  men ; 
his  sou l is  exalted,  not  by  vain  shows  and 
shadows  and  ideals,  but  by  realities,  in  which 
alone  the  truth  lives.  In  criticism  it  is  his 
business  to  break  the  images  of  false  gods  and 
misshapen  heroes,  to  take  away  the  poor  silly 
toys  that  many  grown  people  would  still  like 
to  play  with.  He  cannot  keep  terms  with 
Jack  the  Giant-Killer  or  Puss  in  Boots,  under 
any  name  or  in  any  place,  even  when  they  re- 
appear as  the  convict  Vautrcc,  or  the  Marquis 
de  Montrivaut,  or  the  Sworn  Thirteen  Noble- 
men. He  must  say  to  himself  that  Balzac, 
when  he  imagined  these  monsters,  was  not 
Balzac,  he  was  Dumas ; ho  was  not  realistic, 
he  was  romantic. 

IV. 

Such  a critic  will  not  respect  Balzac’s  good 
work  the  less  for  contemning  his  bad  work. 

He  will  easily  account  for  the  bad  work  his- 
torically, and  when  he  has  recognized  it,  will 
trouble  himself  no  farther  with  it.  In  his  view 
no  living  man  is  a type,  but  a character;  now 
noble,  now  ignoble ; now  grand,  now  little ; 
complex,  full  of  vicissitude. . He  will  not  ex- 
pect Balzac  to  be  always  Balzac,  or  Tennyson 
to  be  always  Tennyson;  and  in  his  scheme  of 
criticism  the  laureate’s  last  work,  with  its  pa- 
thetic echoes  of  his  past  work,  will  interest 
him  hardly  less  than  that. 

It  is  by  no  means  necessary  to  compare  the 
“ Tiresias”  with  the  “Ulysses,”  or  the  “ Balin  and 
Bulan”  with  the  “ Morte  d’Arthur” ; one  need  not 
be  brutal  in  confessing  their  inferiority.  They 
are  perhaps  wlmt  the  Tcnnysonian  art  must 
come  to ; but  one  must  not  forget  how  lovely 
that  art  was  at  its  best.  Its  sweetness  is  in 
the  nerves  of  every  refined  man  and  woman 
of  his  generation,  and  is  perhaps  all  the  more 
inalienably  theirs  if  a younger  generation  docs 
not  feel  its  witchery  so  keenly.  The  race  has 
its  moods,  and  it  cannot  prolong  them  or  recur 
to  them;  but  it  was  in  a high  and  hopeful 
mood  when  Tennyson  pleased  it  to  its  hearts 
core,  and  no  doubt  something  is  lacking  iu  it 
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as  well  as  in  him  if  he  no  longer  pleases  so 
much.  We  would  rather  compare  him  with 
anything  that  w’e  have  the  reasonable  hope  of 
in  the  future,  and  bear  the  consequent  discour- 
agement as  we  may,  than  decry  what  has  been 
so  good,  and  is  so  good.  If  the  latest  verse  of 
this  illustrious  poet  came  to  us  as  the  earliest 
verse  of  a poet  quite  unknown,  wo  should  wel- 
come it,  not  as  the  promise,  but  as  the  perform- 
ance, of  line  things.  When  shall  we  have  from 
another  a lyric  of  such  noble  note  as  u Free- 
dom” in  tins  book  ? Or  an  elegiac  of  such 
tender  feeling  as  the  “ Prefatory  Poem  to  my 
Brother’s  Sonnets”  ? Or  a didactic  of  such 
high  wisdom  as  44  The  Ancient  Sage”  ? By- 
and-by,  in  the  general  account  with  Tennyson 
which*  time  shall  square,  these  things  will  be 
valued  aright,  and  they  will  have  their  place, 
not  as  his  best,  but  among  his  best.  For  the 
present  it  can  be  justly  said  of  the  book  gen- 
erally that  there  is  more  of  Teunysoifs  man- 
ner than  of  Tennyson  in  it.  His  manner, 
which  was  always  so  much,  has  become  more 
and  more  with  him;  and  in  this  he  is  different 
from  Longfellow,  with  whom  manner  became 
less  and  less,  so  that  his  latest  poems  were  the 
simplest  and  most  direct  expressions  of  his 
poetic  quality,  absolutely  purified,  in  the  case 
of  some  of  his  sonnets,  from  posturing.  But 
Tennyson’s  manner  was  always  much  of  his 
charm,  and  here  it  charms  the  old  reader  still, 
and  is  as  full  of  memory,  as  historical,  as  a per- 
fume. Whether  it  has  the  same  fascination  for 
a younger  reader,  it  must  remain  for  the  young- 
er reader  to  say. 

y. 

We,  at  least,  would  not  willingly  leave  out 
some  of  his  most  manueristic  poems,  if  we 
were  to  have  any  share  in  that  process  of 
elimination  which  must  finally  await  modern 
literature  of  every  kind.  The  volume  of  this 
has  now  grown  so  enormous,  and  there  is  so 
very  much  of  what  is  so  very  good,  that  the 
nice  must  in  self-defence  eventually  reject  all 
but  the  best.  We  hope  even  in  our  own  day 
to  see  an  edition  of  those  unwieldy  immortals, 
the  British  Classics,  in  which  they  shall  be  re- 
duced and  exalted  by  the  rejection  of  what  is 
dull  and  what  is  indecent  in  them.  Then  one 
may  read  ail  of  them  that  is  worth  reading, 
and  feel  that  he  knows  English  literature,  and 
is  none  the  worse  for  it.  We  have  been  en- 
couraged to  the  expression  of  this  hope,  long 
secretly  cherished,  by  some  words  of  excellent 
wisdom  which  Professor  Max  MCLller  lias  late- 
ly written  in  answer  to  an  inquiry  for  his  opin- 
ion of  Sir  Johu  Lubbock’s  list  of  the  Best 
Hundred  Books.  44  If  I were  to  tell  you,"  he 
says,  u what  I really  think  of  the  best  books, 
I am  afraid  you  would  call  me  the  greatest 
literary  heretic  or  an  utter  ignoramus.  I know 
few  books,  if  any,  which  I should  call  good 
from  beginning  to  end.  Take  the  greatest 
poet  of  antiquity,  and  if  I am  to  speak  the 
4 truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the 
truth,  I must  say  there  are  long  passages  even 
in  Homer  which  seem  to  me  extremely  tedious. 


Take  the  greatest,  or  at  all  events  one  of  the 
greatest,  poets  of  our  century,  and  again  I 
must  confess  that  not  a few  of  Goethe’s  writ- 
ings seem  to  me  not  worth  a second  reading. 
There  arc  gems  in  the  most  famous,  there  are 
gems  in  the  least  known,  of  poets,  but  there  is 
not  a single  poet,  so  far  as  I know,  who  has 
not  written  too  much,  and  who  could  claim  a 
place  for  all  his  works  in  what  may  be  called 
a li In-ary  of  world  literature.” 

Every  now  and  then  in  a world  of  affecta- 
tions and  pretences  the  truth  comes  out,  and 
we  all  rather  wonder  that  it  has  not  come 
out  before.  It  comes  out  in  these  days  some- 
what oftener  than  in  former  times,  because  it 
is  now,  on  the  whole,  less  dangerous  to  speak 
it;  but  Professor  Muller  must  not  expect  an 
unalloyed  gratitude  from  our  generation  even. 
He  must  expect,  on  the  contrary,  to  be  asked 
whether  he  thinks  himself  greater  than  Homer 
and  Goethe,  and  if  he  has  the  full  advantage 
of 44  criticism,”  he  will  learn  that  a person  of 
his  opinions  cannot  be  a person  of  his  science. 
He  will  be  challenged  to  write  anything  half  as 
good  as  the  worst  of  Homer  and  G net  lie,  and 
he  will  be  taught  that  burglary  and  blasphemy 
are  light  offences  compared  with  his,  in  the 
eyes  of  those  who  know  Homer  and  Goethe 
by  hearsay.  Nevertheless,  what  he  says  of 
poetry,  of  all  literature,  will  remain  true,  and 
the  time  will  come  when  an  ultimate  Sir  Johu 
Lubbock  will  set  down  for  us  a list  of  the 
best  hundred  pieces  instead  of  the  best  hun- 
dred books.  An  ultimate  Prince  of  Wales 
will  then  not  be  obliged  to  exclude  the  whole 
of  Thackeray  on  account  of  the  lectures  on 
The  Four  Georges,  and  we  shall  be  allowed, 
even  by  the  ultimate  New  York  Angloma- 
niacs, to  read  passages  of  the  Book  of  Snob*. 

VI. 

Apropos  of  the  future  of  poetry,  there  are 
some  passages  from  a little  book  published  in 
Florence  on  Berlioz  et  le  Mouvement  de  VArt 
Contemporain , by  Georges  Noufflard,  which 
we  commend  to  the  notice  of  those  now  en- 
gaged in  prophesying  on  the  subject.  In  that 
absence  of  a Meteorologico  - literary  Bureau 
which  we  have  already  deplored,  the  ideas  of 
M.  Noufflard,  who  has  a number  of  very  good 
ideas  of  his  own,  may  be  useful;  and  suggest- 
ing as  they  do  a further  poetical  development, 
through  reversion  to  a primitive  phase,  they 
may  console,  they  may  even  encourage. 

44 1 believe,”  he  says, 44  that  the  future  of 
absolute  music  and  poetry  will  have  the  same 
fate  as  sculpture,  and  this  for  reasons  analo- 
gous to  those  I have  alleged  against  the  last — 
the  means  of  action  at  their  disposal  are  in- 
sufficient. In  effect,  if  sculpture  can  only 
represent  life  by  depriving  it  of  its  colors  and 
placing  it  in  the  void,  music  can  only  paint 
feeliug  in  an  abstract  fashion. . . . Poetry,  that 
is,  the  art  of  working  in  verse,  has  no  other  ex- 
pression of  its  own  but  that  which  may  result 
from  the  sonorousness  and  rhythm  'which  it 
obtains  by  the  choice  and  the  grouping  of 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EDITOR'S  STUDY. 


975 


words.  Now  these,  whatever  may  have  been 
their  origin,  are  to-day  certainly  nothing  more 
than  conventional  signs,  capable  of  analyzing, 
but  not  of  directly  representing,  our  sensations. 
If  poetry  had  no  other  basis  than  its  expres- 
sion, it  is  evident  that  it  would  not  exist;  its 
object  is  to  arrange  words  in  regular  and  sym- 
metrical groups.  Born  with  the  dance  and 
with  music,  it  is,  like  these,  when  it  stands 
alone,  an  art  essentially  decorative.  It  may 
be  said  that  in  verse  there  is  a music  marked 
and  perceptible,  and  yet  so  controlled  that 
the  meaning  is  not  lost  in  the  sound.  But  it 
seems  to  me  that  all  the  effects  of  this  soil 
may  be  achieved  with  greater  force  either  by 
veritable  music  or  by  prose — prose,  for  exam- 
ple, like  that  of  the  De  Qoncourt  brothers. . . . 
The  decadence  of  poetry  and  music  are  two 
related  facts  arising  from  the  decadence  of 
ornamental  art  itself.  Considered  separately, 
music  and  poetry  have  both  reached  the  limit 
of  their  development ; but  associated  intimate- 
ly enough  to  form  a single  art,  they  may  in 
the  future  vigorously  make  head  against 
prose.  All  the  objections  that  can  be  ad- 
vanced against  music  and  poetry,  when  sepa- 
rated, disappear  when  they  are  united.  The 
significance  of  music  is  not  less  sufficient  when 
words  determine  it,  and  the  direct  expression 
of  sense  is  not  degraded  when,  instead  of  re- 
lying wholly  upon  the  resources  of  the  spoken 
tongue,  it  rests  upon  all  the  meaus  of  action 
proper  to  music.  Are  my  theories  too  bold  ? 
It  seems  to  me  that  we  need  only  look  around 
us  to  see  that  they  are  confirmed  by  the  facts. 
Sculpture  is  nowhere  alive  to-day  except  in 
Italy  and  France;  and  what  has  it  produced 
that  is  truly  original  without  betraying  tend- 
encies that  its  means  of  action  will  not  allow 
it  to  realize  fully  ? On  the  other  hand,  paint- 
ing is  everywhere  flourishing.  . . . The  comedy 
in  prose  and  the  novel  have  already  taken  the 
place  ot  the  tragedy  and  the  epic  poem ; no 
one  any  longer  composes  absolute  melodies 
even  in  Italy,  and  the  need  of  music  to  rest 
upon  words  shows  itself  even  in  the  sym- 
phony. . . . The  modern  spirit  tends  farther 
and  farther  from  the  arts  that  can  express  a 
theme  only  by  halves,  to  concentrate  itself 
upon  those  that  can  show  it  in  its  entirety. 
Prose,  painting,  and  poetry,  blended  with 
music,  will,  I am  convinced,  be  the  three  prin- 
cipal organs  of  the  thought  of  the  twentieth 
century.  Prose  has  the  advantage  over  its  ri- 
vals which  its  universality  gives;  it  knows  no 
limits  but  those  of  the  human  spirit.  On  the 
other  hand,  it  cannot  represent  directly.  An 
artificial  product  of  the  intelligence,  its  danger 
is  that  of  being  more  and  more  engrossed  by 
science.  Witness,  for  example,  the  scientific 
preoccupations  which  Zola  has  introduced 
into  the  novel.  It  is  true  that  if  science  ever 
comes  to  be  complete,  if  it  ever  goes  to  the 
bottom,  to  the  soul  of  things,  if  the  broken 
fragments  it  now  gives  us  are  ever  assembled, 
it  will  be  poetry,  as  it  was  in  the  time  of  Dante. 
To  painting  belongs  fully  the  exterior  world  ; 
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it  not  only  shows  us  the  man  living  and  in- 
dividual, but  it  places  him  in  the  milieu  where 
he  belongs,  and  where  his  personality  con- 
tinues and  affirms  itself.  And  the  new  art 
resulting  from  the  intimate  union  of  music 
and  poetry  will,  thanks  to  its  double  organ 
and  to  the  special  faculties  of  music,  be  Able 
to  represent  completely  all  the  phenomena  of 
the  inner  life.” 

VII. 

One  of  the  serious  disadvantages  of  infalli- 
bility is  that  one  has  no  sooner  laid  down  any 
general  principle  than  some  signal  and  quite 
irreconcilable  exception  is  pretty  sure  to  arise. 
Mr.  Froude’s  Oceana,  for  example,  comes  hard 
upon  the  doctrine  of  this  Study,  pronounced 
only  a month  or  two  ago,  that  the  English 
view  of  any  foreign  civilization  is  sure  to  be 
the  wrong  view.  If  we  had  not  warned  the 
reader  at  the  start  that  we  were  always  to  be 
understood  as  speaking  humanly,  we  should 
now  have  some  difficulty  in  owning  that  this 
great  Englishman’s  view  of  our  greatness 
through  the  Union,  and  of  our  individual  con- 
sequence through  our  federal  greatness,  is  so 
gratifying  that  it  must  be  correct.  As  it  is,  it 
is  simply  a pleasure  to  recognize  the  fact.  His 
cursory  chapter  on  the  United  States  comes  at 
the  close  of  the  story  of  his  wanderings  from 
England  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  from  the 
Cape  to  Australia,  from  Australia  to  New  Zea- 
land, and  from  New  Zealand  to  California; 
but  it  is  in  some  sort  the  key-note  of  the  whole 
book,  which  affirms  and  reaffirms  that  the 
hope  of  England  and  her  colonies  is  in  a fed- 
eration as  like  our  own  as  possible.  The  book 
is  agreeable  reading  enough  as  a book  of 
travels,  but  its  chief  value  is  political.  The 
most  interesting  chapters  are  those  recount- 
ing and  condemning  the  facts  of  English  pol 
icy  in  South  Africa.  Australasian  affairs  are 
more  rose-colored  to  Mr.  Froude’s  eye;  he 
finds  society  and  politics  even  exuberantly 
loyal;  but  he  too  is  speaking  humanly,  and 
he  recognizes  exceptions  in  which  the  colo- 
nists declare  that  they  are  merely  waiting  their 
own  convenience  to  be  independent,  and  take 
the  United  States  rather  than  England  for 
their  exemplar  of  greatness. 

But  if  Mr.  Froudc  is  too  hopeful  in  his  poli- 
tics, there  is  no  error  in  his  attitude  toward 
the  civilization  of  the  new  countries  he  visits. 

He  perceives,  as  we  think  no  Englishman  has 
before,  the  real  solidarity  of  the  Anglo-Saxon 
civilization,  and  the  simultaneity  of  its  charac- 
teristics. He  cannot  sec  that  men  or  their  in- 
terests are  less  modern  or  advanced  in  Mel- 
bourne than  in  London,  and  he  crosses  our 
own  continent  without  finding  us  anywhere 
merely  grotesque  or  sordid,  or  even  unintelli- 
gible. Oceana  may  be  held  to  mark  the  begin- 
ning of  a new  era  in  English  travel  when  its 
author  can  say  of  another  people:  “The  di- 
mensions and  value  of  any  single  man  depend 
on  the  body  of  which  he  is  a member.  As  an 
individual  his  horizon  is  bounded  by  his  per- 
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sonal  interests;  lie  remains,  however  high  his 
gifts,  but  a mean  creature.  ...  A man,  on  the 
other  hand,  who  is  more  than  himself,  who  is 
part  of  an  institution,  who  has  devoted  him- 
self to  a cause— or  is  a citizen  of  an  imperial 
power — expands  to  the  scope  and  fulness  of 
the  larger  organism ; and  the  grander  the  or- 
ganization, the  larger  and  more  important  the 
unit  that  knows  that  he  belongs  to  it.  His 
thoughts  are  wider,  his  interests  less  selfish, 
his  ambitions  ampler  and  nobler.  . . . Behind 


each  American  citizen  America  is  standing, 
and  he  knows  it,  and  is  the  man  that  he  is 
because  he  knows  it.  The  Anglo-Americans 
divided  might  have  fared  no  better  than  the 
Spanish  colonies.  The  Anglo  - Americans 
united  command  the  respectful  fear  of  man- 
kind, and,  as  Pericles  said  of  the  Athenians, 
each  unit  of  them  acts  as  if  the  fortunes  ot 
his  country  depended  only  on  himself.  A 
great  nation  makes  great  men,  a small  nation 
makes  little  men/1 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  15th  of  March. 

— President  Cleveland,  March  1,  sent  a 
long  message  to  the  Senate  defininghis position 
on  the  question  of  the  right  of  that  body  to  de- 
mand papers  from  the  Executive  in  regard  to 
removals  made  by  the  President.  Among  the 
points  are:  that  the  Constitution  gives  to  the 
President  the  sole  right  of  removal  or  suspen- 
sion, aud  that  he  is  responsible  to  the  people 
alone ; that  those  sections  of  the  tenure  of  of- 
fice act  which  directed  the  President  to  report 
to  the  Senate  his  reasons  for  suspensions  have 
been  repealed ; and  that  the  papers  asked  for 
are  not  official,  but  personal  and  private,  and 
under  the  full  authority  of  the  President  alone. 

The  President,  March  2,  sent  a message  to 
Congress  touching  the  Chinese  outrages  at 
Rock  Springs.  He  does  not  think  the  United 
States  liable  either  by  treaty  or  international 
law  for  the  loss  of  life  aud  property,  but  rec- 
ommends the  matter  to  the  “ benevolent  atten- 
tion of  Congress,”  and  suggests  that  it  would 
be  a generous  action  on  our  part  to  indemnify 
the  poor  sufferers. 

The  United  States  Senate,  February  23,  pass- 
ed a bill  appropriating  $250,000  for  a monu- 
ment to  General  Grant  in  Washington. 

The  House,  February  18,  passed  the  Fitz- 
Jolm  Porter  bill  by  a vote  of  171  to  113. 

The  Senate,  March  5,  passed  the  Blair  edu- 
cation bill  by  a vote  of  36  to  11.  It  appropri- 
ates $79,000,000. 

Brigadier-General  A.  II.  Terry  has  been  pro- 
moted to  fill  the  vacancy  caused  by  the  death 
of  Major-General  Hancock. 

The  United  States  debt  was  reduced  during 
February  $2,702,153  31. 

In  the  British  House  of  Commons,  March 
5,  Mr.  Labouohere’s  motion  that  a heredi- 
tary chamber  of  legislation  4<  is  inconsistent 
with  the  principles  of  representative  govern- 
ment” was  rejected  by  a vote  of  202  to  166,  the 
Radicals  and  Pamellites  forming  tho  minori- 
ty.— March  9,  in  the  Commons,  Mr.  Dillwyn 
(Liberal)  moved  to  disestablish  the  Church  of 
Wales.  Mr.  Grey  (Liberal)  moved  to  reform 
instead  of  to  disestablish  the  Church  of  Wralcs. 
Mr.  Grey’s  amendment  was  first  adopted  by  a 
voto  of  241  to  229,  and  then,  as  a substitute  for 


Mr.  Dillwyn’s  motion,  was  rejected  by  a vote 
of  346  to  49. 

A treaty  of  peace  between  Servia  aud  Bul- 
garia was  signed  at  Bucharest  March  2. 

In  the  French  Chamber  of  Deputies,  March 
4,  amid  great  excitement,  a motion  for  the  im- 
mediate expulsion  of  the  French  princes  from 
France  was  made  and  vigorously  supported  by 
M.  CI6menceau,  and  opposed  by  Prime  Minister 
De  Freycinct.  The  motion  was  rejected  by 
345  to  176.  A voto  of  confidence  iu  the  gov- 
ernment was  adopted  by  353  to  112. 

The  Portuguese  ministry  resigned,  and  the 
King  summoned  the  Progressists  to  form  a new 
cabinet. 

The  Italian  Senate,  by  a vote  of  91  to  6,  has 
adopted  a bill  to  equalize  the  land  tax. 

The  marriage  of  the  Infanta  Eulalia,  young- 
est daughter  of  ex-Queen  Isabella,  with  Prime 
Antonio,  son  of  the  Due  de  Montpensier,  took 
place  iu  Madrid,  March  6. 

DISASTERS. 

March  10. — Twenty  persons  killed  by  a col- 
lision on  the  railway  between  Monte  Carlo  aud 
Mentone. 

March  14. — Steam-ship  Oregon , of  the  Cnnard 
Line,  run  into  and  sunk  by  a schooner  off  Fire 
Island.  No  lives  lost. 

OBITUARY. 

February  13. — In  St.  Augustine,  Florida,  Ran- 
dolph Caldecott,  artist,  aged  forty  years. 

February  17. — At  Fraukford,  Pennsylvania, 
John  B.  Gough,  temperance  lecturer,  in  his 
sixty-ninth  year. 

February  28. — In  London,  England,  Henry 
Stevens,  American  bibliographer,  aged  forty- 
three  years. 

March8. — In  Washington, D.C.,  John  F.Mil- 
ler,  United  States  Senator  from  California,  in 
his  fifty-fifth  year. 

March  9.— At  Salem  Centre,  New  York,  ex- 
Scnator  Jerornc  B.  Chaffee,  of  Colorado,  aged 
sixty-one  years. 

March  12. — In  Washington,  D.  C.,  Dr.  S.  Oak- 
ley Vanderpoel,  formerly  Health  Officer  of  New 
York,  aged  sixty-two  years. 

March  13. — In  New  York  city,  Dr.  Austin 
Flint,  iu  his  seventy-fourth  year. 
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Drawn. 


THE  Drawer  would  like  to  converse  a little 
about  the  weather.  It  is  a very  delicate 
topic  to  touch  for  the  readers  of  this  Magazine. 
For  while  the  Hartford  maiden  in  this  month 
of  May  is  plucking  apple  blossoms,  and  the 
Bostonian  is  luxuriating  in  the  east  wiud  and 
the  May  Meetings,  and  the  New-Yorker  is  be- 
ginning to  think  where  he  will  spend  the  sum- 
mer, the  New  Orleaus  citizen  crawls  along  the 
shady  side  of  the  street,  and  seeks  at  oveniug 
a gentle  breeze  on  the  shore  of  Lake  Ponfc- 
chartrain.  It  is  difficult  for  the  writer  of  this 
paragraph  to  feel  these  great  truths,  for  at 
this  moiueut — it  is  the  20 th  of  February — he 
is  looking  upon  a tall  date-palm,  and  beyond 
the  palm,  far  off  in  the  blue  sky,  is  the  snowy 
summit  of  Popocatepetl.  The  palm  is  only 
about  forty  feet  high,  and  the  mountain  is  over 
17,000  feet,  but  the  tree  has  the  advantage  to 
the  eye  at  this  distance.  It  stands  by  a fount- 
ain iu  a garden  of  dowers  and  fantastic  fruits. 
There  are  bananas,  aud  two  small  fig-trees,  and 
an  unknown  tree  which  bears  a white  blossom 
like  a mallow,  and  the  blossom  is  just  as  liable 
to  grow  auywhere  out  of  the  trunk  as  on  a 
twig,  aud  the  fruit  is  a long  yellow  pod  ; there 
is  the  mango,  now  iu  blossom  and  set  for  fruit ; 
there  is  the  papaya,  with  a crown  of  boughs 
like  an  umbrella,  and  a thick  cluster  of  fruit, 
each  about  ns  big  as  n nutmeg  melon,  growing 
at  the  intersection  of  the  truuk  and  branches; 
there  are  oranges  and  limes,  night-blooming 
jasmines  and  other  odorous  shrubs,  with  fruits, 
besides,  which  are  difficult  to  eat  and  impos- 
sible to  spell.  There  are  harmless  lizards  run- 
ning up  the  trees,  and  there  is  a paroquet  that 
has  lost  his  tail,  and  that  whistles  English  and 
talks  Spanish.  The  sun  pours  into  this  gar- 
den, which  is,  in  fact,  the  big  court  of  the  Hotel 
San  Diego,  in  the  queer  little  Indian  village 
of  Cuaiitlay.  The  hotel  is  of  one  story,  aud 
consists  of  a series  of  unconnected  rooms  open- 
ing on  the  corridor  of  this  court.  On  one  side 
of  the  court  is  the  kitchen,  and  at  this  instant 
the  servants  are  wringing  the  necks  of  chick- 
ens for  the  noon  breakfast.  Everything  is 
peaceful  and  semi-tropical.  Cuautlay  is  only 
about  4000  feet  above  the  sea,  and  the  temper- 
ature is  delightful,  not  varying  at  this  time  of 
the  year  ten  degrees  either  way  from  seventy 
Fahrenheit.  The  plain  iu  which  it  stands  is 
abundantly  watered,  and  the  vast  irrigated 
cane  fields  are  in  ull  stages  of  growth.  To  one 
coming  down  from  the  city  of  Mexico,  where 
an  elevation  of  about  7400  feet  makes  the  air 
too  rare,  the  change  is  very  agreeable,  both  as 
to  the  density  aud  the  softness  of  the  air.  If 
„ 3*ou  want  to  be  in  fashion  here,  you  will  wear, 
if  yon  are  a man,  a hat  sixteen  inches  across 
the  brim,  with  a sugar-loaf  crown  ten  iuches 
high,  and  white  linen  pantaloous,  and  shirt 
outside,  and  have  sandals  on  the  feet.  You 
will  eat  aud  like  fruits  whose  appearauce  is 


suspicious,  and  whose  names  you  cannot  pro- 
nounce, besides  such  simple  things  as  the  chi- 
rimoya  and  the  granadilla. 

The  Drawer  refers  to  the  atmosphere  of  this 
place  in  order  to  note  the  partiality  with  which 
good  climates  are  distributed  on  this  continent. 
Life  is  had  on  easy  terms  here,  while  in  New 
Englaud  people  arc  wearing  themselves  out  to 
earn  money  to  pay  their  doctors’  bills.  It  is 
hard  to  understand  these  things.  On  the  high, 
stony,  barreu  plains  of  western  Texas  in  Feb- 
ruary the  sky  is  blue,  the  air  is  like  w ine,  and 
if  life  were  worth  living  at  all  on  those  des- 
erts, which  it  is  not,  existence  there  w'ould  be 
delicious.  Yet,  according  to  the  Weather  Bu- 
reau, it  is  in  those  vast  treeless  regions  of  the 
Southwest  that  our  storms  aud  bad  weather 
are  bred.  This  may  bo  true.  But  if  it  is,  all 
the  bad  weather  is  exported,  and  all  the  good 
is  kept  for  home  consumption.  The  air  in 
these  elevated  waste  regions  is  pure,  very  fair- 
ly heated  iu  winter,  and  abundant.  Why  a 
region  so  sparsely  inhabited  should  have  a su- 
perabundance of  this  vital  element,  and  the 
Atlantic  coast,  where  it  is  needed,  should  be 
obliged  to  get  on  with  an  inferior,  malarious 
atmosphere,  is  a mystery.  Perhaps  there  is  no 
remedy  for  it,  but  enterprise  and  science  can 
make  a suggestion.  Would  it  be  possible  to 
send  the  delicious,  healthful  air  of  the  South- 
west to  the  Northeast  in  pipes t As  it  goes 
now,  in  tempests,  it  becomes  corrupted,  devi- 
talized, and  unfit  for  use.  It  would,  of  course, 
be  idle  to  attempt  to  take  enough  of  it  over 
to  change  our  climate,  but  it  might,  if  carried 
iu  pipes,  be  turned  on  in  houses,  aud  give  us 
in-doors  a constant  supply  of  pure  and  health- 
giving air.  In  order  to  get  other  things  that 
make  life  endurable  in  such  a place  as  Cuautlay, 
one  must  come  here.  But  no  one  wants  to  go 
to  western  Texas  and  New  Mexico  except  for 
the  air.  Aud  if  that  could  be  transported  to 
the  Northeast  in  the  winter  months,  we  should 
probably  save  the  expense  it  W'onld  incur  by 
the  lessening  of  life-insurance  premiums. 


A Western  correspondent  sends  the  follow- 
ing: 

I recently  listened  to  a debate  in  one  of  the 
school  lyceums  of  this  city  upon  the  novel  and 
momentous  question  of“w’oman  suffrage.” 

The  debater  upon  the  “ anti-w’oman”  side  wrns 
doubtless  engaged  iu  his  first  effort,  aud  this 
fact,  together  with  a slight  impediment  of 
speech  aud  a most  original  series  of  arguments, 
combined  to  produce  one  of  the  funniest  and 
most  unanswerable  speeches  that  I had  ever 
heard.  Here  it  is, almost  iu  full : 

“Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  first  thing  to 
find  out  is  w-w'-w'hat  man  w'ns  m-inndc  for,  aud 
what  w'-w’-w'oman  was  made  for.  God  created 
Adam  first,  and  put  him  in  the  garden  of  Eden. 
T-theu  He  made  Eve,  aud  p-pufc  her  there  too. 
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If  He  hadn’t  c-c-created  Eve,  there  never  would 
have  been  all  the  s-s-sin  there  is  now  in  this 
w-world.  If  He  hadn't  made  Eve,  she  never 
would  have  p-p-picked  the  apple  and  eaten  it. 
N-n-no,  she  never  would  have  picked  it  and 
g-giveu  it  to  Adam  to  eat.  Paul  in  his  epistles 
says  w-w-womeu  should  k-k-kcep  still.  And 
besides,  l-ladies  and  gentlemen,  women  couldn't 
fill  the  offices.  I d-d-defy  any  one  to  p-point 
out  a woman  in  this  city  or  c-c-county  that 
could  be  sheriff.  Would  a woman  t-tum  out 
iu  the  dead  of  night  to  track  and  arrest  a 
m-m-murdererf  I say  n-no!  Ten  to  one  she 
would  elope  w-w-with  him /”  Aud  amid  thunders 
of  applause  and  laughter  the  gallant  defender 
of  inau’s  rights  triumphantly  look  his  seat. 


Last  winter,  whilo  visiting  one  of  the  quaint 
little  creole  villages  of  southern  Louisiana,  I 
chanced  to  learn  many  amusing  stories  con- 
cerning the  negroes  there.  One  really  pathetie 
incident  occurred  at  the  telegraph  office,  which 
had  but  recently  been  established.  An  old 
woman,  clad  in  the  deepest  black,  called  one 
morning  upon  the  operator.  Her  whole  bear- 
ing was  very  grief-stricken,  and  in  her  hand 
she  carried  a slip  of  paper  around  the  edges 
of  which  was  drawn  a broad  line  in  lead-pen- 
cil. “ Please,  sail,”  she  said,  in  broken  accents, 
“dis  yer  is  er  telegraph  ter  my  darter  at  Scott 
Station,  er  tellin’  her  dat  her  brodder  Joe  is 
dead ; and,  sail,  will  yer  please  ter  sen'  it  iu 
mou'uiu'  ?” 

# Another  time  an  old  negro  came  in  with  a 
telegram,  and  the  operator,  after  sending  it, 
hung  the  paper  on  the  hook  at  his  side.  Some 
time  afterward  he  perceived  that  the  darky 
was  still  standing  in  the  doorway,  aud  he  in- 
quired of  him  why  he  was  waiting. 

“ 1*8  waitin'  fer  yer  ter  sen'  my  telegraph,” 
he  answered. 

“ But  I have  sent  it  long  ago,”  was  the  reply. 

“Ok  no,  boss;  dis  yer  nigger  ain't  no  fool. 
I secs  dat  paper  a-baugin'  on  de  nail  yit.” 

A gentleman  in  the  same  town,  shortly  after 
having  had  a gas-machine  put  up  iu  his  house, 
found  that  his  old  colored  gardener  was  still 
burning  a coal-oil  lamp.  He  reproved  him  for 
it,  and  told  him  that  in  the  future  he  did  uot 
wish  anything  but  the  gas  used  on  his  prem- 
ises. One  night,  having  occasion  to  go  to  the 
servants’  department,  Mr.  Hunter  came  upon 
Uncle  Eli  solemnly  playing  on  his  “corgeun” 
by  the  light  of  the  veritable  lamp  which  had 
been  forbidden.  Provoked  at  the  old  man's 
obstinacy,  Mr.  H.  asked  him  if  he  had  any 
particular  reason  for  disobeying  the  laws  of 
his  household;  to  which  he  replied:  “Marse 
George,  'tain't  no  use  fer  yer  ter  ax  me  ter  use 
them  air  newfangled  things, ’cause  I jes  ain't 
gwiue  ter  do  it.  T'other  night  I onscrewed 
de  top  ob  de  burner  fer  ter  pull  up  de  wick, 
and  'fo'  mor’in'  I war  most  dead  wid  de  smoke. 
'Tain't  Christian,  Marse  George — 'tain't  Chris- 


tian doings.  I screwed  dat  top  on  dat  burner, 
and  yer  don't  ketch  dis  here  nigger  foolin'  wid 
lamps  widout  no  wicks.”  Fortunately  it  was 
midsummer,  and  both  window  aud  door  were 
Jeft  open,  or  the  old  darky  would  have  been 
a victim  to  asphyxia. 

A circus  was  expected  at  the  little  village 

of  O , and  the  inhabitants  were  as  wildly 

excited  over  the  ©vent  as  the  inhabitants  of 
small  towns  usually  are.  The  colored  popula- 
tion w ere  particularly  enthusiastic,  but  their 
preacher,  the  Reverend  Pete  Jefferson,  was  lond 
iu  his  exhortations  against  it.  He  went  so  far 
as  to  threaten  to  expel  any  of  his  congregation 
who  dared  speud  their  money  in  so  sinful  a 
way.  Strange  to  relate,  when  the  eventful 
night  arrived,  the  most  conspicuous  person 
there  was  the  violent  parson. 

“Why,  Uncle  Pete,  what  are  yon  doing  here?” 
inquired  one  of  his  white  friends. 

“Law I Marse  Henry,  I hates  it  mightily, 
sail.  But  I's  de  shepherd,  and  I’s  'bliged  to 
look  arter  my  flock.  I got  my  eye  on  ebery 
last  one  ob  dose  onchristi&n,  pop-eyed  niggers, 
and  you  see  if  I don't  make  'em  smell  fire  aud 
brimstone  ou  Sunday.” 

There  was  a grand  baptizing  oue  Sunday  in 
the  Gulf,  and  Brother  Jeff.  Wilson  preached  so 
long  and  eloquently  over  Sister  M’ria  Gibson 
that  a great  wave  came  and  washed  her  away. 
Great  was  every  one’s  consternation  when,  on 
recovering  her  body,  it  Avas  found  to  be  per- 
fectly dead.  Brother  Wilson  was  not  in  the 
least  daunted,  however,  and  finished  his  ora- 
tion with  the  following  words:  “DeLord  hab 
gib,  and  de  Lord  hab  tucken  away,  bressed  be 
de  name  ob  de  Lord.  Hand  on  anuder  sister 
here,  afore  dis  yer  water  gits  too  high.” 

A creole  mulatto,  T6og6nne  Ageiole  Dela- 
liouseyd,  once  called  at  a lawyer’s  office  to 
have  a certain  piece  of  business  transacted, 
and  the  attorney,  unfamiliar  with  the  French 
language,  demauded  of  him  how  he  spelled  his 
name.  “Ah!  la  fait  rien,  M’sieu.  Poot  'ini 
dow  n widout  spell,”  was  the  reply. 


ABOUT  A MERE  SENTIMENT. 

Somewhere  about  1849  or  1850  a Lieutenant 
in  the  navy  was  commanding  one  of  the  Pa- 
cific Mail  Steamers,  and  on  one  of  the  trips  a 
First  Licntenaut  in  the  army,  named  Grant,  in 
charge  of  a detachment  of  troops  for  the  West- 
ern coaBt,  was  a passenger  in  the  steamer.  The 
naval  Lieutenaut  and  the  army  Lieutenant 
fraternized  immediately,  and  the  voyage  was 
quite  pleasant  for  each  because  of  the  other’s 
company. 

Many  years  passed,  and  the  war  of  the  re- 
bellion had  closed.  The  naval  Lieutenant  had 
risen  in  rank,  had  distinguished  himself  in  the 
war,  and  was  a Commodore.  He  Avas  standing 
oue  day  in  the  Continental  Hotel  iu  Philadei- 
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pliia,  when  a gentleman  stepped  np,  and  offer- 
ing bis  ha  ml,  said,  “How  do  you  do,  Commo- 
dore ?” 

The  Commodore  took  the  proffered  hand, 
bnfc  said,  “Yon  have  greatly  the  advantage 
of  me ; I have  no  recollection  of  you.” 

The  gentleman  replied,  “Don't  yon  remem- 
ber, Commodore,  when  you  were  a Lieutenant, 

and  commanded  the  Pacific  Mail  Steamer , 

on  one  trip  you  had  a passenger  by  the  name 
of  Grant,  who  was  a First  Lieutenant  in  the 
army  t” 

“ Why,  of  course  I do.  I remember  you  well, 
and  we  had  a nice  time  together  on  that  trip. 
I have  never  seen  you  since,  but  have  often 
wondered  what  had  become  of  you.  Are  you 
in  the  army  yet  T What  have  you  been  doing 
with  yourself  all  these  years  T” 

“They  call  mo  at  present  General  of  the 
Army.” 

The  Commodore,  in  telling  the  story,  said 
that  for  a moment  his  dearest  wish  was  that 
the  marble  floor  would  open  and  swallow  him. 


A Colorado  minister  was  in  Denver  a year 
or  two  ago,  and  had  occasion  to  look  up  there 
a certain  man  whom  he  wanted  to  see.  He 
had  the  address  writteu  on  a slip  of  paper,  and 
issuing  from  the  depot,  he  hailed  a citizen  and 
inquired,  “Can  you  direct  me  to  I Street,  cor- 
ner of  Ninth  ?” 

“I  can  tell  you  where  Ninth  Street  is,”  was 
the  reply,  “ but  I don’t  know  where  I Street  is.” 

“All  right,”  said  the  minister;  “tell  me 
'where  Ninth  Street  is,  and  then  I’ll  find  I 
Street.” 

“ This  is  Seventeenth,”  was  the  reply.  “ The 
numbered  streets  run  parallel  off  in  that  direc- 
tion, and  you  only  have  to  keep  the  run  of 
them  as  you  go;  Sixteenth  is  the  next,  then 
Fifteenth,  and  so  on.” 

So  our  clerical  friend  started  cheerfully  off 
in  the  direction  indicated,  and  a quarter  of  an 
hour’s  brisk  walking  brought  him  to  Ninth 
Street.  Again  he  inquired. 

“This  is  Ninth  Street,”  replied  the  parry 
interrogated,  “but  I’m  sure  I don’t  know 
where  I Streqt  is;  in  fact,  I’ve  never  heard  of 
any  streets  in  Denver  named  by  the  alphabet.” 

Two  or  three  more  parties  being  hailed 
proved  to  be  equally  iguorant  of  the  street 
nomenclature.  Just  then  an  idea  occurred  to 
the  minister.  “Let  me  see  that  slip  of  paper 
again,”  he  said  to  the  person  to  whom  he  had 
last  handed  it  to  obtain  light.  “Ah!  yes,  I 
see,”  he  said,  in  hasty  and  confused  apology; 
“I  was  mistaken.” 

The  memorandum  by  which  the  worthy  di- 
vine had  been  trying  to  guide  his  steps  had 
been  made,  ho  now  remembered,  for  quite  a 
different  purpose.  Rightly  construed,  it  read, 
unabbreviated,  I Corinthians,  9th,  3d. 


At  the  summer  school  for  languages  in  Am- 
herst hist  summer  the  class  in  Hebrew  were 
reading  one  day  the  episode  of  Balaam’s  ass. 
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Some  one  gravely  inquired  if  it  was  to  be  un- 
derstood that  Balaam’s  ass  spoke  Hebrew. 
The  professor  smiled,  and  said  he  would  like 
to  have  the  opiuions  of  the  cluss  on  that  point. 
There  was  a solemn  silence  for  a few  minutes, 
and  then  one  young  man  said  he  had  been 
thinking  that  matter  over  carefully,  and  he 
saw  no  earthly  reason  why  Balaam’s  ase  should 
not  have  been  a good  He-brayist.  J.  B.  G. 


A LONGFELLOW  WAIF. 

In  an  old  Common-school  Reader,  published 
in  1844,  there  is  a poem  by  Henry  W.  Longfel- 
low which  is  not  to  be  found  in  his  complete 
works.  1 once  referred  to  it  while  in  conver- 
sation with  him,  when  he  said,  “ Oh  yes,  I be- 
lieve I did  write  something  of  the  kind  in  some 
college  ode.”  His  brother  Samuel,  now  writ- 
ing the  life  of  the  sweet  poet,  informs  me  that 
he  has  seen  it  in  manuscript,  but  did  not  know 
that  it  had  ever  been  printed.  Such  being  the 
case,  let  us  take  this  almost  forgotten  waif  out 
of  the  long,  long  ago,  and  lay  it  carefully  away 
in  tho  Drawer  of  the  present.  E.  H.  Goss. 

TRUTH. 

O holy  and  eternal  Truth ! Thou  art 
An  emanation  of  the  Eternal  Mind, 

A glorious  attribute,  a noble  part 
Of  uncreated  being.  Who  can  find, 

By  diligent  searching— who  can  find  out  thee, 

The  Incomprehensible,  the  Deity  ? 

The  human  mind  is  a reflection  caught 
From  thee,  a trembling  shadow  of  thy  ray. 

Thy  glory  beams  around  us,  but  the  thought  - 
That  heavenward  wings  its  daring  flight  away  ^ 
Returns  to  w'here  its  flight  w as  first  begun, 

Blinded  and  dark  beneath  tho  noonday  sun. 

The  soul  of  man,  though  sighing  after  thee, 

Hath  never  knowrn  thee,  saving  as  it  knows 
The  stars  of  heaven,  whose  glorious  light  we  see. 
The  sun,  w’hose  radiance  dazzles  as  it  glows— 
Something  that  is  beyond  us,  and  above 
The  reach  of  human  power,  though  not  of  human  love. 

Vainly  philosophy  may  strive  to  teach 
The  secret  of  thy  being.  Its  faint  ray 
Misguides  our  steps.  Beyond  the  utmost  reach 
Of  its  untiring  wing  the  eternal  day 
Of  truth  is  shining  on  the  longing  eye, 

Distant,  unchanged,  changeless,  pure,  and  high. 

And  yet  thou  hast  not  left  thyself  without 
A revelation.  All  wTe  feel  and  see 
Within  us  and  around  forbids  to  doubt. 

Yet  speaks  so  darkly  and  mysteriously 
Of  what  we  are  and  shall  be  evermore, 

We  doubt  and  yet  believe,  and  tremble  and  adore. 


CAUGHT  IN  HIS  OWN  TRAP. 

“Men  will  Bliam  any  complaint  nowadays  to 
avoid  their  work,”  said  onr  w’orthy  skipper,  as 
he  sat  at  the  head  of  the  breakfast  table  on 
onr  first  day  out.  “I  had  a fellow  once  who 
pretended  to  have  lamed  himself  when  we 
were  about  half-way  out  to  Calcutta;  and  he 
did  it  so  well  that  nobody  ever  suspected  him 
a hit,  till  one  night  there  was  a false  alarm  of 
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/ •fiiilir  (j)ib  caae  to  <>o 

Ifjirt  ,1  (iQTtltl by  the  twiuklfe  in 

’]fyk  * * 

l<*i'l\kt  'D  do*  niy  iu(f^rhrti>i  L— - — ti> ..'him  it 
.•list,  iu'  a low  [--i a ft^ h$  «af 

H$jf  ti>  UB.  YM&  ^ V> 

^tio  iu?vi>ill  to  Vo  Id  U»ik  . ' v'  IitatoVtifly  the  &¥fpt  if  A g fdxn^'ff 

“ E^  SlIwg  like  a 5n  ios  glee  a i Wiving  £td  oft *o  easily,  stmutg 
rO^arO  1 Ueftodr  HWea  e#t*  r\-  -r*'x  / • / /.. 
■, -ymt  sec  :ks  “ J Not  no  ia^V,  n*  v J)he  *V)]ow/  sltoinf^  the 
rcemiihip;  oflhtdr ; * If  yon  can  bear  tfiaf,  you’re 
yt  Iodkin£'‘ftdvrn  at  rml Vkd  d(^.^rjut&  until . Y o u Ye  a mighty 
pfinutttg  rogueyi^t  iUik  Unto  wfc'vkrawght  you 
iti  yoor vwirtr^^T  ‘-  lUyu?  ICjkk. 


ftrdv&htl  the  teny  that  j<mc  rjiaTi  ■'fl>?\V>  /; 

tolrtW r ^rouUl  ba vtf  atfiMtehiid  «i»  tter<*if^v,r^r‘ 

lift!  '$$■  v rcfe  t'; 

’of  iW.  IriiilWiHtt. jfoiiif  ;w£tft  oldiat  Doidiri  with 
’ Pity  the  poor  blilnV  on  a koara  ixiniid  htV 
neck,  and  made  quilt?  a gotld  t ratio  of  it,  till  at 

iney,  bun  in  ($  ky-kitect,  slV^>pi  u, 

pfr/A  i^*4cVtr|kp* 

* r‘  Y<ni  kid  hunybug**  Pined  lie? 
wt*|l  ^ I do.- 

....  . 

t.JVf?  ' hHiiii^  hoiud.  that  he  earned,  'they- ye. 
hung  thew  rang  board  m\  me  fk-vlity  Ky  mis- 
take. IF*  rfnif  fiiul  dumb  I arm'  M : ; 

,r  W ?i K f mice  hh w soaidtbiitg  Almost  us  good 
ft«  fiiut  m \ i t,"  fedd  my  rtgtadiaini  »»mp:hborv  A.  student  at'“ $qwrt'r*  Fuller,  a distingnish- 
Professor  T— -~-t  k vhcii  I was  ow  a vhm.  to  my  ed  lawyer  of  Orotok  Af us,&a elmsettfc,  fc*iy&  to 

friend  lit.  L— , m rlm-cast  ofFraftm*  There*  the  %utrn  out*  dtiy<  il  I aw'uj.kt '.mVJer^iAiiri  h/*r 

a crertf.  fMnisi.tiptuiri  going,  on  jet^i  tJicu  yiretrtnAunkkd  .«vkt<m»;-e  jrati  he  sMnngef  tliau 
tut  the  Crimean  wur,  ami  L~ — had  to  tent  |^mliivis  t^ximoay:* 

the  recru!^  as  fhoy  eumo  icij  ty»  see  wli^thcr  £i  1 will  tUustmo  Un  said  the  Sijnim  -My 
they  kvetn  iit  ihr  ei^vicie.  ‘ •..;  :;'i»iUkmnh  krtug»  t»t«  tt  cm\  of  milk,  mill 

4 Sv\r  ftiflMftg  these  fellows  there  irtte  <inct  4 f^qmik*/3  Jkii^vt  that  is  f-itre  milk,  for'!  tnifkc.l 
firiKvr  st.nrdy  .^Uycrgiiat,  just  the  At  tiff  (tit  a not-  it  Crkoi  the  Cf»w%  waidjunl  f Uc  v::\ii,  thomnghly, 
dicty  if*  he:  had«*^  iniliiikily  6ven  stone-dodfL  fttHiinkd  it  iutx>  the  c.&pf  iM\f(  unhcKly  elne  has 
^o  be  »4id,  at  and  tt>eei;iujdly  appeared  liaiullcd  ih1  Kkw'  whch ';X  t&kt*  ih*  tfHpf&t 

Xh  he  t rrifk  for  till  the  tests  that  they  applied  Irma#  the  can,  *ho  irktpe.  'a  hulhfrog^  Sorely 
to  him  couldn’t  make  him  give  any  sign  of  the  frog  i&  stronger  ewiimiee ; tbiui 
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rn.  vovs  1.A  'Mr tnic  “ Why,  tidily;  rny  vjAOr,  voti  ^orCiy  harpn-r  forcotten  Thai  the  J^ntHTi  berries?  cowi- 
ra«ho<'  i * »-*)a  v - i U>  ry..(  you  nil  . '^dy  Vh  Hnif  ft\vfiifly  swell  Mut  .0  vourv  Tv  hat' '•«  the  matter v 

fvo*  < r jisoirr  .^Wt‘11,  »Ji.ar,  I worulcr  if  i<  W«.  cv«r -occur^il  to  you  that  wbi^n  dnh  s cdfntitiie  Vs 
eomfih  o-.  :ot0  iJio'youuir.  e^louin  r«f>t>>r  e;  ^.wceiiy  /ehur»mug%  parhap^  it  might  tic  out>'s  duty  to  dtny 
outc.s  sjylf  liicdu^h  XeiiL  ami  ^tay  at  home.”  . ••';,>ov';:^V;;y^:k-r: ’’  ' *- 
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FOR  several  years  past  tbe  Rev.  Dr.  Thomson 
has  been  engaged  in  the  preparation  of  a 
new  and  enlarged  edition  of  Jiis  sterling  and 
popular  work,  The  Land  and  the  Book — a task 
which  has  involved  the  substantial  reconstruc- 
tion of  the  two  original  volumes,  and  the  intro- 
dnetiou  of  a large  body  of  new  material, embody- 
ing the  results  of  recent  research,  and  essential- 
ly adding  to  their  beauty  aud  value.  The  first 
and  second  volumes  of  the  new  and  enlarged 
editiou  were  published  respectively  in  1880  aud 
188*2 ; and  the  learned  author  has  now  made  hia 
great  work  rounded  and  complete  by  the  prep- 
aration of  an  entirely  new  volume,  embracing 
those  portions  of  the  Holy  Laud  which  did  not 
fall  within  the  plan  of  the  previous  volumes, 
and  which  is  just  published  under  the  title 
of  The  Land  and  the  Book:  Lebanon , Damascus , 
and  Beyond  Jordan.1  In  the  preceding  volumes 
the  author’s  attention  was  mainly  directed  to 
the  southern  and  central  portions  of  the  Prom- 
ised Land,  west  of  the  Jordan.  The  new  vol- 
ume carries  us  farther  northward  and  eastward 
to  the  districts  of  Lebanon,  Cade-Syria,  Anti- 
Lebanon,  Damascus,  Bashan,  Gilead,  and  the 
regions  beyond  Jordan,  which  were  not  origi- 
nally included  in  the  Land  of  Pronii^je,  although, 
as  the  scene  of  the  lives  of  the  early  patri- 
archs, and  of  the  beginnings  of  Hebrew  history 
long  prior  to  the  time  of  Moses,  they  are  inti- 
mately associated  with  it.  Therefore,  as  we 
accompany  Dr.  Thomson  through  these  dis- 
tricts, we  are  still  in  the  land  of  the  Bible, Sur- 
rounded by  its  historic  places  aud  memories, 
aud  discovering  in  its  scenes  and  scenery,  and 
in  the  manners  and  customs  of  its  people  to- 
day, striking  vestiges  confirmatory  of  what  is 
recorded  in  the  Sacred  Text  concerning  the 
scenes  and  manners  and  customs  of  more  thau 
three  thousand  years  ago.  The  greater  part 
of  this  large  and  beautiful  volume  is  the  result 
of  the  author’s  long  residence  in  the  East,  and 
of  his  extensive  tours  aud  excursions  to  the 
places  he  describes.  Nevertheless,  he  has  not 
failed  to  avail  himself  of,  and  to  incorporate 
in  his  narrative,  the  fruits  of  all  the  more  re- 
cent researches  of  other  scholars  and  travellers 
that  throw  additional  light  upon  the  Bible 
record.  The  work  is  rich  in  incidents  of  travel 
and  in  archaeological  and  antiquarian  revela- 
tions, and  it  abounds  in  graphic  and  glowing 
descriptions.  Especially  vivid  are  its  descrip- 
tions of  Damascus  and  BeirfU,  of  Tyre  and  Si- 
don,  of  snowy  Lebanon  and  majestic  Ilermon, 
and  of  the  stupendous  ruins  of  Jerash,  Bosrali, 

1 The  Land  and  the  Book ; or.  BiUical  Illustrations 
prau'n  from  the  Manners  and  Ct/stmis,  the  Scenes  and 
Scenery,  of  the  Holy  Land.  I.  Southern  Palestine  and 
Jerusalem.  One  hundred  and  forty  Illustrations  and 
Maps.  Royal  8vo,  pp.  CIS.  II.  Central  Palestine  and 
Phoenicia.  One  hundred  and  fifty  Illustrations  and 
Maps.  Royal  8vo,  pp.  714.  III.  Lebanon,  Damascus, 
nnd  Beyond  Jordan.  One  hundred  and  forty-seven 
Illustrations  and  Maps.  Royal  8vo.  pp.  746.  By  Will- 
iam M.  Thomson,  D.D.  Priee  per  Volume,  Cloth,  $6; 
Sheep.  $7;  Half  Morocco,  *8  50;  Full  Morocco,  $10. 
New  York  : Harper  aud  Brothers. 


and  Baalbek.  The  volnme  is  copiously  illus- 
trated, aud  is  equipped  with  excellent  maps. 

Harper’s  Young  People ? may  be  appropri- 
ately likened  to  an  evergreen.  Through- 
out tbo  year,  as  it  bas  budded  and  put  out 
new  leaves  from  week  to  week,  it  bas  delight- 
ed the  heart,  educated  the  mind,  sweetened 
and  purified  the  tastes,  and  lent  wings  to 
tbo  fancy  of  the  children  in  thousands  of 
homes;  aud  now  at  the  close  of  the  year  it  is 
presented  as  a perfect  and  full-grown  tree, 
luxuriant  in  its  greenness  and  rich  with  aro- 
matic fragrance,  and  with  its  branches  bending 
under  a thousand  gifts  of  song  and  story,  pic- 
ture and  parable,  history  ami  biography,  fable 
and  apologue,  travel  and  adventure,  allegory 
and  romance,  and  the  social  and  useful  arts 
wherewith  to  charm,  to  amuse,  to  instruct,  and 
to  heighten  the  happiness  of  other  children  in 
still  other  thousands  of  homes.  It  is  the 
great  merit  of  this  periodical  that  while  it  is 
child-like  it  is  never  childish.  Its  literary 
wares  are  excellent  in  quality,  and  from  the 
best  hands.  Whatever  subject  it  touches  upon 
is  treated  thoroughly  and  conscientiously  ; and 
whether  it  aims  to  amuse  or  to  instruct,  it  does 
so  in  tbe  tflost  engaging  ami  most  attractive 
manner.  It  is  a whole  library  in  a single  vol- 
ume, from  which  its  young  readers,  of  all  tastes 
ami  dispositions,  may  draw  innocent  and  profit- 
able entertainment. 


The  history  of  the  Crusades,  and.  especially 
that  of  the  Fourth,  the  most  disastrous  of  them 
all  in  its  immediate  effects,  and  the  most  far- 
reaching  in  its  evil  consequences  to  civiliza- 
tion, has  been  written  by  various  writers  from 
various  staml-points,  as  apologists  or  eulogists 
or  critics,  so  that  it  ha&been  almost  impossible 
to  gather  the  real  facts  uncolored  by  partisan- 
ship on  the  one  side  or  on  the  other,  or  unob- 
senred  by  the  elornl  of  brilliant  and  specious 
hut  misleading  reasoning  which  some  illustri- 
ous hut  not  always  trustworthy  writers  have 
raised.  The  severe  research  and  investigation, 
ami  the  patient  and  intelligent  scrutiny  of 
original  material,  which  have  characterized 
the  present  century,  combined  with  the  great- 
er impartiality  that  has  come  to  bo  expected 
of  historical  writers,  are  at  length  having  the 
effect  of  clearing  away  much  in  this  field,  as  in 
many  others,  that  was  apoehryplial  or  par- 
tisan or  merely  rhetorical,  and  the  genuine 
facts  are  becoming  apparent.  One  of  the  ex- 
cellent results  of  this  improved  modern  meth- 
od of  historical  investigation  and  preparation 
is  a profoundly  interesting  and  unusually  aide 
voluhie  by  Edwin  Pears,  LL.B.,  entitled  The 
Fall  of  Constantinople , Being  the  Story  of  the  Fourth 

a Harper's  Young  People  for  1885.  Volume  VI. 
Royal  4to,  Ornamental  Cloth,  pp.  840.  aiul  about  700 
Illustrations.  $3  50.  Volumes  II.,  III.,  IV.,  and  V., 
$3  50  eaeh.  Volume  I.  out  of  print.  New  York  : Har- 
per and  Brothers. 
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Crusade / in  which  he  tells  the  true  history  of 
that  expedition  from  its  inception  to  its  close, 
skillfully  unravelling  the  tangled  skein  of 
treachery , of  self-aggrandizement,  of  personal 
ambition,  of  religious,  national,  and  individual 
rivalry,  and  of  higher  and  more  single-hearted 
motives  that  were  iuvolved  in  it;  impartially 
awarding  censure  or  praise  wdicre  each  is  due ; 
and  relating  its  stirring  or  stormy  episodes  and 
i ts  even  t f h 1 i nc  iden  ts  w i t h d ign  i ty , hu  t y efc  w i tli 
highly  picturesque  effects.  As  relates  to  one 
of  the  most  interesting  of  the  controverted 
questions  which  have  occupied  the  attention 
and  divided  the  Opinion  of  scholars  in  connec- 
tion with  the  Fourth  Crusade,  that  of  the  part 
which  Venice  played  in  it,  Mr.  Pears  adopts 
the  view  that  the  treason  of  the  merchant  re- 
public to  the  Crusaders  was  premeditated,  and 
was  fostered,  and  perhaps  suggested,  by  its 
ambitious  doge,  Dandolo,  whose  hatred  of  the 
New  Home  was  intense,  and  who  aimed  at  the 
destruction  of  Constantinople  by  forcing  the 
Crusaders  to  march  overland  to  the  Holy  Land, 
through  the  dominions  of  the  Eastern  Empire, 
in  place  of  carrying  them  by  sea  to  Egypt  on 
their  way  thither  as  he  had  solemnly  stipu- 
lated. The  various  other  controverted  ques- 
tions, as  to  the  original  design  and  the  couduct 
of  the  Crusaders,  tho  destination  which  they 
desired  their  forces  should  have,  the  alleged 
understanding  between  JPhilip  of  Swabia, 
Boniface  of  Montferrat,  and  Dandolo  to  di- 
vert the  expedition  from  the  purposes  of  a 
Crusade  into  an  expedition  agaiust  the  Chris- 
tian city  of  Constantinople,  the  further  alleged 
cognizance  of  the  designs  of  Philip  and  the 
others  by  Pope  Innocent  III.,  and  the  existence 
of  a treaty  between  Venice  and  the  Sultan 
Malek  Adel  intended  to  thwart  the  original 
designs  of  the  Crusaders,  are  all  thoroughly 
sifted,  and  are  discussed,  temperately  and  ju- 
dicially in  the  light  of  tho  evidence  that  mod- 
ern research  has  exhumed.  Deeply  interest- 
ing, however,  as  is  Mr.  Pears’s  relation  of  tho 
story  of  the  Fourth  Crusade,  its  details  are  of 
secondary  magnitude,  and  are  important  only 
so  far  as  they  contributed  to  the  fall  of  Con- 
stantinople and  the  destruction  of  the  Eastern 
Empire.  The  larger  portion  of  his  work  is 
devoted  first  to  an  admirable  historical  sketch 
of  the  Empire  of  the  East,  from  the  selection 
of  Byzantium  as  his  capital  by  Constantine 
the  Great  down  to  a.d.  1057,  exhibiting  its 
tranquillity  and  solidity  during  this  long  se- 
ries of  years,  together  with  the  security  it  af- 
forded to  life  and  property,  and  the  perfection 
of  its  system  of  jurisprudence ; and  second,  to 
a further  historical  study  of  the  various  causes 
that  combined  to  weaken  the  Empire,  in  the 
form  of  attacks  from  the  Turks,  attacks  from 
northern  Europe,  internal  dynastic  troubles, 
the  demoralization  caused  by  the  Crusades, 

5 The  Fall  of  Constantinople : Being  the  Stoi'y  of  the 
Fourth  Crusade.  By  Edwin  Peaks,  LL.B..  Barrfster- 
at  Law,  Kite  President  of  the  European  Bar  at  Con- 
stantinople. etc.  Svo,  Cloth,  pp.  438,  $2  50.  New  York : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 


and  attacks  from  the  West,  all  of  which  finally 
culminated  in  the  assault,  capture,  and  sack 
of  Christian  Constantinople  by  Western  Chris- 
tians in  April,  a.d.  1204.  The  substantial 
purpose  of  this  able  historical  recital  is  to  fix 
attention  upon  the  political  aspects  of  the 
Latin  conquest  of  Constantinople,  and  its  con- 
sequences to  Europe  and  to  civilization.  The 
historian  shows  that  the  empire  had, alone  and 
single-handed,  successfully  defended  Christen- 
dom agaiust  the  hordes  of  Asia  for  more  cen- 
turies than  any  government  has  since  endured 
in  Europe,  anil  that  it  was  only  when  it  was 
struck  in  the  rear  by  Christian  Europe  that  it 
was  unable  to  defend  itself;  that  the  capture 
of  Constantinople  by  the  Crusaders  was  the 
final  blow  which  brought  about  the  fall  of  the 
Eastern  Empire,  aud  admitted  the  Turks  into 
Europe;  and  that  the  crime  of  the  Fourth 
Crusade  handed  over  Constantinople  and  the 
Balkan  Peninsula  to  more  than  six  centuries 
of  barbarism,  aud  was  the  direct  source  of  all 
the  woes  from  which  Europe  now  suffers  and 
will  continue  to  suffer  for  au  indefinite  period 
in  connection  with  the  “ Eastern  Question.” 


Mr.  William  Black  has  never  been  more  suc- 
cessful as  a novelist  than  in  his  latest  story, 
White  Heather Its  scene  is  laid  and  its  drama 
is  enacted  for  the  most  part  in  the  little  ham- 
let of  Iuver-Mndal,  a petty  and  remote  rural 
settlement,  nestled  amid  the  lake  and  moor- 
land and  mountain  wilds  of  the  northern  Scot- 
tish Highlands,  whose  unsophisticated  atmos- 
phere is  invaded  by  airs  from  the  outside  world 
only  at  those  times  in  each  year,  during  the 
brief  huuting  aud  fishing  season,  when  sport- 
loving  visitors  are  attracted  thither  by  the 
bracing  climate  and  the  wealth  of  game  that 
abounds  in  its  adjacent  lochs  and  on  its  moors 
and  mountains.  In  this  out-of-the-way  nook 
and  its  sparse  and  primitive  society,  however, 
Mr.  Black  finds  all  the  potencies  of  passion  and 
emotion,  all  the  alternations  of  light  and  shad- 
ow, and  all  the  variety  of  life  and  manners  and 
character  aud  social  condition  that  are  requi- 
site to  furnish  the  essential  incidents  for  one  of 
the  most  captivating  stories  of  love  and  con- 
stancy, and  of  the  w ealth  aud  tho  redeeming 
and  refining  influence  of  womauly  affection, 
that  has  been  told  this  many  a day.  The  story 
is  fruitful  of  episodes  both  grave  aud  gay,  pa- 
thetic and  humorous,  in  which  conspicuously 
figure  two  specimen  Americans,  father  aud 
daughter,  w hose  exaggerated  peculiarities  are 
moro  than  compensated  for  by  their  sterling 
qualities  of  miud  and  heart.  It  is  also  rich  in 
animated  and  picturesque  descriptions  and 
situations,  not  the  least  pleasing  of  wdiicli  are 
those  where  au  arch  and  beautiful  maiden 
makes  her  repeated  first  essays  in  the  art  aud 
mystery  of  salmon  fishing  under  the  tutelage 

• White  Heather.  A Novel.  By  Wilijam  Bi.ack. 
12»no,  Cloth  (uniform  with  •*  Harper’s  Library  Edition” 
of  Black’s  Novels),  pp.  4D8,  $1  25-  New  York  : Harper 
and  Brothers. 
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of  a stalwart  and  handsome  Highland  laddie. 
Interspersed  throughout  the  story  at  season- 
able intervals  are  a number  of  love  lyrics, 
many  of  which  are  keyed  in  a tone  of  great 
tenderness  and  beauty,  and  are  replete  with 
finely  poetic  imagery  drawn  from  the  free  life 
and  the  beauteous  scenery  of  the  neighboring 
lochs  and  mountains.  The  tale  is  one  to  linger 
over  as  one  does  over  a rare  feast  of  many 
courses. 


In  his  new  volume,  The  Boy  Travellers  in 
South  Jmet'ica ,4  Mr.  Thomas  W.  Knox  proposes 
to  carry  his  large  army  of  young  readers  along 
with  him  in  au  imaginary  journey  nearer  home 
than  any  they  bave  hitherto  taken  in  his  com- 
panionship, or  rather  in  that  of  those  pleasant 
coinages  of  his  fancy,  Frank  Bassett,  Fred 
Bronson,  and  good  Dr.  Bronson.  As  was  the 
case  in  the  former  volumes  of  the  “Boy  Trav- 
eller” series,  although  the  journey  is  an  imagi- 
nary one,  and  its  characters  and  incidents  gen- 
erally fictitious,  the  facts  and  descriptions  are 
substantially  iii  consonance  with  the  reality. 
Many  of  these  are  drawn  from  Mr.  Knox’s  own 
experiences,  and  others  from  the  observations 
of  a multitude  of  travellers,  from  Humboldt 
down,  one  or  other  of  whom  had  penetrated 
every  portion  of  South  America;  so  that  when 
he  relates  the  travels  and  adventures  of  his 
boy  travellers  he  is  really  giving  his  readers 
the  substance  of  all  that  is  to  be  found  iu  the 
best  and  most  recent  works,  re-enforced  by  his 
own  personal  notes  and  recollections.  Al- 
though the  book  is  designed  primarily  for 
youth,  it  would  be  difficult  for  readers  of  ma- 
ture years  to  find  another  volume  which  com- 
presses wdthin  so  limited  a space  so  large  an 
amount  of  attractive  and  valuable  matter  con- 
cerning the  sister  continent. 


The  incidents  and  events  of  the  early  and 
more  heroic  period  of  our  national  life  are  al- 
ways highly  attractive  to  the  young  aud  ar- 
dent among  us,  and  wiien  justly  celebrated  in 
prose  or  verse  are  peculiarly  adapted  to  keep 
the  embers  of  patriotism  alive  in  their  bos- 
oms. Dr.  Thomas  Duun  English  has  made  a 
happy  choice  of  some  of  the  more  stirring  of 
these  historic  incidents  for  reproduction  in 
the  riugiug  ballad  verse  so  dear  to  youth,  in 
the  hope  that  he  might  thus  arouse  their 
amor  pat  nee  and  keep  it  brightly  burning;  and 
they  have  been  garnered  by  him  iu  a hand- 
some illustrated  volume,  to  which  lie  has  given 
the  title  of  The  BoyJs  Book  of  Battle  Lyrics .#  As 


the  title  intimates,  the  incidents  that  are  cele- 
brated are  almost  eutirely  those  which  arc  of 
a martial  character,  and  they  relate  to  events 
which  have  a special  significance,  either  for 
the  individual  heroism  that  was  displayed  in 
them  or  for  the  important  influence  they  ex- 
erted upon  the  fortunes  and  destinies  of  our 
country.  Among  the  incidents  that  Dr.  Eng- 
lish has  here  “chanted  in  song”  for  the  delec- 
tation of  “Young  America”  are  the  Burning 
of  Jamestown,  the  Sack  of  Deerfield,  in  the  co- 
lonial times,  the  Fight  at  Lexington,  the  Bom- 
bardment of  Fort  Sullivan,  the  Fight  at  Oris- 
kany,  and  the  Battles  of  Bennington,  Trenton, 
Monmouth,  King’s  Mountain,  and  the  Cow- 
pens  in  the  Revolutionary  war,  aud  the  Battle 
of  New  Orleans,  in  the  war  of  1812. 


Mr.  Howard  Pyle’s  new  book  for  young 
people,  Pepper  and  Salt , or  Seasoning  for  Young 
Folk?  has  the  genuine  flavor  of  the  old-fashion- 
ed books  of  fable,  apologue,  and  fairy  lore 
which  have  maintained  a hold  upon  the  fancy 
of  children  for  generations,  and  have  remained 
their  prime  favorites  in  spite  of  the  attempts 
that  have  been  made  to  dislodge  them  by  au- 
thors who  wonld  fain  have  old  heads  grow  on 
young  shoulders,  and  to  this  end  toil  painful- 
ly to  array  useful  knowledge  in  the  garb  of 
the  nursery.  Evidently  Mr.  Pyle  is  of  the  opin- 
ion that  the  days  of  childhood’s  free  and  hap- 
py abandon  aro  few  and  brief  enough,  and 
that  it  is  a false  philanthropy  to  shorten  them. 
And  in  this  new  volume  dedicated  to  the  en- 
tertainment of  children  he  has  made  both  his 
pen  and  his  pencil  contribute  of  their  treasures 
to  heighten  tho  natural  buoyancy  and  to  quick- 
en and  amuse  tho  spontaneous  fancy  of  child- 
hood, while  at  the  same  time  he  ever  subtly 
introduces  some  kindly  teaching  or  obvious 
moral  that  shall  teach  the  heart  and  influence 
the  conduct.  The  stories,  fables,  apologues, 
and  fairy  tales  in  prose  and  verse  w ith  which 
Mr.  Pyle  has  freighted  this  beautiful  volume 
are  a happy  blending  of  the  real  and  the  ideal, 
the  matter-of-fact  and  the  fanciful,  and  they 
are  copiously  illustrated  with  quaint  outline 
drawings,  whose  spirited  antique  forms  w’ill 
be  a perpetual  provocation  to  the  curiosity  of 
his  young  readers  and  a rich  field  for  their 
amusement. 


The  Principles  of  Expression  in  Piano-forte 
Playing • is  an  elaborate  treatise  addressed  to 
the  needs  of  those  who  aspire  to  excellence  as 
pianists,  either  as  teachers  or  amateurs,  as 


* The  Boy  Travellers  in  South  America.  Adventures 
of  Two  Youths  in  a Journey  through  Ecuador,  Peru, 
Bolivia,  Brazil,  Paraguay,  Argentine  Republic,  ana 
Chili.  With  Descriptions  of  Patagonia  and  Tierra  del 
Fuego,  and  Voyages  upon  the  Amazon  and  La  Plata 
Rivers.  By  Thomas  \V.  Knox.  With  Colored  Front- 
ispiece, Profuse  Illustrations,  and  Maps.  8vo,  Orna- 
mental Cloth,  pp.  514,  $3  00.  New  York : Harper  and 
Brothers. 

* The  Boy's  Book  of  Battle  Lyrics . A Collection  of 
Verses  illustrating  some  Notable  Events  in  the  History 
of  the  United  States  of  America,  from  the  Colonial 


Period  to  the  Outbreak  of  the  Civil  War.  By  Titomab 
Dunn  English,  M.D.,  LL.D.  With  Historical  Notes, 
and  Numerous  Engravings  of  Persons,  Scenes,  and 
Places.  8vo,  Illuminated  Cloth,  pp.  180,  $2  00.  New 
York  : Harper  ami  Brothers. 

7 Pepper  ami  Salt ; ot\  Seasoning  for  Young  Folk.  Pre- 
pared by  Howard  Pyle.  Royal  4to.  Illuminated  Cloth, 

Iip.  122,  $2  00.  Illustrated.  New  York  : Harper  and 
Irothers. 

* The  J^Hncijjles  of  Expression  in  Piano  f m is  Flaying. 
By  Adolph  F.  Cuuistianl  8v«,  Cloth,  pp.  904,  $9  00. 
New  York:  Harper  and  Brothers. 
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professional  artists  or  as  lovers  of  the  art  for 
its  own  sake.  For  their  benefit  its  author, 
Mr.  Adolph  Cbristiani,  has  prepared  a thor- 
oughly systematic  exposition  ami  manual  of 
the  leading  principles  of  pianistic  expression, 
covering  the  ground  of  the  motors  of  expression, 
the  office  and  nature  of  accents , the  force  of 
musical  sounds,  or  melody , and  the.  office  and 
nature  of  fact  and  time  in  music.  Large  atten- 
tion is  given  to  practice  and  technique,  and 
numerous  examples  are  chosen  from  the  most 
eminent  musical  composers  and  artists  to  illus- 
trate the  principles  that  are  advanced  and  the 
directions  that  are  given  for  their  practical 
application.  The  treatise  is  excellently  adapt- 
ed to  assist  beginners  in  mastering  the  ele- 
mentary principles  of  the  art,  while,  as  it  pro- 
ceeds to  the  more  advanced  and  difficult  stages, 
it  abounds  in  valuable  suggestions  for  those 
who  have  long  since  passed  their  novitiate. 


The  method  which  Mr.  Higginson  has  em- 
ployed in  the  preparation  of  his  Larger  History 
of  the  United  States9  is  an  exceedingly  attractive 
one.  lustead  of  giving  an  account  in  labori- 
ous detail  of  all  the  events  that  occurred  day 
by  day  or  year  by  year  in  the  course  of  our 
history,  and  thus  rendering  the  reading  of  it 
distasteful  to  the  young  and  impossible  to 
many  of  mature  years,  he  has  adopted  the  plan 
of  breaking  up  the  story  of  our  national  life 
into  a succession  of  distinct  scenes,  each  illus- 
trating some  important  stage  in  its  progress 
and  development,  aud  of  grouping  under  each 
tbe  most  striking  and  picturesque  features 
that  have  distinguished  it.  In  this  way  the 
reader  is  enabled  to  see  at  a glance  the  polit- 
ical, social,  religious,  and  intellectual  condi- 
tion of  the  people  at  every  stage,  to  note  their 
life  and  manners,  and  to  catch  the  spirit  and 
temper  of  the  times.  Each  chapter  represents 
a scene  or  act  in  the  drama  of  the  national  life ; 
and  while  each  is  complete  in  itself,  they  are 
nil  held  together,  like  the  links  of  a chain,  at 
the  points  of  contact.  Mr.  Higginson’s  style 
is  of  a kind  to  make  a strong  and  wholesome 
impression  upon  youthful  readers.  Never  in- 
dulging in  mere  rhetoric,  he  yet  writes  with 
an  eloquence  aud  a fervor  that  are  very  cap- 
tivating, while  his  treatment  of  topics  and 
his  groupings  of  men  and  eveuts  win  the 
reader  to  look  beneath  the  surface  of  things, 
aud  to  reflect  upon  their  operative  causes, 
their  spirit  and  tendencies.  The  stages,  or 
scenes,  in  the  life  of  our  country  upon  which 
Mr.  Higginson  concentrates  his  attention,  and 
uuder  which  he  presents  graphic  views  of  men 
and  manners,  aud  of  the  growth  of  the  colo- 
nies, aud  the  development  of  the  national  idea 
among  them,  are  the  following:  The  First 
Americans,  The  Visit  of  the  Vikings,  The  Spau- 

* A Larger  History  of  the  United  States  of  America . to 
the  Close  of  I*resident  Jackson's  Administration.  By 
Thomas  Wentwoiitii  Higginson.  Illustrated  by  Maps, 
Plans.  Portraits,  and  other  Enjrravimrs.  8vo,  Cloth, 
pp.  482,  $3  50.  New  York  • Harper  and  Brothers. 


ish  Discoveries,  The  Old  English  Seamen,  The 
French  Voyageurs,  An  English  Nation,  The 
Hundred  Years’  War,  The  Second  Generation 
of  Englishmen  in  America,  The  British  Yoke, 
The  Dawning  of  Independence,  The  Great 
Declaration,  The  Birth  of  a Nation,  etc.  Among 
the  many  excellent  illustrations  of  the  volume 
is  included  perhaps  the  fluest  collection  of  por- 
traits of  our  patriots  aud  statesmen  that  has 
yet  appeared  in  an  American  book. 


Mr.  Allen  Dodworth’s  graceful  and  genial 
manual  on  Dancing , and  Its  Relations  to  Educa- 
tion and  Social  Life 10  deserves  to  become,  as  it 
doubtless  will  become  when  its  meritorious 
qualities  are  adequately  known,  an  indispen- 
sable volnme  to  every  cultivated  social  circle. 
Unlike  the  insipid  hooks  of  etiquette,  which 
usually  undertake  to  teach  society  what  it 
already  kuows  infinitely  better  than  they  can 
tell,  Mr.  Dodworth  has  something  to  say  that 
is  worth  knowing,  and  of  which  he  can  speak 
more  intelligently  than  the  most  accomplished 
member  of  the  most  exclusive  social  circle. 
His  treatise  covers  the  entire  field  of  danciug — 
as  a wholesome  and  graceful  exercise,  as  an 
innoceut  and  delightsome  recreation,  and  as 
one  of  the  most  elegant  of  social  accomplish- 
ments. It  shows  how  dancing  may  be  taught 
and  conducted  so  as  to  combine  ail  this,  from 
the  “ first  position”  to  the  poetry  of  motion 
which  is  its  culminating  charm;  and  it  com- 
prises minute  directions  and  instructions  for 
all  kinds  of  dauces,  from  the  simplest  to  the 
most  complex.  

Mrs.  Washington’s  Unrivalled  Cook  Book  and 
Housekeeper'1  s Guide 11  carries  off  the  palm  from 
all  similar  collections,  not  only  because  its  re- 
ceipts are  practical  and  inexpensive,  but  also 
because  it  contains  a larger  proportion  than 
can  be  found  elsewhere  of  those  savory  aud 
delicious  dishes,  for  which  the  gentlewomen  of 
the  South  are  so  deservedly  famous.  Besides 
some  two  hundred  creole  receipts,  each  of 
which  makes  one’s  mouth  water,  there  are  a 
nnraber  of  Virginia  and  Mary  land  receipts,  both 
old  and  new,  and  of  old-fash ioued  English  and 
Scotch  receipts  of  approved  excellence,  to- 
gether with  others  that  have  been  tried  in  the 
balance  and  not  found  wanting,  derived  from 
French,  German,  Italian,  and  Russian  sources, 
and  from  New  England  and  the  Middle  States. 
For  general  and  popular  use,  and  for  use  by 
all  those  who  would  combine  elegance  of  ta- 
ble style  with  excellence  of  table  provender, 
this  unrivalled  symposium  of  creature  com- 
forts cau  not  he  too  enthusiastically  com- 
mended. 

10  Dancing , and  Its  Relations  to  Education  and  Soctab 
L{fe.  With  a New  Method  of  Instruction,  including 
a Complete  Guide  to  the  Cotillion  (German),  with  250 
Figures.  By  Allen  I)od worth.  Illustrated.  12mo, 
Ornamental  Covers,  pp.  281,  $1  50.  New  York : Har* 
per  and  Brothers. 

11  The  Unrivalled  Cook  Book  and  Housekeeper's  Guide. 
By  Mrs.  Washington.  12mo,  Water-proof  Cloth,  pp. 
648,  $2  00.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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CHRISTIAN  doctrine  is  a subject  that 
challenges  the  living  and  practical  in- 
terest not  only  of  the  theological  or  the 
historical  student,  hut  of  every  thoughtful 
and  intelligent  person.  Professor  Henry  C. 
Sheldon,  who  iills  the  chair  of  historical  the- 
ology in  Boston  University,  has  made  a study 
of  this  living  issue,  the  results  of  which  are 
presented  in  a History  of  Christian  Doctrine ,* 
which  is  remarkable  alike  for  its  strict  impar- 
tiality, its  accurate  and  extensive  erudition, 
and  the  masterly  condensation  of  its  state- 
ments and  citations.  The  work  is  a historical 
survey  and  summary  of  the  various  forms  that 
Christian  belief  and  doctrine  have  assumed, 
from  the  close  of  the  Apostolic  age  to  the  pre- 
sent year,  in  the  course  of  which  their  perma- 
nent features  arc  shown,  their  evolution  and 
development,  their  transitions  aud  modifica- 
tions, are  outlined,  and  the  causes  which  led 
to  or  produced  them  are  traced,  the  whole 
being  exemplified  cither  by  evidence  drawn 
from  the  works  of  representative  thinkers, 
writers,  reformers,  and  innovators  in  patristic 
or  later  times,  or  by  that  which  is  furnished 
by  churches,  councils,  synods,  aud  other  eccle- 
siastical bodies.  In  all  instances  the  evidence 
that  is  adduced  is  stated  in  the  literal  lan- 
guage of  the  authorities  cited,  and  specific 
reference  is  made  to  the  originals.  In  these 
delicate  and  difficult  portions  of  his  task,  Pro- 
fessor Sheldon  exhibits  a judicial  equipoise 
that  is  very  impressive.  Seldom  indulging  in 
speculation  or  direct  comment,  and  sedulously 
avoiding  any  resort  to  partisau  advocacy  of 
favorite  theological  theories  or  dogmas,  the 
author  has  made  his  volumes  a repertory  that 
may  be  consulted  by  all  evangelical  denomi- 
nations with  the  certainty  of  obtaining  full  in- 
formation, accurately  ami  fairly  stated,  much 
of  which  is  practically  inaccessible  even  to 
the  majority  of  scholars.  Professor  Sheldon 
treats  the  subject  under  five  heads  or  periods, 
each  of  which  has  its  distinguishing  though 
not  exclusive  characteristic.  The  first  period, 
from  the  close  of  the  Apostolic  age  to  a.d.  320, 
when  it  was  necessary  to  defend  Christian- 
ity as  a wholo  against  heathenism  and  also 
against  radical  and  dangerous  heresies,  is  styled 
the  Age  of  Apology.  The  second,  from  a.d. 
320  to  a.d.  726,  as  having  been  the  period  of 
sharp  controversy  over  individual  points  of  the 
Christian  system,  is  termed  the  Age  of  Polem- 
ics. The  third,  or  medieval  period,  from  a.d. 
726  to  a.d.  1517,  was  characterized  by  the  en- 
deavor to  systematize  and  defend  the  existing 
faith  of  the  Church,  and  is  known  as  the  Age 
of  Scholasticism.  In  the  fourth,  from  a.d.  1517 
to  a.d.  1720,  Protestantism  was  called  upon  to 
define  and  vindicate  its  position  against  Ro- 

1 History  of  Christian  Doctrine.  By  II.  C.  Sheldon, 
Professor  ot  Church  History  in  Boston  University. 
2 vols.,  pp.  xiv.  8vo.  Cloth,  $3f50  per  set.  New 
York : Hurperuujd  Urothersfe 
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maoism,  Romanism  was  stimulated  to  make 
an  elaborate  and  authoritative  restatement  of 
its  faith,  and,  again,  Protestantism  was  split 
into  a number  of  sects,  each  bent  on  vindi- 
cating its  own  special  tenets;  consequently 
creeds  aud  controversies  abounded,  and  the 
period  is  appropriately  designated  the  Age  of 
Confessions.  The  fifth  period,  from  a.d.  1720 
to  the  present  time,  has  been  distinguished  by 
an  assertion  of  the  claims  of  reason  against 
those  of  revelation,  or,  in  other  words,  of  the 
natural  against  those  of  the  supernatural,  to- 
gether with  attempts  to  reconcile  the  oppos- 
ing claims,  and  lienee  it  is  called  the  Age  of 
Strife  aud  Attempted  Reconciliation.  The 
work  is  so  conveniently  arranged  under  these 
periods  that  while  the  doctrine  of  each  pe- 
riod concerning  the  Godhead,  Creation  and 
Creatures,  the  Redeemer  and  Redemption,  the 
Church  and  the  Sacraments,  and  the  factors  that 
are  instrumental  in  its  development  or  modi- 
fication, together  with  a view  of  the  philoso- 
phy, heresies,  etc.,  of  the  period,  are  grouped 
ami  stated  in  specific  chapters  under  the  di- 
vision appropriated  to  the  period,  the  combined 
statements  of  the  separate  chapters  in  all  the 
periods  form  a complete  and  connected  history, 
in  duo  chronological  sequence,  of  the  partic- 
ular subject  or  subjects  treated  in  those  chap- 
ters. For  instance,  the  first  chapter  of  each 
period  or  age  is  devoted  to  a statement  of  the 
factors  in  the  doctrinal  development  of  that 
period  ; and  if  these  five  first  chapters  are  read 
continuously,  we  shall  have  an  exhaustive  and 
uninterrupted  historical  view  of  the  factors  in 
the  doctrinal  development  of  the  entire  five 
periods;  that  is  to  say,  of  the  past  eighteen 
centuries.  In  a similar  way  the  other  topics 
treated  under  each  period  may  he  read  con- 
secutively with  like  results.  Professor  Shel- 
don’s style  is  clear,  nervous,  epigrammatic,  and 
absolutely  free  from  either  rhetorical  nour- 
ish or  the  dry  dust  of  pedantry.  In  his  two 
encyclopaedic  volumes  he  has  condensed  the 
fruits  of  his  vast  and  systematic  reading  with- 
in limits  so  narrow  that  the  most  captious 
censor  will  find  it  difficult  to  point  out  a su- 
perfluous or  unnecessary  line. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  problems  that 
can  engage  the  attention  of  the  human  mind 
is  discussed  with  singular  cogency  of  argu- 
ment and  wealth  of  Biblical  illustration  and 
enforcement,  and  in  a style  of  great  beauty 
and  lucidity,  by  Dr.  Hermann  Cromer,  Profess- 
or of  Theology  in  the  University  of  Greifswahl, 
and  one  of  the  very  foremost  of  the  decidedly 
evangelical  scholars  of  Germany,  in  a little 
volume  hearing  the  impressive  tit  le,  Beyond  the 
Grave.9  The  aim  of  the  distinguished  author 

2 Beyond  the  Grate.  By  Hermann  Cremf.r.  Professor 
of  Theology  in  the  University  of  Ureifswald.  Trans- 
lated from  the  German  by  the  Uev.  Samuel  T.  Low  hie, 

D.D.  With  an  Introduction  by  the  Itev.  A.  A.  Hodge. 
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is  to  sliow  the  condition  of  man  after  death  in 
that  intermediate  state  which  intervenes  be- 
tween the  departure  of  the  soul  from  the  body 
ou  earth  and  the  fiual  resurrection,  and  also 
to  set  forth  the  prominent  position  that  the 
resurrection  of  the  body  occupies  in  the  Bible. 
There  is  no  attempt  at  theoretical  exegesis  or 
fanciful  speculation  in  his  treatment  of  these 
gravely  interesting  subjects,  least  of  all  any 
disposition  to  penetrate  the  hidden  secrets  of 
tho  Divine  will  and  purpose  ; and  its  doctrine, 
as  is  vouched  for  in  an  introduction  by  Professor 
Hodge,  of  Princeton,  except  in  one  particular, 
that  of  the  possibility  of  conversion  after 
death,  “ is  completely  in  accord  with  the  strait- 
est  standards  of  orthodoxy.”  Indeed,  the  au- 
thor’s method  is  purely  Biblical  and  non-spec- 
ulative,  and  the  positions  that  he  takes  are 
based  upon  his  reverent  and  very  acute  inter- 
pretations of  the  Scriptures.  Dr.  Cremer 
holds  some  original  and  rather  peculiar  views, 
especially  with  reference  to  the  point  just  in- 
dicated, and  also  as  relates  to  the  condition 
beyond  the  grave  of  those  who  died  under  the 
old  dispensation,  before  Christ  came  to  redeem 
man,  which  condition  he  assumes  to  have  been 
different  from  and  less  blissful  than  that  of 
those  who  have  lived  and  died  since  Christ 
purchased  their  redemption  by  His  sacrifice  of 
Himself  upon  tho  cross.  Tho  subjects  treated 
are  profoundly  interesting  in  themselves,  and 
are  made  trebly  so  by  the  force  and  simplicity 
with  which  they  arc  discussed,  and  the  strong 
warrant  that  is  shown  for  them  in  the  Reveal- 
ed Word.  Appended  to  this  thoughtful  and 
eminently  instructive  treatise  is  a tenderly 
consolatory  essay  on  tho  “Death  of  Little 
Children,”  and  their  condition  beyond  the 
grave.  The  volume  is  enriched  with  an  able 
introduction  by  Professor  A.  A.  Hodge,  D.D., 
elucidating  the  style  and  method  of  Dr.  Cre- 
mer,  and  traversing  some  of  his  opinions;  and 
also  by  a scholarly  note  by  the  translator  and 
American  editor,  the  Rev.  Samuel  T.  Lowrie, 
D.D.,  criticising  the  author’s  views  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  possibility  of  conversion  after  death, 
but  indorsing  the  remainder  of  the  treatise. 


The  volumes  that  have  been  included  by 
the  Messrs.  Harper  in  their  “ Student’s  Series”3 

D.D.,  Professor  of  Didactic  and  Polemic  Theology, 
Princeton  Theological  Seminary.  lGmn,  Cloth,  pp.  xl, 
154,  75  Cents.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

3 ‘'The  Student's  Series.  12mo.  Cloth,  Illustrated. 
Twenty-one  Volumes.  Ancient  lt'utory  of  the  East . By 
Philip  Smith.  §1  25.  Cox’s  General  Ilie tonj of  Greece. 
§1  135.  History  of  Greece.  By  William  Smith.  Si  25. 
Liddeli/h  History  of  Rome.  $1  25.  Meiuvale’s  General 
History  of  Hotne.  §1  25.  Gibbon’s  Decline  and  Fall  of 
the  Homan  Empire . $1  25.  The  Student's  Classical  Dic- 
tionary. Si  25.  Htmk’s  History  of  England.  $1  50. 
Hallam’h  Constitutional  Histcenj  of  England.  01  25. 
Sthickland  s Queens  of  England.  $1  25.  Hallam's 
Middle  Ages.  $1  25.  Lewis’s  History  of  Germany. 
$150.  History  of  France.  $125.  Old  ' Testament  His- 
tory. gl  25.  At w Testament  History.  $1  25.  Manual 
of  Ecclesiastical  History.  Parts  I.  and  II.  $1  50  each. 
Skeat’s  Etymological  Dictionary.  $125.  Lyell’s  Ele- 
ments of  Geology.  $1  25.  History  of  Modern  Europe. 
(In  press.)  Wescott  and  Hout’s  Greek  Testament,  tin 
press.) 
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comprise  an  exceedingly  well-selected  collection 
of  books,  by  writers  of  acknowledged  eminence 
iu  their  Bcveral  specialties,  and  intended  as 
manuals  or  text-books  in  colleges  and  iu  the 
higher  departments  of  public  and  private  high 
schools.  The  series  is  unequalled  by  any  oth- 
er educational  series  iu  excellence  or  extent. 
While  each  separate  volume  is  of  such  a qual- 
ity that  it  must  prove  a constant  and  great  aid 
to  tho  student  who  is  pursuing  the  particular 
course  to  which  it  relates,  the  entire  series  is 
in  itself  a complete  reference  library,  and 
should  form  a part  of  the  equipment  of  every 
college  and  high  school  library.  But  the  value 
of  this  excellent  series  can  be  intelligently  esti- 
mated only  after  a view  in  some  detail  of  its 
scope  and  of  the  subjects  treated  in  it,  and  after 
a consideration  also  of  the  quality  aud  charac- 
ter of  each  one  of  the  score  of  volumes  of  which 
it  is  composed. 

Seven  volumes  of  the  series  are  allotted  to 
Ancient  History,  each  being  devoted  to  a spe- 
cific department,  and  all  combined  forming  a 
continuous  and  very  complete  survey  of  the 
entire  field.  Thus — referring  to  each  of  these 
volumes  iu  the  order  of  the  period  to  which  it 
relates — the  “ beginnings”  of  secular  history 
are  admirably  epitomized  by  Philip  Smith, 
B.A.,  a historical  writer  of  exemplary  abil- 
ity, in  the  volume  entitled  The  Ancient  His- 
tory of  the  East.  Mr.  Smith’s  survey  extends 
from  the  prehistoric  and  earliest  historic  times 
to  the  Conquest  of  Tyre  by  Alexander  the 
Great,  about  332  B.c.,  aud  it  includes  sketches 
of  the  history  of  the  great  Oriental  states — 
Egypt,  Assyria,  Babylonia,  Media,  Persia,  Asia 
Minor,  aud  Phoenicia.  The  work  is  based  on 
an  independent  study  of  the  ancient  writers, 
coupled  with  a careful  and  discriminating  use 
of  the  best  modern  authorities.  The  next  vol- 
ume in  the  order  of  time  is  a General  History  of 
Greece,  by  George  W.  Cox,  M.A.  This  gentle- 
man is  oue  of  the  ablest  and  most  painstak- 
ing of  our  contemporaneous  historians,  and  bis 
volume  includes — after  brilliant  preliminary 
sketches  of  prehistoric  Hellas,  of  the  origin 
and  growth  of  Hellenic  civilization,  and  of  the 
intellectual  characteristics  and  education  of 
tho  Greeks — a full  outliue  of  the  history  of 
Greece  from  510  b.c.,  to  the  death  of  Alexander 
the  Great,  323  b.c.  Two  supplementary  chap- 
ters briefly  epitomize  the  history  and  fortunes 
of  the  Greek  people  from  the  death  of  Alexan- 
der to  the  deposition  of  Kiug  Otlio  in  1682. 
This  is  one  of  the  best  of  the  smaller  histories 
of  Greece,  and  its  style  is  delightful.  Cover- 
ing nearly  hut  not  quite  the  same  period,  is 
A Rklory  of  Greece  from  the  Earliest  Times  to 
tnc  lloman  Conquest,  by  William  Smith,  LL.D. 
As  the  author  of  the  previously  named  history 
follows  the  theories  of  the  celebrated  German 
historian  Ernst  Curtins,  especially  in  the  as- 
sumption that  mythology  is  a key  to  the  early 
civilizations,  and  also  iu  his  manifestation  of 
monarchical  sympathies  when  dealing  with  po- 
litical questions,  so  Dr.  Smith  adopts  the  re- 
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publican  convictions  of  the  yet  more  celebrated 
English  historian  George  Grote,  and  liases  his 
work  mainly  on  the  lines  of  the  larger  history 
of  that  great  historical  scholar,  though  it  is 
not  without  evidences  of  original  and  inde- 
pendent investigations  of  his  own.  The  work 
is  especially  full  in  its  outlines  of  Grecian  geog- 
raphy, and  in  its  summary  of  the  growth  of  the 
Grecian  states  and  colonies.  It  is  also  enrich- 
ed with  valuable  supplementary  chapters  on 
the  history  of  Greek  literature  and  art.  Three 
volumes  in  this  department-  having  treated  of 
the  great  Oriental  monarchies  and  of  Greece, 
as  many  more  are  appropriated  to  the  history 
of  Koine.  Of  these,  the  History  of  Rome , by  Dr. 
Liddell,  Dean  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  has 
been  aptly  described  by  an  able  historical  critic 
as  “ a book  as  full  of  facts  as  an  egg  is  of  meat, 
a store-house  of  accurate  information  by  a care- 
ful scholar.”  This  work  was  prepared  by  its 
learned  author  expressly  as  a student’s  man- 
ual. It  embraces  the  period  from  the  found- 
ing of  the  city,  753  n.C.,  to  the  tinal  establish- 
ment of  the  Imperial  Monarchy  32  n.c.  Its 
chapters  on  the  physical  geography  and  the 
early  populations  of  Italy  are  especially  inter- 
esting and  valuable.  The  General  History  of 
Rome , by  Charles  Merivale,  D. I).,  Dean  of  Ely, 
covers  the  ground  traversed  by  Dr.  Liddell,  and 
carries  the  history  down  some  five  hundred 
years  later,  to  the  fall  of  August-ulus,  a.i>.  476. 
His  work  is  less  crowded  with  facts  and  de- 
tails than  is  that  of  Dr.  Liddell,  hut  his  ar- 
rangement and  groupings  of  materials  are  far 
more  effective,  and  his  style  is  much  more  en- 
gaging. This  history  is  one  of  results  and 
conclusions  rather  than  of  evidences,  and  it  is 
remarkable  for  the  lightness  of  its  literary 
touch,  and  the  truth  and  spirit  of  its  portraits 
of  men  and  its  pictures  of  life  and  manners. 
This  department  is  completed  by  an  excellent 
abridgment  of  Gibbon’s  famous  History  of  the 
Decline  and  Fall  of  Hie  Roman  Empire , by  William 
Smith,  LL.D.  Of  the  character  and  merits  of 
Gibbon’s  great  work  it  would  bean  affectation 
to  speak  at  this  day.  It-  is  enough  to  say  that 
it  forms  the  connecting  link  between  Ancient 
and  Modern  History,  and  that  while  Dr.  Smith 
has  omitted  or  treated  very  brielly  the  polem- 
ical discussions  and  many  circumstances  of  in- 
ferior importance  that  entered  into  Gibbon’s 
text,  lie  has  preserved  intact  all  of  the  original 
work  that  relates  to  those  grander  events  and 
more  imposing  personages  that  have  influenced 
the  course  of  history.  He  has  also  incorpo- 
rated in  his  version  of  Gibbon’s  text  the  re- 
searches of  recent  scholars  and  commentators. 
Finally,  this  branch  of  the  “ Student’s  Series” 
is  equipped  with  an  indispensable  auxiliary 
reference  volume,  being  a compendious  yet  suf- 
ficiently lull  and  comprehensive  Classical  Dic- 
tionary of  Biography,  Mythology,  and  Geog- 
raphy, by  Dr.  William  Smith.  All  the  above 
are  fully  illustrated  with  engravings  aud 
equipped  with  maps. 

Modern  Hijdory  is  treated  with  equal  abil- 
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ity,  and  on  a like  extensive  scale  with  Ancient 
History  in  this  sterling  series.  The  volumes 
appropriated  to  it  are  as  follows:  A History  of 
England , by  the  late  Professor  J.  S.  Brewer,  of 
King’s  College,  Loudon.  This  volume  was  pre- 
pared by  its  accomplished  author  expressly  as 
a Student’s  Manual.  It  is  based  on  the  history 
of  Hume,  corrected  and  supplemented  by  the 
results  of  the  investigations  of  recent  trust- 
worthy historians,  aud  also  by  the  fruits  of 
Professor  Brewer’s  own  independent  research- 
es. In  addition  to  the  period  covered  by 
Hume,  it  continues  the  survey  of  English  his- 
tory from  the  dose  of  the  Stuart  dynasty,  where 
Hume  left  it,  through  the  later  periods,  until 
the  Treaty  of  Berlin  in  1878. — The  Constitutional 
History  of  England , by  Henry  Ilallam.  This 
standard  work  was  justly  pronounced  by  one 
of  the  greatest  modern  critics  and  historians 
44  the  best  and  most  impartial  book  he  had 
ever  read.”  44  I ts  w hole  spirit,”  says  Macaulay, 

“ is  that  of  the  bench,  not  that  of  the  bar. 
Eminently  judicial,  it  sums  up  with  a calm, 
steady  impartiality,  turning  neither  to  the 
right  nor  to  the  left,  glossing  over  nothing 
and  extenuating  nothing.”  Dr.  Smith  has 
prepared  this  important  history  for  a manual, 
leaving  the  great  hulk  of  the  work  practically 
unchanged,  omitting  nothing  of  importance, 
and  incorporating  the  author’s  latest  additions 
and  corrections. — Lives  of  the  Queens  of  England 
is  an  abridgment  bj’  Miss  Strickland  herself, 
with  a view  to  its  use  in  schools,  of  her  de- 
lightful larger  biographical,  historical,  and  an- 
ecdotal work  of  the  same  name,  with  additions 
by  Caroline  G.  Parker,  continuing  the  44  lives" 
to  our  own  times.  - View  of  the  State  of  Europe 
During  the  Middle  Ages , by  Henry  Ilallam.  This 
standard  work  comprises  the  period  from  tin? 
middle  of  the  fifth  to  the  end  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  or  from  the  establishment  of  Clovis 
in  Gaul  to  the  invasion  of  Italy  by  Charles 
the  Eighth  of  France.  It  exhibits  the  same 
admirable  qualities  of  impartiality,  of  enlight- 
ened hut  cautious  philosophy,  and  of  firm  hut 
temperate  love  of  liberty  that  distinguished 
the  same  author’s  Constitutional  History  of  Eng- 
land. This  edition  of  the  work  has  been  pre- 
pared by  Dr.  William  Smith,  with  the  concur- 
rence of  Halhim’s  representatives,  and  is  en- 
riched with  the  results  of  the  author’s  latest 
researches,  and  with  additions  from  more  re- 
cent historical  writers. — A History  of  Germany 
from  the  Earliest  Times , by  Charlton  T.  Lewis, 
is  founded  on  Dr.  David  MUl lev's  popular  His- 
tory of  the  Gentian  People , hut  with  important 
additions  illustrative  of  the  empire  before  the 
period  of  the  Reformation,  derived  principally 
from  Ranke,  Menzel,  and  Wirth,  and  of  the 
principal  events  that  have  occurred  in  Ger- 
many since  1870,  by  Mr.  Lewis  himself.  Pre- 
sident Adams,  of  Cornell  University,  in  his  ex- 
cellent Manual  of  Historical  Literature,  has  just- 
ly pronounced  it  “the  best  brief  history  of 
Germany  for  the  use  of  students  we  have.”  The 
name  of  the  author  of  A History  of  France  is 
, Original  from  . 
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not  disclosed,  but  it  is  evidently  the  work  of 
an  English  scholar  who  is  intimately  acquaint- 
ed with  its  literature  and  history.  It  gives  a 
perspicuous  view  of  French  history  in  all  its 
departments,  from  the  earliest  beginnings  of 
the  national  life  to  the  establishment  of  the 
Second  Empire  in  1852.  The  work  epitomizes 
the  relations  of  the  most  eminent  French  his- 
torians, especially  including  Henri  Martin, 
Velly  and  Villaret,  Sismoudi  and  Lavall^e,  for 
modern  times,  and  for  tho  earlier  times  Guizot, 
the  two  Thierrys,  and  Lolmeron. — A History  of 
Modern  Europe , by  a standard  historical  writer, 
now  in  tho  press  of  the  Messrs.  Harper  for  ear- 
ly publication  simultaneously  with  the  English 
edition,  will  be  a new  volume  in  this  series, 
and  will  add  materially  to  its  value  and  com- 
pleteness in  the  department  of  modern  history. 

The  Department  of  Scripture  and  Ecclesias- 
tical History  is  adequately  provided  for,  in  an- 
other department  of  the  general  series,  by  four 
volumes  of  unusual  excellence.  Of  these,  two 
are  by  Dr.  William  Smith,  whoso  sterling  Dic- 
tionary of  the  Bible  is  recognized  as  a standard 
authority  by  Biblical  scholars;  and  they  are 
respectively  entitled  The  Old  Testament  History , 
from  the  Creation  to  the  Return  of  the  Jews  from 
Captivity,  and  The  New  Testament  History , with 
an  Introduction  Connecting  the  History  of  the  Old 
and  New  Testaments . Both  volumes  are  models 
of  what  manuals  of  Scripture  History  should 
he,  reverential,  sympathetic,  full,  accurate, 
scholarly,  aud  replete  with  materials  derived 
from  the  best  and  most  authentic  sources, 
bearing  upon  the  books  of  the  Bible,  tlieir  au- 
thors, the  date  of  tlieir  composition,  their  spe- 
cial or  leading  characteristics,  the  history  that 
is  recorded  in  them,  and  whatever  throws  light 
on  the  general  purpose  and  scope  of  the  sacred 
text.  The  other  two  are  lThe  History  of  the 
Christian  Church  During  the  first  Ten  Centuries , 
and  The  History  of  the  Chnstian  Church  During 
the  Middle  Ages . These  volumes  are  by  Mr. 
Philip  Smith,  the  author  of  The  Ancient  History 
of  the  East , aud  the  two  combined  form  a very 
compact  ami  complete  manual  of  ecclesias- 
tical history  from  the  advent  of  our  Saviour 
to  the  Reformation.  They  embody  concisely, 
hut  with  satisfactory  fullness,  symmetry,  and 
literary  grace,  an  orderly  and  consecutive  view 
of  all  the  important  facts,  movements,  crises, 
aud  events,  aud  of  all  the  important  person- 
ages who  have  been  associated  with  them, 
which  for  sixteen  centuries  exerted  a plastic 
influence  upon  religious  thought  and  activities. 

Tho  remaining  books  in  the  “Student's  Se- 
ries’"— of  course  we  speak  only  of  the  present 
moment,  its  number  being  constantly  added 
to,  and  its  scope  as  constantly  broadened — are 
A Concise  Etymological  Dictionary  of  the  English 
Language,  by  Rev.  Walter  W.  Skeat,  M.A.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Anglo-Saxon  in  the  Uni  versty  of  Cam- 
bridge, and  The  Student's  Elements  of  Geology,  by 
Sir  Charles  Lyell.  The  author  of  the  first- 
named  volume  is  probably  the  most  accom- 
plished liviug  etymologist  of  the  words  of  the 
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Anglo-Saxon,  Old  English,  and  English  peri- 
ods. His  work  is  a perfect  hand-book  of  the  his- 
tory of  the  words  and  grammatical  forms  of 
our  tongue,  presenting  the  parent  forms  and 
stems,  aud  their  mutations  from  the  earliest  to 
the  latest  period,  rightly  spelled  and  accentu- 
ated, and  their  derivations  and  origins  clearly 
designated.  Its  definitions  are  models  of  brevi- 
ty, the  iiso  of  a multiplicity  of  words  and  il- 
lustrative comments  being  rigidly  eliminated 
from  them,  save  only  where  some  special  point 
is  necessary  to  be  known  for  the  sake  of  the 
etymology.  The  Elements  of  Geology  is  an 
abridgment  by  the  distinguished  aut  hor  of  his 
larger  work  on  geology,  made  by  him  with  the 
specific  object,  in  view  of  preparing  an  element- 
ary treatise  of  those  parts  of  the  science  of  ge- 
ology  which  are  the  most  indispensable  to  a 
beginner.  The  changes  required  by  its  pre- 
paration have  given  it  a form  so  different  from 
the  original  work  as  to  render  it  substantially 
a new  work.  Sir  Charles  Lyell  has  himself 
most  aptly  characterized  it  when  lie  describes 
it  as  “a  short  aud  cheap  book  for  beginners, 
in  which  they  may  find  a full  explanation  of 
the  leading  faets  aud  principles  of  geology.” 
This  comprehensive  series  will  shortly  be  fur- 
ther enriched  by  the  addition  of  a volume  con- 
taining l Vest co it  and  Hort's  Greek  Text  of  the  New 
Testament,  with  appendices  on  textual  criti- 
cism, prepared  especially  for  the  use  of  students. 

Tho  simplicity  and  practical  good  sense  of 
its  directions,  the  freedom  from  risk  and  dan- 
ger of  the  exercises  it  prescribes,  the  inexpen- 
siveness and  the  readiness  to  hand  of  its  pro- 
posed outfit,  aud  the  ease  with  which  its 
methods  may  be  applied  by  any  judicious 
teacher  or  elder  pupil,  render  Mr.  William 
Bhiikie’s  little  volume  on  physical  culture, 
Sound  Bodies  for  Our  Boys  and  Girls*  an  invalu- 
able manual  for  school  and  fatni  ly  use.  His  aim 
is  not  to  train  hoys  and  girls  to  become  mere 
gymnasts  and  athletes,  but  to  make  them  erect, 
graceful,  vigorous,  and  healthy  men  aud  wo- 
men, at  the  cost  of  a trifling  amount  of  time 
regularly  and  methodically  devoted,  in  the  in- 
tervals of  other  studies  and  occupations,  to 
the  few  simple  aud  easily  performed  exercises 
that  he  prescribes.  It  will  need  only  a brief 
examination  of  this  sterling  little  manual  to 
convince  any  intelligent  teacher  of  either  sex 
that  its  simple  and  sensible  exercises  may  be 
easily  practiced  by  the  youngest  as  well  as  the 
more  advanced  boys  aud  girls,  with  the  moral 
certainty  of  eradicating  mauy  bad  physical 
habitudes,  and  many  acquired  physical  defects 
which  stand  in  the  way  of  health  and  vigor, 
and  with  the  further  reasonable  certainty  of 
developing  each  youthful  limb  and  muscle  so 
as  to  insure  the  perfection  of  bodily  grace  aud 
strength  to  the  entire  frame. 

4 Sound  Bodies  for  Our  Boys  and  Girls . By  Wit.ua  a 
Blaikik.  author  of  •*  How  to  (Jet  .Strong."  Illustrated, 
pp.  x ltw.  lGrno,  Cloth,  40  cents.  New  York  : Harper 
and  Brothers. 
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Note. — Since  my  article,  with  which  the 
present  number  of  Harper’s  Magazine  opens, 
was  printed,  further  inquiries  have  revealed 
facts  which  demand  a supplementary  revise. 
The  representative  of  Essen  in  the  Reichstag 
— “Christian-Social,”  and  not  a “Social-Dem- 
ocrat”— did  not,  strictly  speaking,  defeat  Mr. 
Krupp,  whose  candidature  was  unauthorized 
by  himself,  and  who,  it  was  known,  would  not 
accept  an  election.  The  guns  referred  to  as 
haviug  had  their  hinder  part  blown  off,  in  the 
war  with  Denmark,  1864,  though  made  of 
Krupp’s  steel,  had  loading  mechanisms  made 
in  other  factories.  The  unhealthiness  I have 
attributed  to  a portion  of  the  work  must  not 
be  supposed  greater  than  that  incidental  to 
similar  work  everywhere.  The  twelve  hours* 
daily  work  of  the  furuace  hands  is  less  for 
those  under  sixteen  years  of  age, and  the  aver- 
age time  for  other  laborers  is  eleven  hours. 
Mr.  Krupp  was  not,  as  stated,  an  only  child, 
hut  the  eldest  of  three  brothers. 

Moxcure  D.  Coxway. 

NO  moro  desirable  contributions  have  been 
made  to  our  American  educational  appa- 
ratus than  those  which  are  comprised  in  Mr. 
William  J.  Rolfe’s  edition  of  the  “English  Clas- 
sics.” 1 These  now  consist  of  forty-two  beauti- 
fully printed  and  illustrated  handy  volumes, 
suitable  for  the  pocket  or  the  reticule,  of  which 
forty  are  devoted  to  the  Complete  Ih'amatic  and 
Poetical  Works  of  Shakespeare , and  one  each  to 
Select  Poems  of  Goldsmith  and  Gray, 

Of  Mr.  Rolfe’s  edition  of  Shakespeare  no 
words  of  commendation  can  be  warmer  or 
heartier  than  it  deserves.  Inteuded  to  be 
used  in  schools  and  families,  aud  social  or 
Shakespeare  clubs,  Mr.  Rolfe  has  pruned  the 
text  of  the  plays  of  such  gross  or  indelicate 
words  or  phrases  as  it  would  be  impossible  for 
auy  one  with  the  instincts  of  a true  gentleman 
or  gentlewoman  to  read  aloud  before  a mixed 
audience  of  young  men  and  maidens,  or  of 
adults  even  of  both  sexes.  To  this  extent  the 
edition  is  an  expurgated  one.  But  the  ex- 
purgations have  been  made  with  great  discre- 
tion aud  reserve,  and  without  any  sacrifice  of 
the  sense  or  beauty,  the  omissions  being  gener- 
ally verbal  and  not  essential  to  the  text.  The 
text  adopted  by  Mr.  Rolfe  is  that  which  has  the 
sanction  of  the  best  Shakespearean  authorities. 
Each  “ play”  occupies  a distinct  volume,  and  is 
prefaced  by  trustworthy  historical  and  biblio- 
graphical summaries,  showing  the  sources  from 
whence  it  was  derived,  aud  giving  accounts 
of  its  earliest  representations  upon  the  stage 
and  its  earliest  editions.  These  summaries  are 
followed  by  a large  array  of  crit  ical  and  lesthet- 

' English  Classics:  Shakespeare— Gray— Goldsmith. 
Edited,  with  Notes,  by  William  ,J.  Roi.fk.  A M . for- 
merly Head  Master  of  the  lligh-Schnol.  Cambridge, 
Mass.  Illustrated.  Small  4to,  Paper.  40  cents : Flex- 
ible Cloth.  50  cents  per  volume.  New  York:  Harper 
aud  Brothers. 
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ic  comment — sometimes  quite  extended,  and 
always  able — selected  from  the  writings  of  the 
most  eminent  Shakespeareau  scholars  and  com- 
mentators. Then  comes  the  text,  uinl  is  figured 
by  the  slightest  note  or  comment,  tho  lines, 
however,  being  so  numbered  that  if  the  reader 
is  in  doubt  as  to  the  meaning  of  a word  or 
passage  or  allusion,  he  may  easily  refer  to  tho 
expository  and  explanatory  notes,  or  to  the 
glossary,  which  are  collected  in  a body  in  an 
appendix  following  the  “ play.”  These  notes 
form  an  invaluable  repertory  of  illustration 
and  explanation,  and  of  interpretation  of  the 
manners  and  customs,  languages  aud  costumes, 
of  the  times,  and  of  the  historical,  archaeolo- 
gical, and  other  allusions  that  occur  in  the  text; 
and  they  embody  without  prolixity  or  pedant- 
ry the  opinions  aud  conclusions  that  have  re- 
sulted from  the  researches  of  the  most  acute 
and  learned  scholars  and  critics.  The  native 
good  sense,  the  sound  judgment,  and  the  uniu- 
terinitting  sagacity  that  have  presided  over 
Mr.  Rolfe’s  annotations  and  interpretations  are 
everywhere  manifest  in  this  edition  of  our 
greatest  English  classic. 

Besides  this  school  edition  of  Rolfe’s  Shake- 
speare, the  Messrs.  Harper  have  also  published 
an  elegant  library  edition  in  twenty  volumes, 
styled  “The  Friendly  Edition,”9  which  is  ad- 
mirably adapted  for  a holiday  or  birthday 
present. 

The  poems  of  Gray  and  Goldsmith  which 
Mr.  Rolfe  has  edited,  though  in  themselves  fa- 
miliar, are  enriched,  as  is  bis  edition  of  Shake- 
speare, with  an  opulence  of  elegant  pictorial 
illustrations,  and  an  overflowing  store  of  de- 
lightful and  instructive  notes  and  comments 
illustrative  of  allusions  aud  passages  in  the 
poems,  or  of  incidents  in  the  lives  and  compan- 
ionships of  their  authors. 

Although  Mr.  William  Swinton’s  Studies  in 
English  Literature 9 have  been  prepared  with  a 
definite  aim  as  an  educational  manual,  they 
deserve  attention  uot  only  for  their  value  as 
such,  but  also  for  their  substantial  literary 
merits.  Mr.  Swiuton’s  selections  are  always 
presided  over  by  good  taste,  and  have  been 
drawn  from  those  authors  of  recognized  em- 
inence who  are  representative  of  tho  style 
and  the  distinctive  literary  methods  and 
characteristics  of  tho  respective  eras  in  which 
they  flourished.  Mr.  Swinton  has  made  a 
judicious  choice  of  examples  from  forty  of 
tho  most  prominent  writers  in  our  tongue, 
each  of  which  challenges  admiration  for  some 

* Friendly  Edition  of  Shakesjieare's  Uorfo.  Complete 
in  20  vols.  ICino,  Clot'll,  $30  00 ; Half  Calf,  $G0  00.  New 
Y'ork:  Harper  ami  Brothers. 

3 Studies  in  English  Literature.  Being  Typical  Se- 
lections of  British  and  American  Authorship,  from 
Shakespeare  to  the  Present  Time.  Together  with 
Definitions,  Notes,  Analyses,  and  Glossary,  as  an  Aid 
to  Systematic  Literary  Study.  For  Use  in  Normal  and 
High  Schools,  etc.  By  William  Swinton.  With  Por- 
traits. Crown  8vo,  pp.  038,  $1  50.  New  York : Harper 
and  Brothers. 
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intrinsic  excellence,  either  of  beauty,  grand- 
eur, eloquence,  elegance,  or  imaginative  power, 
and  the  whole  form  a series  of  readings  of  the 
first  quality,  in  rather  than  about  literature, 
from  Shakespeare's  until  our  own  day.  Each 
selection  is  furnished  with  what  Mr.  Swintou 
appropriately  styles  a“  working  outfit"  of  de- 
finitions and  principles,  and  of  directions  for 
the  application  of  the  canons  of  literary  art  to 
the  analysis  of  the  texts  presented.  This  anal- 
ysis comprises  a great  variety  of  exercises, 
grammatical  and  rhetorical,  logical  aud  ety- 
mological, and  a large  body  of  explanatory 
notes  interpreting  the  writers  cited,  and  mak- 
ing clear  their  references  and  allusions.  The 
sterling  and  distinctive  worth  of  the  volume, 
aside  from  the  copions  and  valuable  instruc- 
tion it  dispenses)  resides  in  its  influence  to  in- 
cite the  scholar  into  whose  hands  it  may  fall  to 
further  reading  in  sound  authors,  and  to  evolve 
an  active  and  refined  literary  taste  that  will 
make  it  impossible  for  him  to  remain  in  igno- 
rance of  the  works  of  the  great  writers  who 
have  enriched  aud  adorned  our  literature. 


The  general  principles  ou  which  all  free  gov- 
ernments rest,  and  more  especially  the  manner 
in  which  these  principles  are  applied  in  our 
own  government,  are  very  clearly  and  succinct- 
ly stated  by  Mr. Charles  Nordhoff  in  an  exceed- 
ingly  practical  and  sensible  little  hand-book 
entitled  Politics  for  Young  Americans ,4  which  is 
an  admirable  manual  of  instruction  upon  the 
duties  and  responsibilities  of  citizenship  for  use 
in  families  and  in  grammar  and  high  schools. 
It  may  also  be  read  with  prolit  by  many  per- 
sons of  more  mature  age.  Mr.  Nordhoff 's  treat- 
ment of  the  subject  embraces  a complete  ex- 
pository analysis  of  our  federal  government  in 
all  its  departments,  their  functions  and  pow- 
ers, and  a statement  of  the  processes  by  which 
its  officers  are  nominated  and  elected  or  ap- 
pointed, its  administration,  legislation,  and  ju- 
dicial functions  carried  on,  its  foreign  and  do- 
mestic affairs  regulated,  the  rights  and  priv- 
ileges of  its  citizens  protected  and  secured, 
and  the  strength  aud  resources  of  the  coun- 
try generally  developed  and  augmented.  In 
connection  with  this  are  special  expositions 
of  the  part  borne  in  our  system  by  the  ex- 
ecutive, legislative,  and  judicial  branches,  and 
of  the  powers,  duties,  responsibilities,  and 
limitations  of  each;  of  the  powers  and  du- 
ties of  the  citizen ; of  the  province  and  in- 
fluence of  town  meetings;  of  the  nature  of 
political  constitutions  and  the  character  and 
operations  of  political  parties;  and  of  such 
important  incidents  of  government  as  educa- 
tion, taxes,  public  debts  and  sinking  funds, 
banking,  credit,  manufactures,  commerce,  tar- 
iffs, and  the  like.  Brief  but  sufficiently  full 
reference  is  also  made  to  many  of  the  practi- 


cal and  living  issues  that  must  inevitably  en- 
gage the  attention  of  the  citizen  aud  the  legis- 
lator, such  as  the  power  and  sphere  of  corpora- 
tions, the  conflict  of  capital  and  labor,  strikes, 
trades-unions,  diversity  and  conflict  of  indus- 
tries, and  the  tendency  to  the  enactment  of  re- 
straining and  prohibitory  laws.  Concise  aud 
perspicuous  outline  sketches  arc  also  given  of 
the  Confederation  and  the  Union,  of  the  Amer- 
ican political  system,  and  of  our  Iudinn,  pub- 
lic laud,  and  Territorial  systems.  In  con- 
clusion, a compact  and  valuable  body  of  rales 
is  given  for  the  conduct  of  deliberative  assem- 
blies; and  in  an  appendix  are  printed  the  com- 
plete text  of  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States,  the  Declaration  of  Independence,  and 
Washington's  Farewell  Address.  The  work 
is  an  accurate  aud  comprehensive  survey  of 
our  entire  political  system,  and  is  dominated 
throughout  by  that  practical  wisdom  which  is 
the  natural  offspring  of  sound  commou-sense. 


Young  pcoplo,who  are  often  bo  lamentably 
deficient  in  their  knowledge  of  mythology 
as  to  be  incapable  of  comprehending  many 
of  the  classical  allusions  that  occur  in  books 
of  poetry,  art,  history,  or  general  literature, 
and  even  in  the  books  which  they  are  re- 
quired to  study  in  school,  would  no  longer 
suffer  from  this  disadvantage  if  a small  por- 
tion of  their  hours  of  study  were  systematical- 
ly appropriated  to  a convenient  little  work  on 
The  Mythology  of  Greece  and  Homey * which  lias 
been  translated  from  the  German  of  O.  Sce- 
mann,  and  published  in  this  country  by  the 
Messrs.  Harper.  This  admirable  little  book  is 
peculiarly  adapted  for  an  educational  manual 
alike  by  its  skillful  aud  systematic  arrange- 
ment, the  clearness  and  simplicity  of  its  dic- 
tion, aud  the  fine  classical  and  artistic  taste 
which  pervades  it.  It  emlwdies  in  moderate 
compass  a clear  and  engaging  account  of  the 
ancient  legends  relating  to  the  creation  of  the 
world,  the  origin  of  the  gods,  the  province 
filled  by  and  the  functions  attributed  to  the 
greater  and  lesser  deities  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
and  also  of  the  provincial  legends  relating  the 
origin  and  deeds  of  the  semi-divine,  semi-hn- 
nmn,  aud  altogether  human  heroes  and  other 
imaginary  or  traditionary  beings  who  were 
the  products  of  the  earlier  and  the  later  heroic 
ages,  special  regard  being  bad  in  each  case  to 
the  legends  of  those  gods  and  men  which  oc- 
cupy a prominent  position  in  history,  poetry, 
and  art.  The  various  myths  and  legends  arc 
illustrated  with  engravings  after  some  of  the 
most  celebrated  masterpieces  of  ancient  art. 


The  study  of  ancient  classical  and  Oriental 
literature  in  high  schools,  academies,  and  col- 
leges may  he  greatly  facilitated,  and  greatly 
popularized  also,  by  the  use  of  a judiciously 


4 Politics  for  Young  Americans.  By  Charlbs  Nord- 
hoff. A Revised  Edition  for  Schools  and  Colleges. 
12mo.  pp.  200.  Half  Leather.  75  cents ; Paper,  40  cents. 
New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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condensed  text-book  on  the  subject,  which  has 
been  prepared  by  Professor  John  D.  Quacken- 
bos,  aud  to  which  he  has  given  the  title,  An 
Illustrated  History  of  Ancient  Literature,  Oinental 
aud  Classical .*  The  volume  is  the  fruit  of  the 
compiler’s  long  experience  in  the  lecture-room, 
and  it  presents  a full  and  attractive  account 
of  the  literature  of  the  ancieut  nations — Hin- 
doo, Persian,  Chinese,  Hebrew,  Chaldean,  As- 
syrian, Arabic,  Phoenician,  Egyptian,  Grecian, 
and  Homan — unencumbered  by  obscure  names 
and  wearisome  details.  In  his  account  of 
these  nations  the  author  treats  of  the  origin 
and  relationships  of  their  languages  and  peo- 
ples, and  incidentally  brings  forward  some  of 
the  most  interesting  facts,  disco veries,  and  con- 
clusions that  have  been  reached  by  eminent 
scholars  during  the  last  quarter  of  a century 
in  the  domain  of  comparative  philology.  In 
this  latter  department  particular  attention 
has  been  given  to  the  explanation  of  the  hi- 
eroglyphic picture-writings  of  the  Egyptians 
and  to  illustrative  descriptions  of  the  literary 
treasures  that  have  been  unearthed  in  the  Nile 
Valley,  in  Assyria,  and  elsewhere.  The  author 
gives  a full  aud  clear  outline  of  each  literature 
as  a unit,  and,  while  doing  so,  grafts  on  the 
narrative,  at  the  points  where  they  appropri- 
ately belong,  brief  biographies  of  the  great 
writers  in  each  literature,  accompanied  with 
short  aud  carefully  selected  specimens,  60  as 
to  give  the  pupil  a just  idea  of  each  author’s 
style  and  genius.  The  volume  is  copiously 
illustrated,  and  is  a valuable  addition  to  our 
more  select  educational  literature. 


The  almost  uuivcreal  recognition  through- 
out the  United  States  of  the  importance  of 
music  and  singing  as  a part  of  education  ren- 
ders a good  collection  of  songs  and  music  an 
essential  part  of  every  school  apparatus  aud  of 
every  comprehensive  educational  series.  Un- 
fortunately many  of  the  collections  that  are  in 
use  are  limited  in  their  range,  and  also  of  in- 
ferior value  so  far  os  relates  to  the  literary 
merit  of  their  sougs  and  hymns  or  the  quality 
of  their  musical  scores.  Undoubtedly  the  best 
— very  far  the  best — collection  that  has  yet 
appeared  is  The  Franklin  Square  Song  Collection ,7 
selected  by  J.  P.  McCaskey.  It  consists  of 
three  separate  parts,  each  containing  two  linu- 
dred  choice  sougs  and  hymns,  with  the  accom- 
panying music.  The  collection  comprises  many 
favorite  tunes  aud  airs  of  recent  date,  but  its 
chief  attraction  and  excellence  reside  in  its 
large  infusion  of  the  hue  old  glees,  ballads, 
carols,  songs,  and  hymns  which  are  endeared 
to  us  by  their  associations,  and  whose  melodies 

6 Illustrated  Histonj  of  Ancient  Literature , Oriental 
and  Classical.  By  John  D.  Quackenbos,  A.M.,  M.D. 
Accompanied  with  Engravings  and  Colored  Maps. 
12ino.  pp.  432,  $1  00.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

7 Franklin  Square  Song  Collection.  In  Three  Parts, 
each  containing  Two  Hundred  Favorite  Songs  and 
Hymns  for  Schools  and  Homes,  Nursery  and  Fireside. 
No.  1.  pp.  160,  8vo,  Paper,  40  cents  ; Cloth,  $1  00.  Nos. 

2 and  3, eaclupp.  176, 8vo, Paper, 60 cents ; Cloth, $1  00. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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have  stood  the  test  of  time  through  many  gen- 
erations, and  deserve  to  endure  for  many  gen- 
erations yet  to  come.  The  entire  repertory 
comprises  six  hundred  selections  of  that  chaste 
and  moving  kind  which  is  suitable  for  use  in 
schools  and  homes,  in  the  nursery  and  at  the 
fireside,  on  ’festal  aud  anniversary  occasions, 
and  at  family  or  social  worship. 


Many  features  of  unnsnal  excellence  are  com- 
bined in  A Popular  Manual  of  English  Literature ,* 
by  Maude  Gillette  Phillips,  recently  published 
by  the  Messrs.  Harper.  Among  the  most  promi- 
nent of  these  are  the  helpful  systematic  meth- 
od of  its  arrangement,  the  comprehensiveness 
of  its  general  surveys,  the  abundance  of  its 
illustrative  and  critical  citations,  the  taste 
and  discrimination  of  its  criticisms,  the  am- 
plitude of  its  outlines  and  summaries,  and  the 
thoroughness  of  its  introduction  of  the  reader 
to  th e persons  as  well  as  to  the  productions  of 
these  representative  writers  in  prose  aud  verse 
who  have  oxerted  a potential  influence  upon 
English  thought  and  literature.  The  work 
treats  English  literature  under  ten  general 
divisions,  extending  from  the  Anglo-Saxon  to 
the  Victeriau  Age,  each  representing  a definite 
period  in  tho  historical  development  of  our  lit- 
erature, the  study  of  which  as  a distinct  unit 
is  combined  with  a collateral  study  of  the  con- 
temporaneous foreigu  literatures  that  exercised 
a modifying  influence  on  the  English  thought 
aud  style  of  the  period.  The  study  of  the  lit- 
erature of  each  of  these  “ ages”  opens  with  a 
concise  general  survey  of  those  distinguish- 
ing characteristics  of  the  age  which  impressed 
themselves  upon  its  literature,  and  found  ut- 
terance in  the  productions  of  its  greatest  writ- 
ers aud  thinkers.  Then  follows  a similarly 
concise  survey  of  contemporaneous  foreigu  lit- 
erature; aud  then  a series  of  elaborate  specific 
studies  of  several  of  the  more  distinguished 
writers,  comprising  descriptions  of  their  per- 
sonal appearance,  dress,  etc. ; a collection  of 
comments  that  have  been  made  on  their  writ- 
ings and  character  by  eminent  contempora- 
neous and  recent  critics;  brief  biographical 
sketches ; chronological  classifications  of  their 
works,  so  arranged  as  to  illustrate  the  march 
of  their  literary  and  intellectual  development ; 
aud  separate  analytical  studies  of  their  pro- 
ductions in  the  order  of  their  composition  or 
publication,  each  study  being  accompanied  by 
a selection  ofsuch  of  the  lines,  thoughts,  or  pas- 
sages in  their  works  as  have  become  familiar 
or  famous,  and  by  a symposium  of  critical  and 
aesthetic  comment  by  other  emiuent  writers. 
The  student  at  school  or  college,  or  the  gen- 
eral reader,  may  thus  easily  refer  to  special 
points  in  the  literature  of  either  of  the  ten  pe- 
riods of  English  literature,  or  to  particular 


• A Popular  Manual  of  English  Literature , Containing 
Outlines  of  the  Literature  of  France , Germany , Italy , 
Sjxiin,  and  the  United  States.  With  Historical,  Scien- 
tific, Art  Notes,  Diagrams,  etc.  By  Maude  Gillette 
Phillips.  Two  Volumes,  8vo.  Cloth,  pp.  680  aud  560, 
$4  00.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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features  in  the  lines  or  writings  of  the  central 
ligures  who  have  been  chosen  to  illustrate  it. 


Among  the  valuable  additions  that  have 
been  made  by  the  Messrs.  Harper  to  their 
sterling  educational  publications  is  a volume 
of  ancient  biographies  entitled  The  Lives  of 
Greek  Statesmen ,*  by  the  liev.  Sir  George  W. 
Cox,  author  of  The  Students?  General  history 
of  Greece,  The  work  w’as  undertaken  by  the 
author  in  the  conviction  that  animated  per- 
sonal sketches  of  the  great  men  who  moulded 
the  Greoian  commonwealths  aud  gave  direc- 
tion to  their  destinies  would  be  more  attract- 
ive to  youths  in  schools  or  colleges  than  the 
more  formidable  histories,  and  at  the  same 
time  would  give  them  closer  and  more  interest- 
ing views  of  the  people  and  institutions,  aud 
also  of  the  history,  of  ancient  Greece  than  they 
would  get  from  a perusal  of  the  more  extensive 
and  more  elaborate  works.  The  book  includes 
lives  of  Solon,  Peisistratos,  Kleistliencs,  Poly- 
krates,  Aristagoras,  Miltiades,  Aristeides,  Pau- 
hauias,Gelon,and  Themistoklcs,  and  those  pre- 
sent in  epitome  a picture  of  the  whole  Greek 
world  down  to  the  close  of  tho  great  struggle 
with  Persia.  In  the  preparation  of  these  lives 
the  eminent  historian  has  fully  exercised  his 
own  independent  judgment,  and  does  not  hes- 
itate to  traverse  the  views  of  other  historiaus 
where  he  has  satisfactory  evidence  of  their  in- 
accuracy as  to  facts,  or  their  prejudice  or  injus- 
tice as  to  individuals  or  institutions.  This  is 
especially  apparent  in  his  vindication  of  the 
patriotism  and  abilities  of  Themistokles.  The 
biographies  are  gracefully  ns  well  as  vigorous- 
ly written,  and  leave  no  essential  incideut  in 
the  life  of  the  individual  or  in  the  national 
life  and  literature  uuconsidered.  A second 
volume,  de voted  to  the  lives  of  Greek  states- 
men who  flourished  subsequently  to  Themis- 
tokles, is  in  preparation. 


Mr.  Oscar  Browning’s  Introduction  to  the  His- 
tonj  of  Educational  Theories1 0 is  a small  but  very 
noteworthy  volume,  in  which  he  gives  a lucid 
and  popular  historical  outline  of  the  main  lines 
of  thought  on  educational  subjects  which  have 
prevailed  and  have  been  reduced  to  practice 
from  an  early  period  in  Grecian  history  to 
modern  times,  so  far  as  they  have  any  present 
interest.  The  purpose  of  tho  outline  and  in- 
quiry is  to  ascertain  what  ground  there  is  for 
retaining  existing  methods  ami  practices  in 
education  or  for  substituting  others ; and  also, 
by  recalling  what  great  teachers  bavo  attempt- 
ed, with  good  or  ill  success,  to  stimulate  the 
educators  of  to-day  to  complete  the  work  of 
their  predecessors  on  easier  conditious.  The 
work  is  of  great  value  for  its  suggestive  re- 
flections upon  the  merits  and  demerits  of  the 

9 Lives  of  Greek  Statesmen.  Solon — Themistokles. 
By  the  Kev.  Sir  George  W.  Cox.  lOmo.  Cloth,  pp.  C'JO, 
75  cents.  New  York  : Harper  ami  Brothers. 

n An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  Educational  The- 
ories. By  Oscar  Browning,  M A.  lOmo,  Cloth,  50 
cents.  New  York  : Harper  aud  Brothers. 


several  systems  that  have  been  pnt  to  the  test 
of  trial,  and  for  its  judicious  observations  on 
the  parts  in  each  that  are  promising  or  nu- 
promising  of  substantial  good  results,  when 
considered  with  relation  to  the  educational 
needs  of  tho  present  day. 


Old  Greek  Education11  is  the  title  of  a brilliant 
little  treatise  by  Professor  Maliaffy  of  Trinity 
College,  Dublin,  in  which  lie  attempts  to  in- 
terest the  public  generally,  as  well  as  those 
who  are  professional  educators,  in  the  ideas  of 
education  that  were  entertained  by  that  peo- 
ple— tho  Greeks — who,  as  he  conceives,  suc- 
ceeded better  than  any  other  people  in  fitting 
its  members  for  the  practical  requirements 
and  also  for  the  higher  ends  and  enjoyments 
of  life.  To  this  end  he  outlines  the  Grecian 
methods  of  education  in  infancy,  in  early 
childhood  and  boyhood,  at  school  (including 
in  this  branch  physical  and  musical  training), 
and  finally  in  young  manhood.  It  is  the  de- 
liberate judgment  of  this  emiuent  educator 
that  we  may  derive  important  lessons  in  the 
great  problem  of  education  from  the  example 
of  the  people  of  Greece;  for  although,  as  he 
admits,  they  were  far  behind  us  in  the  aids 
and  stimulants  to  hitman  activity  and  prog- 
ress, they  were,  he  insists,  infinitely  better 
educated  than  we  iu  tho  entire  round  of  mor- 
al, social,  artistic,  physical,  intellectual,  and 
political  training.  The  treatise  is  as  pithy 
and  incisive  in  its  style  as  it  is  suggestive  in 
its  arguments  aud  reasonings. 


Mr.  John  Swett’s  Methods  of  Teaching n is  em- 
phatically what  in  its  title  it  professes  to  be — 
a hand-book  of  principles,  directions,  and  work- 
ing models  for  common -school  teachers.  No 
less  emphatically  is  it  a wise  manual  for  use 
iu  normal  schools  and  normal  classes  as  a basis 
for  instruction  in  methods  of  teaching,  or  for 
tho  use  of  those  who  intend  to  become  teach- 
ers without  taking  a course  of  professional 
training.  Mr.  Swett’s  statements  of  the  gen- 
eral principles  of  education  ore  rich  in  useful 
information  for  teachers  or  those  who  intend 
to  become  teachers,  those  portions  especially 
which  relate  to  physical,  moral,  and  intellect- 
ual training,  ami  to  school  government.  The 
intelligent  and  conscientious  teacher  will  de- 
rive constant  assistance  from  its  condensed 
and  specific  directions  for  teaching  common- 
school  essentials,  and  from  its  working  models 
for  beginners  in  those  essentials.  Also  of  sulv- 
stantial  value  to  school  trustees  and  patrons, 
no  less  than  to  teachers,  are  the  eminently  sen- 
sible and  practical  hints  in  school  ethics  which 
form  the  substance  of  the  concluding  chapter 
of  this  compact  aud  perspicuous  treatise. 

11  Old  Greek  Education.  By  J.  P.  Mauafft,  M.  A..  Fel- 
low and  Tutor  in  Trinity  College.  Dublin.  Author  of 
“ A History  of  Greek  Literature,”  etc.  lGmo,  Cloth, 
75  cents.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

13  Methods  of  Teaching:  A Hand-Book  of  Principle 
Directions , and  Working  Models,  for  Coinmon  - School 
Teachers.  By  John  Swbtt.  12uk>.  Half  Leather.  $1  0C. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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MR.  JAMES  F.  HUDSON’S  book,  The  Rail- 
ways and  the  Republic ,l  is  of  absorbing  in- 
terest to  every  American,  if  only  as  a contri- 
bntion  to  contemporary  history.  The  facts 
coucerniug  the  railway  system,  which  he  has 
compiled  with  great  industry,  will  be  more 
novel  and  more  surprising  to  most  readers 
than  any  narrative  of  party  struggles  in 
Great  Britain  or  of  Russian  aggression  in 
Asia.  Many  writers  have  given  glowing  de- 
scriptions of  the  growth  of  railways,  of  the  in- 
genuity and  energy  which  have  built  them  up, 
and  of  their  services  to  civilization,  showing 
how  they  add  efficiency  to  productive  indus- 
try, improve  and  enlarge  our  national  re- 
sources, and  overcome  the  narrowness  of  local 
and  provincial  life  by  diffusing  a broad  na- 
tional spirit.  But  Mr.  Hudson,  while  recog- 
nizing tlie  full  force  of  these  familiar  thoughts, 
examines  the  subject  from  another  point  of 
view,  and  finds  in  it  one  of  the  gravest  social 
and  political  problems  which  ever  confronted 
a great  people.  He  shows  that  the  railway 
corporations  have  acquired  ami  now  exercise 
a power  over  trade  and  industry  such  as  no 
government,  however  despotic,  ever  dared  to 
usurp;  that  the  managers  of  the  roads,  by 
their  secret  and  irresponsible  coutrol  of  rates, 
became  the  arbiters  of  success  or  failure  in 
mining,  manufactures,  and  commerce;  that 
they  can  thus  acquire  unearned  fortures  for 
themselves,  and  can  largely  dictate  the  dis- 
tribution of  wealth  in  society  at  large  accord- 
ing to  their  caprice  or  favor,  and  without  re- 
gard to  industry,  enterprise,  or  merit.  He  de- 
scribes in  detail  the  process  by  which  these 
powers  have  been  used  in  several  typical  in- 
stances to  neutralize  the  laws  of  trade,  to  de- 
stroy the  natural  advantages  of  particular 
places,  to  ruin  whole  groups  of  independent 
competitors,  and  even  to  build  up  actual  mo- 
nopolies. His  account  of  the  rise  of  the  Stand- 
ard Oil  Company  by  the  aid  of  discriminat  ions 
made  in  its  favor  by  the  “ Trunk  Line”  rail- 
roads, until  from  one  among  many  refiners  of 
petroleum  it  has  become  absolute  master  of 
the  trade  in  this  staple,  is  the  romance  of  a 
career  of  conquest  in  business  not  less  marvel- 
lous than  was  Hannibars  in  war.  He  explains 
how  the  rapid  development  of  agriculture  in 
the  Western  States,  with  advancing  values  of 
lands,  has  been  coincident  with  a decline  of 
the  same  interest  in  the  Eastern  and  Middlo 
States,  ami  an  actual  decrease  in  the  value  of 
farms,  as  the  direct  result  of  the  persistent  dis- 
crimination of  the  railroads  against  “local 
freights.”  He  sketches  the  history  of  “ pool- 
ing” among  the  railroads,  from  its  origin  in  the 
combination  of  two  or  three  parallel  lines  to 
destroy  their  mutual  competition,  down  to  the 
audacious  and  magnificent  scheme  by  which  it 

1 The  Hallways  ami  the  Republic.  By  J.  P.  Hitdsox. 
8 vo,  cloth.  {Just  ready.)  New  York : Harper  and 
Brothers. 
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is  now  proposed  to  subject  all  the  great  high- 
ways of  the  nation  to  the  dominion  of  a secret 
commercial  oligarchy.  He  proves  clearly  that 
if  such  a conspiracy  is  successful,  it  will  have 
the  power  to  subjugate  and  rigidly  monopolize 
other  branches  of  trade  far  more  important 
than  that  in  oil,  and  that  its  controlling  minds 
will  have  the  strongest  temptation  to  exercise 
that  power.  He  exposes  the  true  nature  and 
causes  of  the  “railway  wars,”  of  late  so  fre- 
quent, so  disturbing  to  trade,  and  so  disastrous 
to  investors.  They  are  the  direct  result  of  the 
pooling  method,  and  of  the  desire  of  each  road 
to  extort  from  its  rivals  concessions  in  the 
pool ; but  they  are  always  tainted  with  the 
suspicion  that  managers,  knowing  how  such 
contests  and  the  agreements  which  end  them 
will  affect  the  price  of  shares,  are  administer- 
ing their  trust  so  as  to  gamble  with  loaded 
dice  against  the  public  on  the  Stock  Exchange. 

Many  of  these  facts  have  been  widely  pub- 
lished, and  are  known  in  a fragmentary  form 
to  all  intelligent  men,  yet  every  reader  will  be 
startled  by  their  terrible  significance  when 
grouped  together.  Mr.  Hudson  brings  into 
just  prominence  their  influence  upon  business 
morality  and  national  character.  As  far  as 
success  in  trade  is  made  to  depend  on  railway 
favor,  instead  of  being  the  reward  of  sagacity 
and  enterprise,  mercantile  independence  is  de- 
stroyed. When  estates  vaster  than  that  of 
Lucullns  or  of  Seneca  are  built  up  in  a few 
years  by  men  who  have  rendered  no  signal 
service  to  the  community,  the  whole  financial 
world  is  corrupted  by  such  examples,  and 
multitudes  aspire  to  grasp  sudden  wealth  by 
the  same  means  of  railway  “ financiering,” 
by  conspiracies  to  issue  fictitious  securities 
through  construction  companies,  consolida- 
tions, and  stock  dividends,  bj’  secret  con- 
tracts for  discriminating  rates,  or  by  the  per- 
ilous “manipulation”  of  prices  in  the  stock 
market.  The  enormous  masses  of  capital 
which  are  swayed  by  a single  purpose  hidden 
behind  impersonal  forms,  seeking  aggrandize- 
ment and  deterred  by  no  scruple,  must  protect 
themselves  against  encroachment  or  confisca- 
tion by  the  community;  and  so  it  becomes 
“ necessary”  to  control  legislatures  and  courts, 
municipal  councils  and  public  officers;  and 
these  are  sometimes  made  instruments  of  the 
corporations  through  the  managers  of  party 
machinery,  and  sometimes  are  directly  bought 
and  sold.  The  principles  of  the  common  law, 
which  inexorably  suppressed  every  form  of 
monopoly,  and  forbade  every  combination  in 
restraint  of  trade,  are  subjected  to  gradual  en- 
croachments; and  the  courts  of  to-day  dare 
not  repeat  the  rulings  of  Baldwin  and  Wal- 
worth made  a generation  ago.  The  positive 
prohibitions  of  half  our  State  Constitutions 
against  combinations  between  competing  linos 
and  discriminations  in  rates  are  openly  defied. 

In  short,  mighty  forces  are  at  work  undermiu- 
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ing  public  and  private  morals,  and  the  tend- 
ency of  the  times  is  to  bring  the  nation  under 
the  rule  of  a group  of  irresponsible  and  con- 
scienceless corporations.  The  economical  rev- 
olution which  the  railways  are  working  in  fa- 
cilitating intercourse  and  multiplying  wealth 
is  accompanied  by  a less  obvious  but  more 
profound  revolution  in  the  moral  structure  of 
our  civilization.  Its  strength  in  the  suprem- 
acy of  justice,  in  the  independence  of  the  indi- 
vidual citizen,  in  the  certainty  of  the  rewards 
of  labor,  is  every  day  impaired ; and  it  may  bo 
doubted  whether  the  institutions  and  laws 
which  met  the  needs  of  society  forty  years  ago 
can  bear  the  strain  of  the  forces  which  now 
agitate  it,  and  of  the  emergencies  which  threat- 
en it. 

Mr.  Hudson  proposes  a solution  of  the  prob- 
lem which  is  startling  in  its  simplicity,  and 
which  must  take  a prominent  place  iu  the  fu- 
ture discussion  of  the  subject.  It  is  the  re- 
establishment by  law  of  the  principle  of  the 
public  highway.  Let  the  ownership  and  main- 
tenance of  the  railway  be  effectually  and  com- 
pletely severed  from  the  business  of  the  com- 
mon carrier.  Lot  every  railway  be  made  a pub- 
lic highway,  open  on  equal  terms,  under  fixed, 
uniform,  and  reasonable  tolls,  to  the  trains  of 
every  earner.  He  contends,  with  a weight  of 
argument  which  must  command  attention,  that 
this  single  measure  is  practicable,  that  it  will 
in  no  way  impair  the  usefulness  of  the  roads, 
and  that  it  is  within  the  legitimate  powers 
of  legislation.  And  he  proves  beyond  ques- 
tion that,  if  enforced,  it  would  end  all  the 
great  abuses  of  the  railway  system.  This  plan 
has  never  yet  been  fairly  tried.  Mr.  Hudson 
is,  indeed,  the  first  who  has  ever  intelligently 
proposed  and  discussed  it.  But  it  finds  pow- 
erful support  in  the  legal  principles  which  gov- 
erned all  forms  of  public' highways  until  the 
railways  asserted  their  monopoly  of  transpor- 
tation, iu  the  fundamental  law  of  political 
economy  that  free  competition  is  the  true  and 
only  perfect  regulator  of  trade,  and  in  the  un- 
questionable fact  that  the  union  of  ownership 
of  way  and  the  exclusive  right  of  transporta- 
tion iu  our  railway  corporations  has  led  to 
evils  which  are  fast  becoming  intolerable. 
The  growth  of  these  evils  cannot  coutinue  un- 
checked for  another  generation.  Statesman- 
ship must  bring  the  forces  of  law  and  order 
to  suppress  them,  knowing  that  if  these  forces 
are  permanently  perverted  to  the  service  of 
oppression  and  wrong,  other  forces  will  arise 
to  do  in  other  ways  the  work  they  have  neg- 
lected. For  while  there  is  no  limit  to  the  ar- 
rogance, injustice,  and  corruption  of  which 
corporate  sovereignty  is  capable,  there  is  a 
limit  to  the  forbearance  of  a peoplo  which  re- 
tains its  traditions  of  liberty.  The  railroad 
riots  of  1877,  and  many  a wild  cry  of  wrong 
heard  since  among  the  classes  on  whom  the 
burden  of  all  such  oppression  falls,  have  warn- 
ed us  of  tho  truth  that  Pindar  sang  and  Plato 
proclaimed:  “The  law  of  the  strongest  is  kiug 
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of  heaven  and  earth,  and  at  times  with  over- 
bearing hand  carries  all  before  it,  justifying 
the  extreme  of  violence.” 


The  territory  included  within  tho  bounda- 
ries of  the  United  States  attained  its  present 
area  slowly  and  by  consecutive  enlargements. 
Civilized  occupation  and  use  of  this  territory 
goes  on  now  as  heretofore  under  conditions  not 
paralleled  elsewhere.  The  American  pioneer 
pushes  the  frontier  forward  daily  iu  spite  of 
vast  obstacles.  Deep  interest  attaches  to  the 
enterprises  and  endurances  by  which  inani- 
mate nature  is  overcome—  river  and  forest,  des- 
ert and  mountain  chain.  Far  more  intensely, 
more  absolutely  interesting,  often  more  thrill- 
ing, than  any  possible  work  of  imagined  ro- 
mance, is  tho  story  of  the  ceaseless  attrition 
of  the  white  race  w ith  the  red,  and  of  the  slow 
compulsion  of  order  among  the  discordant 
white  elements  inevitably  present  in  such  a 
feverish  border-laud. 

The  preservation  and  setting  in  readable  or- 
der of  tho  materials  and  elemeuts  of  this  mar- 
vellous story  are  a task  the  importance  of  which 
is  hotter  understood  than  are  its  difficulties, 
and  the  writer  who  searches  out  and  rescncs 
any  considerable  part  performs  a valuable  pub- 
lic service.  Such  a work  is  that  of  Mr.  J.  P. 
Dunn,  Jun.,  entitled  Massacre 8 of  the  Mount- 
ains* It  is  a history — full,  accurate,  just,  and 
teeming  with  dramatic  interest — of  the  acqui- 
sition of  the  Western  territory, and  of  the  ware 
with  the  Iudian  tribes  which  were  the  conse- 
quences of  that  acquisition.  The  localities  of 
tho  sevoral  occurrences  selected  for  narration 
are  for  the  greater  part  included  in  tho  vast 
central  mountain  country  of  the  United  States, 
extending  from  the  British  frontier  on  the 
north  to  tho  Mexican  line  on  the  south — that 
portion  of  our  national  domain  now'  opening  to 
settlement,  and  which  for  the  next  hundred 
years  must  present  unceasingly  its  pecnliar 
problems  of  administration.  Tho  work  is  in- 
dispensable to  a thorough  understanding  of 
tho  Indian  question.  Long  and  patient  inves- 
tigation has  supplied  the  author  with  the  most 
ample  material  for  tho  presentation  of  tlio 
tragic  events  of  these  mountain  condi ets,  not 
only  in  their  immediate  details,  but  also  in 
their  relation  to  tho  circumstances,  of  w hat- 
ever kind,  which  acted  as  their  near  or  remote 
causes,  or  wdiich  iulluenced  them  in  any  way. 
Ho  describes  the  aboriginal  population,  the 
customs  and  characters  of  the  various  tribes, 
the  hardy  and  daring  intruders  who  entered 
into  possession  of  the  country,  the  provoca- 
tions  to  hostilities  given  and  received  on  dif- 
ferent occasions,  aud  the  mauner  in  which  they 
w'ere  met  and  resented  on  both  aides.  The 
physical  characteristics  of  tho  conutry,  as  af- 
fecting conditions  of  life,  are  brought  out  clear- 

* Massacres  of  the  Mountains.  A History  of  the  In- 
dian Wars  of  the  Far  West.  By  J.  P.  Dunn.  Jun. 
Profusely  Illustrated.  8vo,  Cloth.  ( Just  ready.)  New 
York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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ly.  Local  history  is  laid  under  contribution 
when  necessary  to  show  the  effect  of  race 
origius  and  former  political  relations.  The 
source  aud  nature,  as  well  as  the  legislative 
and  executive  treatment  of  the  possessory 
rights  to  the  lands  held  by  the  ludians  under 
their  treaties  with  the  United  States  are  grim- 
ly illustrated  by  the  frauds,  blunders,  tyran- 
nies, and  stupidities  of  acts  of  dispossession 
and  eviction.  The  Indian  agency  system  is 
placed  in  the  strong  light  of  its  results,  which 
appear  in  red  men  dying  of  disease  and  starva- 
tion or  driven  by  wrongs  to  acts  of  blind  re- 
venge. Not  the  least  important  of  Mr.  Dunu’s 
pictures  of  the  bloody  scenes  enacted  among 
the  mountains  of  the  far  West  is  that  which 
gathers  and  preserves  all  that  is  kuown  of  the 
“ Mountain  Meadow  Massacre.” 

The  work  canuot  in  any  just  sense  of  the 
term  be  classed  as  “ sensational,”  although  its 
title  is  barely  an  adequate  suggestion  of  its 
terribly  vivid  presentations.  Possessing  the 
true  spirit  and  method  of  the  judicial  historic- 
al investigator,  the  author  has  wisely  refrained, 
on  the  oue  hand,  from  injudicious  attempts  at 
mere  word-painting — leaving  his  plain,  unvar- 
nished tales  to  produce  their  own  proper  effect 
— and  on  the  other  from  tho  advocacy  of  any 
theory  or  policy,  exposing  the  facts  ou  both 
sides  with  rigid  impartiality.  From  page  to 
page  the  facts  and  figures  given  tell  their  own 
story  and  point  their  own  moral  with  startling 
distinctness.  Iu  revealing  the  simple  truth 
relating  to  the  events  which  constitute  his 
theme,  and  around  which,  as  ceutres,  could  be 
grouped  the  evils  or  mistakes  or  defects  of 
administration  operating  as  their  causes,  Mr. 
Dunn  lias  produced  a book  which  will  have  a 
place  of  its  owu  iu  Americau  historical  litera- 
ture. 

It  lias  been  said  that  all  human  history  is 
thoroughly  organic,  but  that  it  has  no  “plot” 
visible  to  the  eye  of  the  ordinary  observer.  The 
Massacres  of  the  Mountains  are  separate  pictures 
of  detached  subjects,  yet  through  the  entire 
group  of  narratives  runs  the  well-kept  idea  of 
continuously  operative  forces,  breaking  out  at 
given  opportunities  into  disastrous  effects. 
The  sanguinary  tragedies  depicted  iu  these 
pages  had  their  causes,  and  as  these  causes 
still  exist  and  call  for  action  through  many 
voices — notably  iu  the  reports  of  consecutive 
geuerals  of  the  army — the  interest  of  Mr. 
Dunn’s  work,  for  those  who  are  solicitous  for 
the  welfare  and  honor  of  the  country,  will  be 
of  the  present  as  much  as  of  the  past.  The 
book  is  one  which  will  not  be  read  in  haste, 
aud  which  will  be  returned  to  again  and  again 
when  once  taken  up. 


It  is  an  interesting  incident  of  English  lit- 
erature that  the  writings  of  naturalists  have 
always  been  noteworthy  for  the  purity  and 
beauty  of  their  style.  This  has  been  amply 
illustrated  by  White  of  Sel borne,  Bnckland, 
Kirby  aud  Spence,  Wilson,  Audubon,  Darwin, 
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Thoreau,  and  many  others,  whose  chrouiclings 
of  tho  beings  and  doings  of  the  lower  creation 
still  retain  all  their  tirst  freshness  and  at- 
tractiveness. This  charm  of  a geuial  and 
graceful  style,  superadded  to  tho  interest  ex- 
cited by  their  close  observations  of  the  crea- 
ture world  around  them,  and  by  their  minute 
unfoldings  and  revqalings  of  the  traits  of  fa- 
miliar or  rare  or  beautiful  forms  of  animal 
and  vegetable  life,  has  secured  for  the  writ- 
ings of  naturalists  an  assured  place  in  our 
choicest  literature,  and  has  won  for  this  de- 
partment of  letters  an  unusual  degree  of  pop- 
ular favor.  It  would  bo  difficult  to  find 
among  recent  naturalists  one  who  more  wor- 
thily maintains  the  literary  standard  of  his 
brotherhood,  both  as  to  charm  of  style  aud  mi- 
nute fulness  of  observation,  and,  wo  may  also 
add,  as  to  the  faculty  for  graphic  description, 
than  the  author  of  the  delightful  volume  en- 
titled Upland  and  Meadow  * This  gentleman, 

Dr.  Charles  C.  Abbott,  of  New  Jersey,  shows 
what  a wealth  of  interesting  material  is  to  be 
gathered  from  tho  85rstematic  observation  and 
accumulation  of  the  facts  concerning  those 
“unconsidered  trifles”  which  people  the  air, 
the  laud,  and  tho  water  immediately  around 
our  homes,  aud  the  study  of  which  requires  no 
cousidcrable  expenditure  of  time  or  money,  and 
no  long  and  distant  journeyings,  but  is  within 
the  ability  of  every  intelligent  man  who  knows 
how  to  use  his  eyes  while  pursuing  his  occa- 
sional recreative  rambles  in  the  intervals  of  his 
daily  avocations.  The  special  suggestion  of 
Upland  and  Meadow  is  tho  magnitude  and  in- 
terest of  the  results  that  may  be  secured  by 
studying  with  the  eye  of  a naturalist  an  ex- 
ceedingly limited  aud  familiar  area,  even  iu 
the  closely  settled  parts  of  one  of  tho  “ Old 
Thirteen.”  Iu  this  book  Dr.  Abbott  makes  tho 
scene  of  his  observations  and  investigations  of 
nature  the  few  miles  of  country  that  environ 
his  rural  home  in  southern  New  Jersey,  with 
its  upland  and  meadow,  its  cultivated  flelds 
aud  spreading  orchards,  its  sequestered  brooks 
and  creeks,  its  quiet  nooks  and  corners,  its 
clumps  of  woodlaud  aud  underbrush,  its  soli- 
tary trees,  and  its  taugles  of  shrubbery  and 
wild  flowers.  Here  he  studied  the  creature 
life  around  him — birds,  beasts,  reptiles,  in- 
sects, etc. — iu  his  diurnal  rambles,  aud  sur- 
prised many  a secret  from  them  touching  their 
habitats,  their  times  of  coming  aud  going,  their 
modes  of  summering  aud  wintering,  their  ways 
of  intercommunicating  with  each  other,  their 
peculiar  physical  and  psychical  endowments, 
and  all  that  related  to  the  entire  round  of  their 
lives  aud  their  special  habits  aud  characteris- 
tics. Aud  iu  the  book  before  us  he  Inis  chron- 
icled ail  that  was  revealed  to  his  keen  and  na- 
ture-loving eye,  with  a geniality,  a heartiness, 
and  a kindly  sunuiness  that  will  be  reflected 
iu  the  mind  of  tho  reader,  aud  also  with  a zest- 
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fulness  that  haply  may  inoculate  the  reader 
with  the  tastes  of  a naturalist,  aud  go  far  to 
convert  him  into  one. 


An  impartial,  comprehensive,  and  connected 
narrative  of  European  history  during  the  last 
four  centuries,  sufficiently  coucise  to  he  avail- 
able in  the  class-room  as  an  educational  text- 
hook,  sufficiently  attractive  in  its  stylo  to  win 
the  attention  of  youthful  students  or  readers, 
and  sufficiently  clear  in  its  method  and  general 
treatment  to  be  intelligible  to  them,  lias  long 
been  a desideratum  with  those  who  are  charged 
with  the  higher  education  dispensed  in  our 
academies,  preparatory  schools,  high  schools, 
and  colleges.  There  has  been  no  hook  which 
precisely  met  this  want,  although  there  was 
no  lack  of  excellent  books  of  general  history 
relating  to  the  earlier  periods,  or  of  special  his- 
tories of  limited  periods  and  of  particular  Eu- 
ropean nations.  A History  of  Modern  Europe* 
which  has  been  prepared  for  the  “Student’s 
Series,”  by  Richard  Lodge,  M.A.,  Tutor  of  Bra- 
zenose  College,  Oxford,  supplies  the  “ missing 
link”  most  satisfactorily.  Very  wisely  the  au- 
thor has  made  no  attempt  to  go  into  the  de- 
tails of  the  domestic  history  of  each  European 
state,  but  has  confined  himself  to  those  cur- 
rent public  events  and  occurrences  which, 
while  profoundly  influencing  the  affairs  of 
each  particular  state,  also  exercised  a mutual 
and  controlling  influence  over  all  the  Con- 
tinental nations.  Ho  has  also  very  judicious- 
ly abstained  from  entering  into  the  history  of 
England, except  so  far  ns  it  is  directly  involved 
with  the  history  of  the  Continental  states. 
The  period  treated  in  the  book  is  that  which 
is  comprised  in  the  four  hundred  and  twenty- 
five  years  from  the  capture  of  Constantinople 
by  the  Turks  iu  1453  to  the  Treaty  of  Berlin 
in  1878:  and  the  author  has  invested  his  nar- 
rative with  the  charm  of  unity  and  of  con- 
nected interest,  too  often  lacking  in  works  of 
general  history,  by  grouping  the  history  of  the 
different  Continental  states  around  tho  cen- 
tral and  main  currents  of  European  affaire. 
No  state  is  given  greater  prominence  than  its 
influence  deserves,  none  is  passed  over  slight- 
ingly or  perfuuctorily,  and  the  history  of  each, 
and  of  its  differences  and  contests  with  other 
states,  is  related  with  exemplary  accuracy  and 
impartiality.  I11  like  manner  the  references 
to  those  statesmen,  soldiers,  and  sovereigns 
who  were  prominent  in  the  history  of  the  sev- 
eral states,  or  who  exerted  a potential  or  a 
modifying  influence  upon  the  destiny  of  Eu- 
rope, are  full,  graphic,  and  noteworthy  for  their 
judicial  candor.  The  book  is  equipped  with 
an  clalmrate  chronological  table  showing  the 
procession  of  the  more  memorable  events  of 
the  period,  and  with  an  index  so  exhaustive  as 
to  make  reference  aud  comparison  easy.  Al- 

4 A in* for?/  of  Modern  Europe,  from  the  Capture  of 
Const antinojie  by  the  Turks  to  the  Treaty  of  Benin.  1878. 
Bv  Richaui)  Lodok,  M.A.  “ Student’s  Series. ” 12mo, 
Cloth,  pp.  772,  $1  50.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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thongli  primarily  designed  as  a manual  for  the 
use  of  pupils  and  students,  and  admirably 
adapted  to  that  end,  the  general  reader  who 
has  not  tho  means  to  acquire  or  the  time  to 
peruse  the  larger  histories  of  modern  Europe 
w ill  find  this  a most  satisfactory  compend,  suf- 
ficiently full  to  give  him  an  intelligent  view 
of  the  current  of  European  history  during  a 
most  important  period  of  transition  aud  devel- 
opment.   

No  hook  better  deserves  study  and  pernsal 
by  our  public  men,  and  indeed  by  all  men 
who  give  solicitous  attention  to  the  pressing 
political  problems  of  the  day,  than  a little 
pamphlet  from  the  pen  of  the  veteran  his- 
torian and  statesman  George  Bancroft,  en- 
titled A Plea  for  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States  of  Amenca  Wounded  in  the  House  of  Us 
Guardians ,4  which  has  just  been  published  by 
the  Messrs.  Harper.  The  unpretentious  size  of 
this  little  book  hears  no  proportion  to  its  great 
importance.  As  its  title  dimly-  intimates,  it  is 
an  examination  and  review  of  a recent  deci- 
sion of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States. 
Mr.  Bancroft  show's  indisputably  that  the  Su- 
preme Court  erred  egregionsly  when  it  declared 
that  the  impressing  upon  bills  or  notes  of  the 
government  the  quality  of  a legal  tender  was 
a power  universally  understood  to  belong  to 
sovereignty  in  Europe  and  America  at  tho 
time  of  the  framing  and  adoption  of  tho  Con- 
stitution, the  historical  fact  being,  as  he  over- 
whelmingly proves,  not  only  that  this  peculiar 
prerogative  of  sovereignty  was  not  universal 
either  in  Europe  or  America,  but  that  the  re- 
verse wras  the  case.  He  also  shows  by  (he 
acts  and  carefully  weighed  statements  of  the 
frainere  of  the  Constitution,  and  of  its  early 
administrators  aud  expounders,  that  even  if 
this  kind  of  sovereignty  had  existed  in  Europe 
and  America,  it  had  no  place  in  the  Constitu- 
tion of  the  United  States,  but  that,  under  if, 
Congress  has  no  powers  in  an  unlimited  sense, 
no  inherent  powers  in  any  sense,  no  pow  ers  but 
those  that  have  beeu  delegated  to  it  by  posi- 
tive grant,  and  that  anything  that  is  not  given 
is  reserved  to  the  States  and  the  people.  And 
finally  he  shows  conclusivel$%  by  the  record  of 
the  Supreme  Court  itself,  that  the  power  of 
Congress  to  emit  bills  of  credit  is  not  now 
(i.  e.,  at  the  time  of  the  decision  under  review 
in  1884)  nor  ever  has  been  established  by  its 
decisions,  but  ou  the  contrary  that  the  uni- 
form and  universal  judgment  of  statesmen, 
jurists,  and  constitutional  lawyers  has  denied 
the  constitutional  right  of  Cougress  to  make 
paper  a legal  tender  to  any  extent  whatever. 
Mr.  Bancroft's  argument  is  convincing,  and  it 
is  weighted  with  a degree  of  earnestness,  so- 
lemnity, and  appreheusivencss  that  makes  it 
profoundly  impressive. 

‘ A Pim  for  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  of 
America  Wounded  in  the  House  of  Us  Guardians.  By 
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THE  author  of  In  the  Golden  Days1  has  made 
an  adventurous  break  from  the  rauks  of 
those  novelists  whose  “perpetual  niuetcenth- 
ceuturyism”  sadly  needs  a relief.  And  fortu- 
nately for  ns  and  for  herself,  she  has  been  able 
to  give  us  a historical  background  carefully 
painted  with  real  living  human  beings  to  inter- 
est ns.  Had  she  offered  the  public  a hastily 
sketched  set  of  scenery  of  the  time  of  Charles 
II.,  or  arrayed  a group  of  modern  characters  in 
doublet  and  hose,  with  a garnishing  of  “perad- 
ven  tares”  and  “ prithees”  to  give  local  flavor, 
she  would  have  added  another  to  a long  list  of 
historical  novels  as  tiresome  as  they  are  mis- 
leading that  are  responsible  for  the  disrepute 
into  which  modern  novels  of  history,  with  one 
or  two  brilliant  exceptions,  have  fallen.  But 
Miss  Lyall  lias  committed  neither  of  these 
blunders.  A high  respect  for  her  art,  a teuder 
and  sympathetic  understanding  of  what  is 
best  iu  human  nature,  and  a conscientiousness 
in  matters  of  detail,  have  evidently  made  her 
story  what  it  is  — a novel  of  character,  of 
manners,  as  well  as  of  morals.  It  is  hard  to  say 
on  what  side  In  the  Golden  Days  deserves  most 
praise.  It  is  exceedingly  well  rounded.  The 
author  gives  us  only  glimpses  of  real  historical 
characters;  but  pages  of  careful  analysis  could 
not  more  impress  the  reader  with  reverence 
for  Algernon  Sidney  or  pity  and  contempt  for 
Charles  II.  Miss  Ly all’s  art  is  shown  in  the 
subtle  yet  broad  strokes  with  which  she  paints 
characters  so  diverse  and  so  complex  as  those 
of  the  great  republican  and  the  pleasure-lov- 
ing king.  There  are  half  a dozen  scenes  in  the 
book  that  are  startlingly  vivid.  The  king’s 
interview  with  Hugo,  whose  fortitude  and 
manliness  are  admirably  sustained,  is  one  of 
these.  The  reader  is  iu  suspense — an  element 
used  by  Miss  Lyall  in  a manner  that  would 
seem  audacious  if  she  had  not  such  commaud 
of  her  powers — but  the  suspense  is  soon  merged 
into  the  development  of  character  caused  by 
the  meeting  of  the  enervated  and  artificial 
king  with  a pure  and  honest  nature.  This 
episode,  which  might  so  easily  be  made  theat- 
rical and  false,  is  an  example  of  the  reticence 
skilfully  exercised  in  the  scene  between  Ran- 
dolph— in  despair  at  the  noble  firmness  of  his 
brother — and  the  Duchess  of  Cleveland.  In  oth- 
er hands, this  scene  might  have  been  tinged  with 
a sensuous  coloring;  but  Miss  Lyall’s  grasp  is 
firm,  aud  the  sympathy  of  the  reader — we  may 
say  the  watcher,  for  the  scenes  have  the  viv- 
idness of  a good  pictnro — never  wavers  for 
an  instant  from  the  side  of  the  highest  senti- 
ments. The  death  of  the  little  boy  in  New- 
gate is  simply  and  unforcedly  pathetic.  The 
expedient  of  the  rescue  of  Hugo  from  prison  is 
not  new,  but  few  writers  have  so  skilfully  used 
it.  Joyce,  one  of  the  heroines — In  the  Golden 


Days  is  a fresh  and  beautiful  love-story — is  a 
sweet  Puritan  maiden,  and  her  surroundings 
at  the  old  country  house  of  Mondisfield  are 
redolent  of  peace  and  contentment  until  love, 
with  its  shadow,  trouble,  comes.  In  the  Golden 
Days  is  a religious  novel  in  the  best  sense ; it 
holds  up  the  Christian  virtues  to  admiration ; 
its  charity  is  sweet  and  broad,  aud  its  lesson, 
taught  perhaps  unconsciously,  but  none  the 
less  directly,  is  that  the  spiritual  is  best,  and 
that  life,  even  when  lapped  iu  all  the  luxuries, 
is  nothing  without  fidelity,  honesty,  and  purity. 
History  is  made  accessory  to  the  portrayal 
of  character,  and  yet  the  historical  color  is  so 
correct  that  one  submits  one’s  self  to  tho  swift 
current  of  the  interest  of  the  story  with  entire 
confidence  in  the  scholarship  and  good  taste 
of  a novelist  who  has  learned  what  few  have 
caught,  since  Sir  Walter  Scott  wrote,  the  secret 
of  amusing  and  instructing  at  the  same  time. 


Atla * is  a poetical  fantasy  iu  prose.  Mi's.  J. 
Gregory  Smith  adroitly  tunes  the  mind  of  the 
reader  for  her  narrative  by  a brief  but  clever- 
ly written  introduction.  When  one  finishes 
this,  the  wonders  that  succeed  it  have  an  air 
of  reality  which  it  is  hard  to  dissipate.  If 
the  ancients  could  make  transparent  gold,  and 
chisel  the  flinty  statues  of  Elephanta,  Ellora, 
and  Ajiinta,  if  the  Egyptian  priests  used  the 
nudiphone  and  the  telephone  in  their  incon- 
ceivably splendid  mysteries,  why  may  wo  not 
believe  that  Atlantis,  with  its  floating  garden, 
existed  and  gave  concreteness  to  the  golden 
fable  of  the  Hesperides  f Mrs.  Smith  does  not 
argue  on  the  subject  of  the  island  of  Atlantis; 
she  frankly  takes  us  into  it,  and  there  we  live 
on  the  gorgeous  banks  of  Lake  Ziclan  until 
the  fatal  omen  appears,  and  the  island,  with 
colonnades,  palaces,  gilded  domes,  and  swarm- 
ing streets,  sinks  from  sight  into  the  sea. 

“ Temples,  towers,  and  domes  of  many  stories 
There  lie  buried  in  an  ocean  grave, 

Undescried  save  when  their  golden  glories 
Gleam  at  sunset  through  the  lighted  wave.1* 

Mrs.  Smith  has  clothed  the  dry  bones  of  the 
old  tradition  and  theory  with  flesh  and  blood. 
Kron  the  king,  Astera  the  princess,  Atla  the 
gift  of  the  sea,  Thalok  the  evil  bigh-priest,  and 
the  youths  Herekla  and  Zemar,live  and  move, 
“ where  all  the  air  is  balm  and  the  peach  is  the 
emblem  of  beauty,”  through  a round  of  inci- 
dents that  follow  one  another  naturally  and 
without  jar.  Without  any  waste  of  rhetoric 
or  apparent  striving  for  dramatic  effect,  the 
author  of  Atla  gives  an  impressive  and  strik- 
ing picture  of  life  as  it  might  have  been  on  the 
island  of  Atlantis.  Indeed,  the  reader  who 
finishes  tho  book— and  ho  %vho  begins  it  will 
finish  it,  unless  bo  is  very  gravely  preoccupied 
— must  believe  that  if  Atlantis  ever  existed,  it 


1 In  the  Golden  Days.  A Novel.  By  Edna  Lyat/l. 
16mo,  Half  Bound,  pp.  418, 75  ceuts.  New  York : Har- 
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was  as  it  is  described  in  Atla . Imagination, 
fancy,  simplicity  of  style,  and  sometimes  ele- 
vation, which  never  gets  beyond  the  lino 
where  bombast  begins,  go  to  mako  a very 
charming  and  fascinating  prose  poem.  The 
feast  of  Kaynir,  the  imuiolatiou  of  the  human 
victims  before  the  splendidly  attired  Atlan- 
tean  world,  the  horrible  struggle  of  the  popu- 
lace, are  episodes  to  which  lino  blank-verso 
would  hardly  give  more  impressiveness  than 
Mrs.  Smith’s  clear  proso.  The  dreadful  noon- 
day followiug  tho  announcement  that  the 
quenchless  lamp  had  expired,  in  spite  of  tho 
watching  of  the  vestal  and  tho  frantic  efforts 
of  Tlialok,  during  the  eclipse  of  tho  sun,  to  re- 
kindle the  lire  by  means  of  a sun-glass,  are  rap- 
idly but  vigorously  etched.  Tho  strong  effect 
of  Atla  is  due  to  the  fact  that  its  author  writes 
like  one  who  actually  believes  her  story.  No 
parenthesis  or  “aside”  meets  incredulity,  and 
while  turning  the  pages  of  Atla  the  reader  will 
have  to  acknowledge  that  he  is  under  a spoil. 


The  Index  to  Harpers  New  Monthly  Magazine* 
covers  a period  of  thirty-live  years.  In  pos- 
session of  the  seventy  volumes  of  this  Maga- 
zine, and  this  exhaustive  index  to  them,  one 
has  a mauy-sided  and  complete  history  of  tho 
nineteenth  century.  The  book  forms  a key  to 
many  problems  which  were  unsolved  when  this 
great  chronicle  was  in  process  of  being  made 
from  month  to  month.  Looking  back  through 
the  index,  the  reader  loses  himself  in  that 
anxious  time  of  the  civil  war  when  tho  future 
was  impenetrable.  It  is  no  history  written  in 
cold  blood  to  which  wo  are  led,  but  a record 
as  vivid  as  tho  letter  of  a wounded  soldier 
written  on  the  field  of  battle.  The  very  ref- 
erences in  the  index — Antietam,  for  instance 
— stir  tho  blood  of  the  reader  who  remembers 
how  closely  the  New  Monthly  reflected  the  life 
and  aspirations  of  the  American  people.  The 
whole  history  of  the  civil  war  is  contained  in 
these  volumes ; the  more  references  are  charged 
with  the  color  of  the  time,  aud  are  suggestive 
of  retrospections  more  grateful  and  more  re- 
gretful than  usually  come  from  a compilation 
like  this.  Turning  to  the  Literary  Record,  tho 
reader  finds  reference  to  inexhaustible  riches. 
Little  Dorrit , Our  Mutual  Friend,  Bleak  House , 
and  the  minor  stories  of  Dickens  are  set  down 
here,  complete,  like  tho  author's  life  at  last. 
If  we  turn  to  other  pages,  wo  shall  find  The 
Virginians , with  Thackeray's  own  quaint  and 
peculiar  pictures.  Name  after  name  of  writer 
and  artist  appeal’s  which  has  since  become  fa- 
mous, and  which  was  growing  in  brightness 
as  this  living  history  unrolled.  Every  move- 
ment of  modern  thought  is  iudicated  in  this 
index,  for  nothing  of  moment  seems  to  have 
escaped  the  attention  of  the  New  Monthly , 
whose  varied  departments  received  from 

3 Index  to  Ilarjxr's  New  Monthly  Magazine:  Alpha- 
betical. Analytical,  and  Classified.  Volumes  I.-LXX. 
inclusive,  from  June,  1850,  to  June,  1885.  Compiled  by 
Chaki.es  A.  Dukfek.  8vo,  pp.  783,  Cloth,  $4.  New 
York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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month  to  month  all  that  could  instruct,  in- 
terest, or  entertain.  The  department  of  trav- 
el aud  exploration,  as  the  index  shows,  is 
particularly  rich.  And  its  great  importance 
is  well  brought  out  by  the  system  adopted  in 
this  index.  Each  contribution  is  put  in  un- 
der the  author's  real  name,  under  the  title  us 
given  in  the  text,  and  under  the  subject  or 
class  heading.  Not  only  are  the  illustrated 
articles  marked  by  au  asterisk,  but  illustra- 
tions of  lasting  value  have  been  carefully  in- 
dexed in  the  same  manner  as  reading  matter. 
The  system  of  cross  references  introduced  is 
very  satisfactory.  This  arrangement  is  par- 
ticularly valuable  in  the  department  of  travels 
and  adventures,  where  general  titles,  some- 
times suggested  more  by  the  picturesqueness 
of  the  subject  than  by  its  practical  bearing, 
might  bo  misleading.  The  plasticity  of  the 
method  adopted  is  peculiarly  evident  in  iis 
application  to  the  Editor’s  Easy  Chair.  If  it 
were  not  for  this  index,  it  would  he  almost  im- 
possible to  find,  without  much  waste  of  time, 
many  observations  ou  social  and  other  events 
which  seemed  to  have  an  evanescent  value 
when  read  iu  the  current  numbers,  but  which 
now  have  historical  as  W'ell  as  aesthetic  worth. 
The  Editor's  Historical  Record,  formerly  Cur- 
rent Events,  has  been  analyzed  with  such  skill 
that  the  events  of  over  one-third  of  a eeutnry 
are  seen  almost  at  a glance.  Even  to  persons 
w’ho  do  not  possess  the  volumes  of  the  Maga- 
zine, or  who  live  at  a distance  from  a large  li- 
brary, this  index  will  be  of  incalculable  useful- 
ness. A note  has  only  to  he  made  of  the  infor- 
mation needed,  and  the  page  where  it  is  to  be 
found,  a friend  in  towrn  or  a librarian  can  in 
a short  time  supply  the  gist  of  the  article,  or 
perhaps  tho  number  or  the  numbers  of  the 
Magazine  containing  it.  For  the  old  reader 
of  the  Magazine  this  index  is  a treasure;  for 
tho  new  one,  a surprise.  It  enables  the  former 
to  secure  at  once  the  half- remembered  gem 
almost  lost,  aud  it  shows  the  latter  a mine  of 
wealth  that  he  never  realized  the  existence 
of.  In  some  of  tho  papers,  the  obiter  dicta  of 
the  winters  have  great  value.  The  indexer 
has  not  forgotten  them,  and  in  the  cross  refer- 
ences W'e  often  lind  by-paths  to  information 
which  tho  general  heading  of  articles  would 
givo  us  no  hint  of.  “ Statistics”  is  a model  of 
thoughtfulness  and  literary  tact.  “Places’ 
occupies  ten  columns,  and  shows  a range  that 
covers  the  whole  known  civilized  and  uncivil- 
ized world.  Over  eight  pages  of  references  t*» 
portraits  arc  very  interesting  reading,  although 
the  volume  is  of  that  kind  not  generally  sup- 
posed to  be  other  than  “dry.”  It  is  almost 
impossible  to  mention  the  name  of  a living  or 
dead  celebrity  whose  picture  is  not  in  this  list. 
Edmond  About  and  Allied ; the  three  beautiful 
Americans,  tho  Misses  Caton,  who  became  re- 
spectively Lady  Stafford,  Dnchess  of  Leeds,  and 
the  Marchioness  of  Wellesley;  Father  Beckx, 
the  General  of  the  Jesuits,  Mutsfthito,  Emperor 
of  Japan,  Rufus  Choate,  aud  a host  of  others, 
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equally  eminent  or  interesting,  appear  in  tliis 
pictorial  gallery.  The  consideration  and  tact 
used  in  the  making  of  this  volume  are  marvel- 
lous. It  is  only  necessary  to  have  cause  to 
use  it  to  appreciate  this  fully.  All  the  re- 
sources of  the  printer’s  art  that  can  be  applied 
to  such  an  undertaking  have  been  brought 
under  contribution  for  this.  The  result  of  t his 
exhaustive  thought  is  felt  by  the  student,  who 
finds  his  tasks  made  easy  and  his  eyesight 
saved  by  expedients  which  have  brought  tech- 
nical skill  to  the  aid  of  the  brain.  All  groups 
of  titles  under  headings  or  names  of  authors 
have  been  set  in  nonpareil  type,  while  the 
headings  and  names  of  authors  appear  in  a 
form  of  brevier.  To  persons  having  unbound 
sets  of  the  Magazine  the  table  of  final  pages  in 
each  number,  with  the  corresponding  month 
and  year,  will  be  most  useful.  It  is  evident 
that  no  care  has  been  spared  to  make  this 
volume  a perfect  and  comprehensive  index. 


Tho  second  series  of  the  Lives  of  Greek  States- 
men4 begins  with  Ephialtcs  and  ends  with  Her- 
inok rates.  The  fitness  of  the  Rev.  Sir  George 
W.  Cox  for  the  w’ork  of  portraying  the  states- 
men of  Greece,  and  interpreting  the  meaning 
of  their  relations  to  one  another  and  to  their 
states,  has  been  shown  by  tho  first  volume, 
lint  the  epoch  of  the  present  volume  and  the 
men  who  made  it — Ephialtcs,  Kimon,  Perikles, 
Pliormion,  Archidamos,  Kleon,  Bra  si  das,  De- 
mosthenes, Niki  as,  Hermokrates — have  even 
greater  lessons  for  modem  thinkers  than  the 
time  of  Miltiades  and  Aristeides.  Atheus  ami 
Sparta  are  in  deadly  combat — a combat  inex- 
plicable to  those  who  have  not  disco vered  the 
wide  difference  between  the  polity  of  tho  two 
states  and  tho  characters  of  the  statesmen  who 
ruled  them.  The  author  accentuates  the  con- 
trast between  the  state-crafts  of  Athens  and 
Sparta  by  comparing  the  career  of  Peri- 
kles with  that  of  Brasidas.  Perikles  was 
growing  doubtful  and  clouded  in  Athens  when 
Brasidas  bounded  into  the  political  arena  of 
Sparta.  The  author’s  sketches  of  these  two 
leaders — following  Thucydides,  but  drawn 
with  important  additions,  evidently  the  result 
of  solid  scholarship  and  keen  insight — are 
full  of  careful  and  graphic  work.  That  of 
Perikles  is  specially  interesting,  perhaps  be- 
cause it  appeals  more  to  modern  sympathy. 
The  Athens  of  his  time  was  trying  to  solve  a 
problem  at  which  civilized  nations  are  still 
trying  their  power.  Athens  was  a city  of 
ease  for  those  who  were  not  slaves.  Al- 
though the  whole  elegant  Athenian  system 
of  a democracy  of  culture  was  founded  on 
slavery,  the  citizens  of  Athens  had  reached  a 
high  state  of  judicial  and  political  education. 
The  description  of  the  condition  of  Athens 
under  Perikles  is  one  of  the  most  important 


* Lives  of  Greek  Statesmen.  Second  Series.  44  Ephl- 
nlrcs — Hermokrates.”  By  Sir  George  W.  Cox,  Bart, 
l jmo,  pp.  296,  Cloth,  75  cents.  New  York  : Harper  and 
Brouters. 
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parts  of  this  volume  of  the  Lives  of  Greek  States- 
men. Such  a lucid  exposition  of  the  strength 
and  weakness  of  Athenian  society  and  polity 
could  only  be  made  by  an  author  who  had 
studied  his  subject  thoroughly  from  the  root 
of  it.  Tho  disadvantages  of  the  Athenian  in 
times  when  the  sterner  qualities,  not  fed  by 
f lic  study  of  beauty— in  which  the  poorest  cit- 
izen of  Athens  could  indulge — were  needed, 
are  clearly  pointed  out  by  Sir  George  Cox.  Ho 
shows  us  that  even  the  superiority  of  tho  Athe- 
nian fleet  was  neutralized  by  the  sense  of  loss 
which  the  Athenian  warriors  felt  in  leaving 
their  beautiful  and  easeful  home.  At  Sparta 
all  was  different,  as  the  author  points  out; 
every  citizen  was  surrounded  by  a net- work 
of  restrictions.  Ho  knew  nothing  of  tho  pic- 
tures of  Polygnotos  or  tho  statnes  of  Pheidias; 
his  home  was  a gloomy  barrack,  to  which  he 
had  no  burning  desire  to  return.  Sir  George 
Cox’s  analysis  of  the  picturesque  story  of  the 
massacre  of  the  prisoners  at  Plataia  leaves 
the  impression  that  Thucydides  believed  that 
a partial  exaggeration  of  events,  or  even  the 
invention  of  them  in  an  epic  manner,  was  one 
of  the  duties  of  a historian.  Perikles  and  tho 
condition  of  Athens  are,  however,  subjects 
which,  as  treated  in  this  remarkably  well- 
planned  series  of  Lives , form  a subject  worth 
close  study.  Though  in  a small  space,  nothing 
is  left  unwritten  that  needed  to  be  written; 
and  tho  Spartans,  w ith  all  their  unattractive 
rigor,  are  invested  with  a new  interest.  They 
make  a dark  contrast  to  the  lightness  and 
graco  of  the  Athenians,  and  when  Brasidas  ap- 
pears among  them — the  ouly  Spartan  tin  tram- 
melled by  the  awful  tyranny  of  civic  life — we 
understand  the  contrast  between  the  struggling 
states  ami  the  deptiis  of  antipathy  that  must 
have  existed  between  them.  The  author  has 
cultivated  the  art  of  drawing  the  reader  closer 
to  his  subjects  by  indirectly  suggesting  paral- 
lels with  tho  conditions  of  modern  life.  The 
method  in  which  Ephialtcs,  the  Athenian  and 
colleague  of  Perikles,  is  treated,  causes  his  Life 
to  bo  one  of  the  most  attractive  and  instruct- 
ive in  the  book.  Sir  George  Cox  has  succeeded 
in  dealing  with  the  character  of  this  Greek  re- 
former, who  broke  down  tho  power  of  tho  he- 
reditary legislators  of  Athens  and  filled  tho 
Areiopagos  with  the  people,  in  a startlingly 
new  way,  yet  in  the  strictest  accord  with  his- 
tory. This  second  volume  of  The  Lives  of  Greek 
Statesmen  is  a book  of  comparatively  small  com- 
pass, but  the  anthor  lias  put  into  it  a most  val- 
uable and  readable  series  of  scholarly  studies. 


Mr.  Charles  H.  Ham’s  Manual  Trainingb  comes 
at  a time  when  the  subject  he  treats  has  assumed 
the  importance  it  ought  of  right  to  have  with 
the  public.  Mr.  Hum  regards  tools  as  “ the 
great  civilizing  agency  of  tho  world.”  This 
respect  for  the  implements  which  divide  bar- 

1 Manual  Training : the  Solution  of  Social  and  Indus- 
trial Problems.  By  Charles  H.  Ham  Illustrated. 
pp.  426,  Cloth,  $1  50.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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barism  from  civilization  is  the  key-note  of  the 
book.  Mr.  Ham’s  plea  for  manual  training  is 
not  intolerant.  He  holds  that  the  new  edu- 
cation is  a blending  of  numual  and  mental 
training,  lie  demauds,  and  with  much  show 
of  reason,  that  the  state  cease  to  teach  the 
n::od  while  neglecting  the  hands.  The  laborer 
of  the  future  must  have  manual  and  technical 
training;  otherwise  he  will,  Mr.  Ham  insists, 
become  only  a machine.  To  avert  this  dire 
misfortune  is  his  aim.  He  proposes  to  do  so 
by  making  the  public  schools  institutions  of 
manual  as  well  as  of  intellectual  training.  He 
supports  his  theory  by  a wealth  of  practical 
illustrations  and  facts  drawn  from  experience 
w hich  deserve  attention  from  students  of  the 
educational  problem.  The  great  worth  of  this 
volume  consists  in  the  practical  nature  of  Mr. 
Ham’s  suggestions,  lie  is  not  only  a theorist, 
but  a worker.  His  connection  with  the  Chica- 
go Manual  Labor  School,  and  the  knowledge 
of  practical  methods  of  manual  training  that 
he  has  for  several  years  labored  to  acquire, 
make  him  a specialist  in  a line  in  which  lie 
has  been  also  a pioneer.  He  gives  a list  of 
questions  used  at  the  first  examination  for 
admission  to  the  Chicago  Manual  Training 
School,  a list  suggestive  of  the  thoroughness 
of  his  scheme  for  rendering  the  eye,  the  hand, 
and  the  ear  skilled  and  ready  servants  of 
the  brain.  His  list  of  studies  for  the  first, 
second,  and  third  year  is  brief,  but  consistent 
with  his  plan.  The  brain  and  the  hand  keep 
time  together.  Mr.  Ham  forcibly  states  why 
the  hand  should  be  educated,  and  made  the 
accomplished  ally  of  the  mind.  He  uses  with 
aptness  the  testimony  of  Ruskiu  and  others, 
who  foresee  the  evils  arising  from  a popular 
education  which  does  not  adequately  suit 
means  to  a useful  end;  lie  thinks  that  the 
change  from  automatic  to  scientific  education 
ought,  not  to  be  bard;  things  must  be  given 
for  signs;  geography  should  he  taught  by 
means  of  sand  moulded  to  represent  mountain 
ranges,  coast-lines,  etc.  He  quotes  the  asser- 
tion that  it  is  practicable  to  let  every  child  of 
fair  capacity  start  in  life  from  his  school  a 
skilled  worker.  He  admits  with  deep  regret 
that  young  people  are  growing  tip  in  large 
numbers  with  a decided  repugnance  to  indus- 
trial labor;  bo  is  aware  that  a social  revolu- 
tion must  occur  before  manual  labor  will  be 
redeemed  from  contempt,  but  this  revolution 
must  be  an  educational  one,  and  when  it  has 
accomplished  its  work,  the  skilled  laborer, 
purged  of  the  scorn  borne  by  him  during  ages 
of  slavery,  will  assume  the  high  social  place 
he  deserves.  Mr.  Ham’s  first  chapter  on  the 
Chicago  Manual  Training  School  will  repay 
close  attention.  We  are  told  in  it  how  sixty 
merchants  of  Chicago,  forming  the  Commer- 
cial Club,  alarmed  l»y  the  rapid  decrease  of 
skilled  labor,  founded  the  school,  which  w’as  un 
experiment  on  the  success  of  which  the  future 
of  combined  mental  and  manual  education  de- 
pended. Tho  theory  of  the  school  is,  as  Mr. 
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Ham  expresses  it,  that  the  idea  should  never 
be  isolated  from  tbe  object  it  represents. 
The  chapter  on  u The  Majesty  of  Tools”  is  a 
protest  against  the  coutiuiug  of  education  to 
abstractions,  and  it  concludes  with  the  asser- 
tion that  public  education  ends  w hen  it  ought 
to  begin  to  practise  the  theories  it  lias  impart- 
ed; words  go  on  without  fruition,  instead  of 
blossoming  iuto  acts.  Mr.  Ham  is  not  content 
with  abstractions  himself;  for  every  argument 
iu  favor  of  manual  training  he  has  a fact,  or  be 
can  point  to  some  example  of  its  importance 
that  has  come  under  his  observation.  He  lays 
heavy  stress  on  the  immense  value  of  drawing 
as  tho  first  step  in  manual  training.  He  de- 
scribes it  as  a universal  language.  ‘‘Each  line  is 
a word;  an  angle  completes  the  sentence;  with 
a curve  and  a little  delicate  shading  we  have 
a paragraph.”  Mr.  Ham  devotes  a chapter  to 
the  necessity  of  educating  women  ns  teachers, 
which  Las  additional  interest  iu  the  context 
of  the  strongest  plea  for  the  spread  of  manual 
labor  schools  t hat  has  yet  appeared.  Mr.  Ham’s 
volume  was  delayed  by  the  unexpected  magni- 
tude of  the  work  he  had  undertaken,  but  its 
interest  is  increased  by  the  timeliness  of  its 
appearance  now,  when  thoughtful  men  are  se- 
riously considering  bow  tbe  subject  of  supply- 
ing skilled  labor  shall  be  attacked.  Mr.  Ham's 
volume  answers  fully  and  frankly  all  the  ques- 
tions that  Lave  so  far  come  up. 


Trustees  of  public  schools,  boards  of  educa- 
tion, teachers,  and  parents  will  each  find  much 
matter  that  will  repay  them  for  its  perusal  and 
study  in  a handy  little  volume6  recently  pub- 
lished, which  contains  a collection  of  juridical 
decisions  in  the  several  States  of  the  Union  bear- 
ing upon  the  power  and  authority  of  school  offi- 
cers and  teachers  in  the  management  and  gov- 
ernment of  public  schools,  and  over  pupils  in 
and  out  of  school.  The  volume  is  the  fruit  of  a 
careful  examination  and  collation  of  numerous 
officially  reported  eases  in  many  of  the  States; 
and  the  points  to  w hich  these  .apply  have  a di- 
rect and  practical  interest,  being  such  as  are 
liable  to  be  forced  upon  the  attention  of  school 
officers  and  teachers  at  any  moment,  and  such 
also  as  often  involve  serious  personal  difficul- 
ties and  other  unpleasant  consequences.  The 
collection  is  very  properly  confined  to  cases 
that  have  been  decided  in  tbe  courts,  those 
w hich  have  been  pronounced  upon  by  school 
officials  only  being  omitted  for  the  reason  that 
they  are  not  final  and  authoritative,  and  may 
be  traversed  and  overruled  by  the  courts.  Fa- 
miliarity with  this  compact  and  useful  manual 
will  save  teachers,  trustees,  and  school  officers 
generally,  and  also  parents  and  pupijs,  from 
many  vexatious,  many  irritating,  and  many  de- 
moralizing misunderstandings  and  conflicts. 

• The  Power  and  Authority  of  School  Officers  and 
Teachers  in  the  Management  and  Government  of  PuUic 
Schools , and  over  PujHls  out  of  School,  as  Determined  by 
the  Courts  of  the  Several  States,  By  a Member  of  tbe 
Massachusetts  Bar.  lGrno,  pp.  181, 75  cents.  New  York: 
Harper  aud  Brothers. 
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of  •JU^oe#ttft  Crtiv ft'* 

ittpty'  Jftw  &'irL  > • . V 4 " 4 * j : ‘ \ 

viaflk  **%>&  »X AH  int*  Gfi*£T h.  on 

snirt  n*  EXPRESS. 

t’A-AI  l^(LKT. 


■\f  ;-^¥^i„.  ■ * 

v./#ysWrw'YO^ 


MAKER 
NEW  YORK 


<S(f^<L?  Sof*  **>*•?'  X- 

Lining 

Sold  by  Wndinr  r.eUdf  ©T«m  dealers  In  lidddfy  OYSfy 


throughout  ife  JCfititod  Htttte*  tdtd  Oawadft.  A |po  by 
William  Torn  <&  Co.,  Lnndnji,  KfigUnd,  Ch?.«.  .Teunsr  «r 
iCfE  > -K4 hi buf cWfScovin 1 1 d , C’Qpittn  d A Ly’h  t4 1 ft »*gn w,  •! tfb u 

ArpoU  A Cm.,  Bfcifyjui*  lrcj;tiidj  Anibic  & £d‘t  PuliUp, 

W edka*  Cm.,  Slnin^h;n,  Olnno.  Manufactured  by 

suwm  a BCTBT  & COm  N*w  York, 

Try  Hurt's  Hid  Pressing.  The  best  in  u*& 


01 Bkrelpty  Street,  New  York- 


Go  gle 


TTARPEIi 'S  MAG AllFE  AVVXRTI3KR. 


A NEW  DEPARTURE 


The  Best  Liife  Policy  in  the  World , 

_______ ___________  ISSUED  BY 


OF  HARTFORD,  CONN, 


INDEFEASIBLE,  NON  FORFEITABLE, 

WORLD-WIDE  TRAVEL 

Cash  Surrender  Values, 


Paid-up  Policy,  or  Special  Term  Insurance, 
plainly  stated  in  every  Policy  issued. 


ASK  AGENTS  TO  SHOW  A COPY 

— AND  SEE  FOR  YOURSELF. — 


Important  Notice  of  the  Travelers 

SPECIAL  TERM  PLAN. 

No  Life 


or  Endowment  Policy  issued  by  this  Company  lapses  by  reason  of 
failure  to  pay  the  premium  when  due  (after  it  has  been  in  force  for  three  years);  but 
is,  if  the  insured  wishes,  carried  for  its  face  for  the  time  specified  in  the  Policy,  without 
further  payment  of  premium.  

TULIS  IS  INSURANCE  THAT  FT JLLY  INSURES. 


Jill  Claims  Paid  at  Sight  Vpon  Receipt  of  Satisfactory  Proofs  of  Death, 

Assets,  $8,417,000,  Surplns,  $8,096,000. 

Paid  Policy-Holders,  $11,500,000. 


JAMES  G.  BATTERSON,  President 


RODNEY  DENNIS,  Secretary. 
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XAQAtlSE  ADVERTISER 


[OREMUS  OM 


Toilet  Soaps  : 

Vo«  have  demon*tt»ttid  that  *pe*-f*et!y  pur* 
*znp  may  Ivt  made,  1 , their  tore,  cordially  t o;w- 
rrurtd  to  hvdin.-»  and  to  tl.ir-commanicym  «nen.» 
t*V  employ  merit  of  your  pur*  ‘ La  Belle  toilet 
soap  ovtt  any  *duitct*lo«i article*” 


sap^s^s^ggsss 


AMttt^r  the  best  Makes  ladle*1  Ehro>.«  loot  new, 
not  vara&ftfeed.  Ask  ftny  reUnble  deahir..  Cnntaloji 
«»i.  dpftans  und  preeervea  loadktv  Take  m>  cUtor, 
Beware  of  Imitations.  Bi mow  A Omsr,  Mfrs.,  N*  Y, 


WW&xM  Ytitfknu.  l*Qi 


fsqm 

tf  TiSMAffJr  fi$riF 


Is  made  from  the  choicest  quality 
of  stock,  and  contains  a Large 
Percentage  of  GLYCERINE  ; 
therefore  it  is  specially  adapted  for 
Toilet,  Bath  and  Irdants. 


IT  IS  THE  STANDARD 

Authority  with  the  0-,'S,  Supreme  Court  and  io 
the  qov’t  Printing  Office,  and  Is  recomtnanded 
by  the  state  Suptt  of.  $«he<st»  fit  W Stales. 

To  li«  many  other  rafuable  fo»tore4  «»  have 

8h  just  added 

W i/I  A Hew  Jftron&uafchs# 


- ...  amsT  rxreut shb»  . 

THIS  siUttUli»A« 

vLi.  Algli  «ud  COimimcMoiu  con 
iT'v  tn'miuir  ov^r  trill  iihifu  ration* 
Sit*  loll  ikHci'tptire  letter- 
1‘Tim  Thin  hook  gtv<w  pr&c- 
H V • Iful  triritrmiinij  on  every 
IM  Tiiio^tlon  adPtlij?  in  Iuhjhq 
_ bnHvViritr,  fcnd  fcftniild  be  in 

- ^ the  hands  ot  every -obi*  intend- 

In# to  bitilth  0 no  8vo  Foi * clot  h>  prktL  pi^tpuid,  $1  ,W. 

C'10TrfAC»Bi$  i or,  Uinta  on  Kr»mo<fdcnl  H*>u*e 
Building  - 24  pi  a tea  of  rottatre.*  meting  (Vt>n>  CKR) 
to  fao(K),  with  »lestJ  i}»dvo  Jerier-prose.  1 bvo  vol., 

Unudpomely  hound  m floih.j>rk<v  postpaid,  $1.00. 

1 0W»C08T  UfTOWK*.  VjidinHIb#  PRIZE  RE* 
A*  t*H?NSf  with  r>vath>n*t  phiutf,  dtdiiiK  Ppccllka- 
tifxws.  hills  of  n ml c rl a) , uo< V e ia i i t n a t e fin f ooe L 1?  I trgP 

■la.  I .i  . i . . * . . t • t » • . i •.  ,w  .tit.:,  a.»L:  wtuWi 


OF  TUT.  WORLD, 

OdntAini ttg  over  5J5,000  T1  ile*,  bii eiiy 
♦ipHcrlbing'  the  Ccmntru1*,  ditto*, 


g*  TbwfaWjAirrd  Nakiiral  Ffitmes 

0^*1  OF  EVERY  PART  Of  THE  GLOBE. 

(t  Is  nu  lnvola»hlo  emupHtitau  to  Brsr?  School, 


and  atev<*ry  Fi.rvside. 

G. AC.  WEBB  1AM  ACQ;,.:Po^,9prl»^ia#Ma^ 


HV  E1  CT  Throuen  the 
II  w KitJ  C Sound grid  Reliable 

WESTERN  FARM  MORTRAfiE  CO. 

^SSST  LAWRENCE,  KAN. 

CAPITAL  AMD  SUHPLU9*  $280,000. 

Carefully 'fleta’fod  i*i  MortsfAire  F<mti  Loans  P*y- 
ableinN.!?.  t^rjy&ikd  ftAoilmex.  AbAolutn 
fuetion.  lOrejtFn‘frj£ij«rlofirv,).  No  kwes.  Refer  taJA 
a’At’l  BAiik.KvYf  City;  Nad  Bank.LAwrenoe.  KtJA  i 
And  lliimtrt«dit  of  Investor*  Send  Tor  nwmphlei, 
roffttMAOCl  full  informal  Ion.  UnuHthOArAifatf.f  .Oif*, 


fw.  • 

iyp.  • ^ rl  iri'vl  ( K V I lAhvW  eft 

X . >w yf«,’4wfcWi fiT-V' 

vwa»;t»w.  aub*  >T,  - k'M  >\m  Stwkbferirtf.  t*i$L 


•STEEL  PEWS 


TWO  WHCELCR, 


£rrpw»pd*BC* 


leading  Nes.  14. 048, 128, 130, 135, 333,  W 

For  Sale  by  all  Stationers.  V 
THE  ESTEROROOIC  8TEKU  PEN  GO., 
t?wto.  Coujden,  N.O.  5*  ,'obn  Si-.Aew  7wt 


RAVEN  GLOSS 


Go  gle 


HASP  SB'S  UA9Mmg  APVZimSRft. 


Growth  of  the  Hair,  cures  Scald  Head 
and  all  Irritation  of  the  Scalp. 

aot£i>M  burnstt  * «©.,  bqbt©«*  mam. 


t/&c 

VXo*&iZli«'**SiJ’£Arc/i3[ 


$ 1 Tt/^fW ** 


//*"  fOVK  $rAT/OrtJ£*L  0O&&  //or  X££P  *1£f* 

WARPERS'  < Jtevz*  /g  ce/rrs.  /*v  sr/\M/>a  AO&  o/,wu!8 

J>g It <tx.tr  yov*  A1o/*£}f  . J&3J&/XO//  €XUG/SJL£  Go.  ,« 22SK9&  < 


HOLSTEIN-FRIESIAN  CATTLE 


:f^^3ft^iisa«/R6a 


t'  ive  .wrogivl 


■>  .■■‘■-Kzmr 

tfwattyty 


Price#  taw 


Lakeside  Stock  Farm,  Syracuse,  N T 

HU. 


Goc  gle 


mupM'S  maqazixs  a d rex  risen 


Embroidering  Silks 

m 

Unchanging  Colours 
°jtas.  Pearsall  fcs?  Co. 

tjr  (England)  in vit*  attention  to  tfceir 

UN>ADIXG  EASTER#  DYES,  whirt  are 
totfdly  different  from  the  modem  dyes,  and  identic.*! 
with  the  Colour*  in  indent  Persian  an»J  Indian  Ktcdlef; 
*?o*k>.  They  teill.  bear  Continued  Exposure  to  Light i 
atvi  wit/  Wash,  without  Fading  ar  Changing. 

Nftfie.  but  th,t  Unfading  Eastern  Dyes  ave  used 
for  i as.  Pu;\*csnjLi;  & Co.’s  *?  F1LO  v FLOSS/ 
TWm%Xy:  .:•  EMBROIDERY  Sit  1C."  and 
” EASTERN  DVfcS  FILOSELLE.'4 
Ettas*  tf'Athooii  of  Art  Xeedityrpykajiui Sierte  through 
outAmerka  and  Canada.  Wholesale  also  of she  [sailing 
X'tio  C^rli  fSkitPhiimUiphia,  Berlin  Wool  liimtt*. 

xfeda:  ' PEARSALLS’  And  the  word* 
’UNFADINO  EASTERN  DYES  * ate  pn  every  steia. 
No  other  is  genuine.  Imitations  abound. 


full  HiforniAtion,  rates,  mops.  M JUice’s  Ad veu 
iure$  In  liie  Ne?r  • WottderkaiU*  »mi  the 


Northern  Pacific  dr 


Minn 


ARTISTIC  MONIES 
r.  mm, 

'SstisSyjtfci*  Adttdt^avacQ  ba«w 

toptf  pubUhtai . v'i4>  TO*  i .rnwud*  wt 

| Y.  ItoCwri  fr.vV  KMi  brr 

*•  Atai-ori*^,  ,«* 


X TO*  m 

•M  hrr 

-U*  CHJXuRdii^;  dmy.  usulmihtnd 

^4!f*r5rt<0*.  itat  rhumjdcr. 

rcuu  CCre  i'Vittjs*:*-  «S?A  lAliCt;  ^4kv 

v>L 

fTi  *■&&  ihv  ‘ilfcttti  Of 

iUtf6*rt2vMd;  sttifcstf;  atotSvu  fa 

vuMv,  ^i#btrtf»v6r  lift*  tfoMyi&tet  aw  aI  wort? 
twTuui.C'' Period  out;  in  the  tovti^  xT  r»tTO? 

, iitviJ.  Uxwrfurv  y<***M~,  * »j**njvif4Ir 
^itoatMar  rtttfgi*  tbitu  rticsw  jrhriw#,  tfy  U Mr-tWfc 
Sw  .tfiitfai’e  ontfiuoa  i*  tfcemost  sat^ee  *'n*  o\ 
he*  -oibjG^d  ft  U uaod 
^rm^Tw/UAd  tc  ulotfc  atad 
Hx|$  imhfr**  frtTi xyr  float  t&tn*  nltf**- 
vifiu#.  A lOWjch'o  dNsenpfctoo  of  *.*ueE  % <3,Un. 
*ml  &\'rnr,u'fv.xl*  of  orw'ftcnx  AiMvIw.1* 
Lnitrvtr.no  *>n  D»wjcr«Uo3  *r'A.vttW^J 

t:*ry  rhratbiixvr,  bv  i4t»uU^m«(ii  irMxiwix>j»t 

tbvlr  pxi»tdwiiotiA.  POefi  tiy 

A lYllgRfcjE.  AliSl^TvT  Jt 


mnm  shorthanii,: 

^^aSBBSfct  SiM W^ii 

irtrva)*^! v fwe^feio.jrd.e^  Sp»xiW'M  r ^ - . . , 


Tbe  oq!>  Freezer  in  the  wrld 
I v » vi « g*  th roe  dit*t i net  motion*  id  - 
side  nie  Csui,  thereby,  wf  course 
rrodudnfrf  ner,  smoother 
Crf  Am  rjonf  4rry  othf  r Frt'feter 
tw  the  rtoukei,  Mncidnery  easUy 
aiijftMei!  amt  operated.  ^Pnbn  w«- 
terproof.  Oter  ,4ftKL0Wt  lit  atie^ 
Sond  flip ttfUlwjgrnr  and  price-list 

White  Mountain  Freawr  Oa 
XASttVA,  a.  ».  :. 


PMOmOCRAPHY: 


. Ait^yrnttiJ -o,  uy  Hear*,  mmwj  d^.'- 

■ ; t^^TfrC4r;K.  Lu^^n^sj,  . 

Doriblo-Sntir  BOOK-KEEPING 

Letter  YrrlSibg,  <fc^v,  thoronifftly  taught  by  MaII.  Circular* 

free;  Cm  reMpomtence  1-12 1L  itli  St, , New  York. 

illtnbTlI  A Mi  n m\iipsth«K>t«,hi»  uxMto 

VHUrl  l nA|ll#h¥  M«pf  wnumafty 


mur  nr  n whdt  n *>»  Bunopt^  nvisc. 

1 nil  UllU  If  UililLI  p wn : Jrus« to  «dJ 

miemllng  tourists  AdOi^w  A . D«  fy&pt sia,  Albflh 


Go  gle 


fCHIGAN 


t URPtS’3  MA9AZINM  ADnffTtSBB. 


S.  GUMPRECHT’S 

r\»  U 

4 


Kid  Gloves 


tickiipivMgfcd,  by  ufi tfho fcftvi;  ttied  them* 

B«# t WeariiJ*,  B*at  JFiUUhfc*  H*?*t  of  AH. 

Tci  lufroduet*  them  Tii  a larger  chcte  of  cthstm^  ! 
have  m»<m  n Kpocitri  Price  deduction  ltd*  Bernom,  uiul 
will  forwant tfhetm  ponlpfud,  to  any  address  in  the  IT. 

<m  receipt  of  prUm 

PHI.C®  1BT  FOR  THIS  SEASON. 

BBITO^R  IJ^EESSED  KID  dr  Swtto). 

■iMJmfom.  Crtiotod  or  Jtiauk,.$l.  H> ; reduced  from  $1.50. 

6 BtBtiw,  Q*i\mvd,  nr  £Etackvi!.HK;  reduce*!  from  $1.15, 
A-litiiiot;,.  Coined  ur  . iBlack,  M’iffa  heitv’y  embroidered 
from  $2.00, 

T-HutiUii,  tfoioYed  of  tflack,  ll.Tfc ; reduced  from  $£.25. 

8- Butum  M<)Umjnemtn:rCoK-)rtid  or  Jliiujk^.oo ; mJncwl 
from  ft  50, 

S-Biujod  Mou^jfimtajre.  f ‘«*if»red  dr  Black,  with  luxury  em- 
broidered back,  rwlttited  t r«n;»  $2.75. 

9- BtltlOft  Gentlemen  a Olovw,  Kid  or  Donkin,  $t Me  re- 
duced from  jjfl&O* 

4-Butfon  I#«difp‘  Jingstkin,  wilh  beAVy  embroidered  b*tk, 
reduced  'from  -aft,#}, 

Tbeae  glovea  Hrc  All  Warranted*  If  they  rip  or  tear  when 
first  p*if  on,  i\  new  pail’  win  be  uiyoij  in  exchange. 

Gmor  deelmi- 
^ ^ ^ , r - „ ttiedhmi,  or  Jong 

I*.  U.  slumps  or  order. 


iti  ordering  Ataie,  1.  8 tv  Jr 
3.  Si*e  required:  A Whom*r 
finger*  k Ki 


1 ftl«i  aUl-your  titfHXjtion  ft*  * $r*ak  variety  6 € Bilk 
kud  $&k  and  Urnm  Clave?,  at  lowe»c 

Pji??*  £iw  Store, 

40  Slid  Stately  K,  T. 


Gloves  mid 
Direct  all  letter*  to 

st,  ti<  .npiikriir. 


BU^ORS, 

SkinBleir|is}\ifs 

aho  c~ ;• 
BIRTH  MARK'S 
•arecured  by- 

Cuticura 

Fon  CLEANSING  THE  SKIN  and  Scalp  of  In- 
itturiic  tu«i  JJtrib  Hnuion^  for  allaying  Itch* 
\ng.  Bhmiijg,  arul  Jniiamnuu'nm,  for  curing  the  8r*t 
aymptoms.  or  Emmid,  Pi-oiiftsit*,  Milk  Crust,  Sctdd 
Head,  Scrofula,  and  other  inherited  skin  and  Wood 

CPTimtBA,  the  great  Skin Cure,  and  CimotnaA  Soap, 
an  exquisite*  Skin  Beautifho,  externally,  and  CuTimru* 
KftndrvtixT,  the  new  Blood  Purifier'  IutcnmJly,  are 
lofallihle 


Cutuiuka  HwKDris  are  aI«oin<ely  pu 
only  infallible  Wood  Purifier*  ami  Skin 
free  from  poisonons  ingredient*. 

"*n< 


ure,  and.  the 
Beauilfieia 

...  .^  Mngwdient*. 

Sold  every u hero  Price,  Cptjocha, 50c. % Soap,  ; 
RksouVent,  $1,  Prepaid  hy  the  P^«  Daco 
G&Km&±h Co.,  M ah» 

^ih!  fjf  *?  ffo\>,  u>  fut-i*  Hkin  Diseases*.’ 

BAek**  Vhrtihe  Pain*  ' S{ijehes#t  and 

WfOikuci^  tliet’dll.V  .'crned  hy  Ct’-rhi^eV  A-^Tp; 
IVrK  Pi  AaikB  WurronJtHj.  th:. 


3 Gold  Medals  Hew  Orleans,  1886, 

MeCAW,  STEVENSOH,  & ORR’S 

i«  rtr « t 

A Perfect  Substitat-0  for 

STAIJVEtt  GLASS. 

Nothing  mid\  the  appoAtAnea 

of  tjio.  iaiiorior;  fem m &*  one  or  niore*; 

wStftim'd  * glass'-  -window?;  but  ^Utuied  vkvs 
h too  costJy  for  geruuul  use.  The  b-l;u .ie.r 
Window  p^CAirntion  fia^  >ill  the  >xppear^iic^ 
of  relit:.'-  ^ fnacfioti  of ."ife 

cosU  slid  be  ^flixed  to  any  wiutJiJivv  bv 
any  tfiHifritl  ^rouble^  To  be  ob\ 

tained  frtjfiftl-*  fed / '^¥aU  ‘Pap^n  fWS 

co  rutofft,  and  liatn?  rfy  otc » 

United  Suki. 

C1RCTURS  FREE  B¥  MAIL. 

F'olorod  Pattern  Book?,  with  full  partie- 
\ ulars,  price-list.,  etc.,  bv  inatl,  BOc.,  which 
will  be  refunded  on,  return  of  book  to 

32  Broadway,  Haw  York. 
HE3STEY  H.  ROSS.  Agent 

Ml 

■I  ■ 

Tin Tf  ITU  I ^ ^Tbur  dlrt-ei  frjmi  inlil«  to  the 

FIJI  1 N Ij  ? ijnnsttnier,  we  *te  hUz  atw»y«  to  give  low- 
X v U XI U . mt  possible-  pHc«f<  aheet*  of  pa- 

per  hu4  cnvelftp^,  <yitu  priw  M\i[  ttamtxit  or  atieefc*  to 
a poiittd.  *«/if  On  of  U)  ccrit4*.Jnctndiug  naor*>  Uiao 

15  cpiiIr*  w^rTh  of  gO‘ifi  t>spei  »ud  enveloitea.  Address 
IJ.  K,  CAUTEU  Jk  KAMlI^^  /WhoiesAlc  SUtionertr 
and  pKp«>r  liouleFts,  3 Beacon  ^rt^h.  Bnittoo^  ^tu^. 

YOIR  MONOGliAM 

In  India  i^ubher^  with  Pad*  x¥ui  French 
^ocllt»lc  Ink •/  •. 

•I  lyO  fissi&y-  ' 

t&iil  Ob  , -fStifii&i&iyti}*-:-. 

ury  for  ''>  •■.  P •*•••>  ••;- 

>V  ifCUi 

j&wtjh  pxm'i 
MA^rnjc  Acrtrk£tw: ■ov 


Lowest  Prices  in  the  United  States. 

am  th^  New  Efighnui  Agent*  for  the 
Gur ffcfit  Paper  Va,  bt*uhlhihf«  in  1822),  sod 
Miumfurtnrerp  tho  HIU  Liueu 

P*Pf?  (tio  foiiertii  mnr^ mipet  rati 


fiKO. 


| X INKS 

60  JOELN  ST.,  Tfew  York. 

Our  frp^  VV^nlctit  Infen  kre  nsarj  by  0 art-vo  X B^ivttrwKH. 


Gch  gle 


REMINGTON  STANDARD  TYPE  WRITER. 

Warranted  in  every  respect.  Bay,  it,  with  piTvilei;e- 
¥ ‘'wNtonttntf  wHIhi.  30  days,  C- T*,,  far  fall  price  psid,  if, 
not  absolutely,  satisfairtCrry. _> 

WYCEOPF,  SEAMAHS  & BENEDICT, 

336  Broadway.  Now  York, 

; ' ffSt,  ■ 


SARABMA  MAGAZIM*  AD?S&TfSS& 


'■£?*£  -^M£ss ?iMi*  fr&p&r 
'bK'ig.)  ' j%  .h*ie ''li*W»?> 

' . ' ' '•  - . ■ ' . ■ ■ • 

&c  i.d  « «l  rvLit  gtaeli^tp  * ot/ , **»> *>,b^»r.  .wu  ‘4*>\>;u* 

y.t'\T  .-..  fa*  ?••  Aii*  ;r>;\  aw?i*. 

rtfr?  6p?^. jv  d^lr^d. V\*ffrr.y  n.va* 
#?ii?p4 ! <f  '&€$$*  r ti  a n a i i*y  tfiMrer  lo  if.ni . br&tfoe* i h 

bt  *vh^  buti:  Wv'Jt^br,  i;  f\i  ■;  ftehii)  piiu«,  Tdi  ••>>:*£. 


U-vut  m iur 

WESTON  & WELLS  .M*f’g  Co, 

They  we  <jxiAra*it*«cl  m and 

tU*  Only  Article*  of  the  Kjftdl  made  of 
Braided  Whe» 

Sold  hy  Jobbers  ia4  Mon  Everywhere. 


•7**  Or  «*  ;#/**? 

Tfa* 'Health  Brit  hied  Wire  ibisth*,  No,  4,  lluf.  Batftfe 
is  the  *tewe  In qimHir** Thfe  />{&.  % but  ta  matf  c * ifttfc 
larger,  J*  inteiidthi  lift  31  jm  ) Julies,  vrkh  narrow  hipt, 
A<Ou£t»b}e  b}  strap  \crc**  klhs  hack,  Retail  pdoe,  fly 

O.r^tic tit?®*?'- 
&u«t‘.fufleK  Jr  “«V  |h§L*u»v  l^uur  fur  <*m*^  wuh  n*rr»^ff 
QjF It*  tad  (>tic*L  f '%•% 6* 


)N*TM,'fd  4*3.  S* . 1 Wii. 


The  DoHlh  Brjc^Wti*,Bptt)et  $<i  t Tbi*  &«**!*& 
m tttite  of  th^:  VPALch^p'Tine  cOett)  wtrth.fctjfly  trip- 

per«d.  li  i*  adapted  ;tf*  .rMfrifJV  *.wjW.'%  ‘ttlbwi*  wjtH 
vrottd 1$|*.  Wright*  Hi  Oa 


Isfe:  >•». 

*tV-  If ^rtU.h  l^WSF-  N’-v  9 M* 

teirtpfeufd  afcid  wmy  *o*U‘  •* -'  f 

ta#t1<pf?  to  HptfAgfc-  Uf  Hftj&fig  A h tt*~  iu 

T.  W^»tv*,  yr.up'  £ ut;.  /ItJH^U  jVfiff.. 


/Wmi/d  J«n.  t»,.}«#( 

The  Faria,  No.  R,  Braided  Wire  Bustle,  mad*  ot  Bla* 
lethrared  watch -*prlt*/!r  iittel  wirev  and  e^dfUt  adapted 
ttfw  prevaiiwg  ht*h(ou  of  “ high  draper*.”  li  U larger 
^ind  /tiller  than  the  TJealtU  3 Row.  Fnce,‘  75  ee nu. 


>'.  tr<*4';-.e»vv  'V\  K*?5v;Vv  1^.  >i*S^ 

Tjw-  "tiV/rt • h 7fc>«b‘-i*7»p  iVj *!<•  .^riAViirf,;^/  / .if  hi*  W 
' fr^  ' *i  he  ; Hf  ’i"-'"-  (11-  - Lu  t ) • ‘ . • i ■ !>•<! l :...  «•  »- 

ia  v tk '^V:SU\'  JiutV  Uuir*  J/ii  .••<’  AVlt  j;  iivipl  •<.•  uL  • ui  ’ uti* 

• •■  I . • • ■ , : USll'i 

M .ftt’iv'' .^rtjrf'  -d  iijl^  ,‘t»u1v'  tp 'iff,<««T>{>j'  fb-.M" U-^'prl rtf  •ifuu.i 
y*t\ijrak mu^V  j*.?r  T ^ ^.; ’ =' ' '■•;*; -k  - ‘ 


afhfcil^st  M-^'.#;'.5(^":  •'  • _k . 'k 

The  Plated  Brairled  Wire  Kn<ai^,  'No>  A,  tortde  ia 


braid.  Att excellent. lm 
reversible,  making  anoiher  atvlc  iyfBm tl«  bv  »i  tuplv  mn)- 
iJU>  Ujth/i  other  fefde  unt.  Weighs  7^  ox.  d-0 


STOKES,  THOMPSON,  A CO., 

AC.KX'TS,  k v 

No.  235  atestJJBt  Niwx'U 


} If  von  cairnot  obtain  th«M:  ^6mU  from  fA>ui  d«4Jer,«i3x 
The  tleaUb  Braided  Wire  Pr^^n  :•  of  the  above  articles  will  fM5«en|  Vrtr  ^adt.tHttmrtlv  packed, 
Fp^p.  Tble  i*  it  pe^>od  tmptwrd  idrticle  of  dre^e.  It  ih-i 'postpaid,  on  receipt  <4 refill :pHof. m&<Sftty-0r pcitlid  w>t^ 
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HARPER'S  MAGAZINE  ADVERTISER 


Two  books  that  have  been  adopted  to  be  read 
by  every  denomination  in  the  land. 


Her  Years  of  Wandering  and  Learning.  How  she 
Used  what  she  Learned.  A story  for  children  and 
those  who  lore  children.  From  the  German  of 
Johanna  Spyri,  by  Lod  jsk  Brooks.  2 vols,  in  one. 
12mo,  cloth,  pp.  668,  elegant.  $1.50.  Sixth 
Edition. 

This  was  the  most  auccessfhl  book  for  the  young  issued 
last  year.  The  whole  edition  was  exhausted  before 
Christmas.  The  publishers  uuw  offer,  to  meet  the  daily 
recurring  demand,  ft  popular  edition  at  a popular  price, 
namely,  $1.50/  instead  of  $2.00. 

The  Atlantic  Monthly  pronounces  Hath!  “u  delightful 
book  . . . charmingly  told.  The  book  is,  as  it  should  be, 

} Printed  In  clear  type,  well  leaded,  and  is  bound  in  excell- 
ent tnste.  Altogether,  it  is  one  which  we  suspect  will 
be  looked  back  upon  a generation  hence  by  people  who 
now  read  it  in  their  childhood,  and  they  will  bunt  for  the 
old  copy  to  read  in  it  to  their  children, H 
A leading  Sunday-school  paper  further  Hays:  “No  better 
book  for  a bondav-school  library  has  been  "published  for  a 
long  time.  Scholars  of  .ill  ages  will  rend  it  with  delight. 
Teachers  and  parents  will  share  the  children’s  enjoyment.” 


FINEST  HtfiaULS 


ILLUSTRATED 

CATALOGUE 


RICO  AND  WISELI 


It  i*  of  tf.teat  practical  udiUy  w well  &<t  « 
ratio?)  af  means  of  auiutemerit.  Xcfg,  lit  fact, 
an  ever-saddled  hbtme,  twit  eats  nothing  and 
requires  ha  American. 


Rico  and  Stineli,  and  How  Rico  Found  & Home.  How 
Wiseli  was  provided  for.  From  the  German  of 
Johanna  Spyri,  by  Loots*  Brookh.  % vols.  bound 
in  one.  12mo?  doth,  pp.  609,  elegant.  $1,50. 


«THE.*PQPE  -MFG  -CQ;  V 

597  Washington  St.  Boston  Mass. 

a warren  st,\  cmfliiiH  S&s  / ,,s  Wabash  ave. 
• HEW  YORK.  * / BRANuH^Ea  ^ CHICAGO  • 


For  sale  bp  all  booksellers,  or  mailed,  pontage  paid , by  the 
publishers,  on  receipt  of  price. 

CUPPLES,  UPHAM,  & CO., 

PUBLISHERS,  BOSTON. 


The  Improved  Rider  Compression  Hot-Air 
Pumping  Engine. 

NEW  AND  IMPROVED  DESIGNS.  3000  IN  USE. 

For  Residences,  and  all  places  where  skilled  labor  is  not  employed. 
Usually  operated  by  Domestics  or  Gardener.  Absolutely  safe  under 
any  circumstances.  Special  Pump  for  Artesian  Wells.  Catalogue 
u H " and  testimonials  sent  free  on  application.  Applv  to  nearest 

Agency.  RIDER  ENGINE  CO.,  Makers. 


AGENCIES  t 


Philadelphia,  P.  Kru.y,  61  N.  7th  St. 
Si.  LmUs,  L M.  Rimsky  Mr*  Co. ,810 
N.  2d  St. 

Baltimore,  Mortoj?,  Reki»,  & Co.,  59 
German  St. 

Atlanta,  Ga.,  A.  P.  Stxwaut  A Co, 
Dubuque,  la..  Moaivieo*  Bkob 
Dcming,  N.  M.f  11.  P.  Quwtt. 

San  Antonio,  Tex.,  F.  F.  Collins. 
Mobile,  Ala.,1^.  K.  Limi.ow 
Pittsburgh,  Pa.,  Kay  Bnofr.  *k  Co. 
Havana,  Cuba,  O.  G\ut»nrh  & Co. 
Halifax,  N.  S , .bmaSTARu. 


N.  Y.  and  Export,  Saykb  & Co.,  34 
Dey  Si. 

ChiCftgo,Tu  b Coyiuin  ation  GasMaoil 
Co.,  239  5lh  Ave. 

Petrol  t,TiiK  Combination  Gas  Maoil 
Co.,  Wight  St 

Richmond,  Va.f  Gkorq*.  A Smith. 
Alban}’,  N.  Y.,  IUpgewav  A Ursa,  U9 
State  St. 

Buffalo.  N.  Y.,  lauiA^Kica  & Davis. 
S|)ringneld,MneK,A.M.KNiiiUT  A Sok. 
Kansas  City,  Morse  Enoinkkking  Co. 
Milwaukee,  Biihblih  SpknV'k  Co. 


WEBSTER’S 

CONDENSED 


800  PAGES.  24,000  PROPER  NAMES. 

60,000  WORDS.  1,500  ILLUSTRATIONS. 


IVISON.  BLAKEMAN,  TAYLOR,  & CO.,  753  and  755  Broadway,  N.  Y 


Monad  barrels, 
10  i>er  bam>l. 
arder.  Send  tor 

E.  PITCH> 
SHchl 


Go  gle 
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n OTFEt  THIS  SEASON  He  MOST  TltSABU  NOVELTIES  IS 

PWXTN  AM)  SEEUS, 

iw,Ku:k\ 


The  »on-arlon  of  tfr # Arneon  i*  rh*  K««r  R«j**t 
BEAl'TY,™  rhitf  will  r»>vfd'u $fc{*d>>4 

an  «>y<*r-h  loom  fits  Monthly  Howe- ns  farsrv.  lV*graut,  and 
l iful  as  the  hard)  at  June  Hose*  blyom  IxfUhjcc  a J'euft  It  is 

ibe  most  yuto«bk‘  juevv  jnaot  i 

muTij  5'y.aris . Bower* >m:.L1  a(  nlwIrmiJ*  &t 

JtaxTibed  111  t)l5t  t?Chd  Hljd  PWO 
!0L*u»*,wm*:b  i^vr'fv f*o)W ph*h\ 

rt, 


E FA  CXAX»  dkvfjlopmknt. 

$ IV  Hi  nmjl  jim  rul-s  b>  drvvkw  Oitt*- 

& ; <'f  cr».*«’KK  fltoi  tv«t.  rt>«UL*Hi(  »h.  »ir. 

K and  r.-Kev  . rut»^  fur  u«ta£ 

I >>  fleYek#  r**r} 

f the  arm*  atvI  ln*fy — Alt  for  wctsu. 

bi£ffiie^9  Prof.  4. t «. Dowd  * «<- w*  Seh*>£  fto 

invalid  Rolling  Chair.  ^ 

<Reclirtmg.)  jjjw 

A Ftioctesa  Boon  to  ,|ftP 

■■  ••  who  an?  an* 

Abir>  to  walk.  Tha  jAra^^^^r 


JUST  OUT! 

Dans  " Wap  Q 
Protector ! cs 


lb*  world.  Send  forWM 
uj.*  r.  Ci rtrular  to  ^9 

‘Alt'  Cft.,  .Vw  ttuv^n,  £«***,  ^ 

r«H;  IMPROVED 


iKti 


Th*  only  fiffeetiye  protection 
ug#iu*i  Pi'c.kp<ickct?.  WUJ 
►••ml;  postpaid,  on  fiftCttVpt  Of 
A^n  (s  wanted. 


m ix  jv  im?s, 

||)5  llro{iUH»y . !V.  V,  V5=ss^ 

VICTOR  v*  FOUNTAIN  PEN  50c 


A pcticct.  thsvthle  {sbudutg  >Vm  in  Hard  ^Rubber 
Fountain  Holder  Simple  and  wy  to  man  a ire.  A 
strong,  pr*c,l.tckl  pen, for  d*£lfc  or  pocket,  ffoliiH  Ink 
v>  >\ rite;  iOf)  page*.  by  mnVl.  with  filler,  &c.t  on 

rnscipf  of  <Hfr-  Hold  mounted,  lar  $i,Brk 

LA PH AM  A ROiTART.  Mo-.,  4 John  f?i,  N.  Y. 

SIS  WILl  NEVER  CEASE! 

BRfATtST  OFHR  EVCft  WAOf  8Y  ART 
llA8t£  PUBLISHERS  IH  THE  WORLD  t 

y Lady  whoUoe* .FifrOV  W r»B£  *fcc>t2ld 
"kit  ui  *M*  W02ST»EH.rPJ>  Orris 
!H  truly  THK  CltA^CLof  • 

»al ',i4h‘ff*  \»f  ' Tilt'  nOlhSKFlOI.D 
“tTllLV  kAw  <i»f#rnjitied  to  #&ftrire  2i.tKO 
*»bi»erit>eri,  /iOid  with  Uu»t  tud  in  vwm 
r nitkik*  tpeci*!  Arrangomoon  v <m  ?he 
“ft  tnutnifocHitvr*  of  J‘««enuf 

ettnnpvd  ivit  aod  tiS}4  T>  {iveuf  tn  fh># 
ooiifttry  w rnopty  vitb  5&XK» 

paek*y.iH.  ilwniml  i«H>w. 
rjmooher  that  tbit  pack*#*  it  mcnufac- 
wml  *xpire»»lY  for  our  uw  and  the  good* 
which  it  contain*  cannot  Uc  bought  of 
inv  other  hoot*.  Set  what  11  contain* *. 
iff  Outfit  of  i **t  of  *6  initial*  -north.  V*  > 
fid  foil  *l«k  p^rforau-a  Parchment  pattern ».  10c,  caci  ; 1 bo« 
pGwdtar,  15c.  1 Distributor  ATidfixll  in*tructh»n*  for  aU  %ir>d» 
<rl  •tamping.  I0c-  - 1 Stamped  Felt  Tidy,  12xH 
»C.;  letampad  Felt  Bracket laimbrcauin.  6x1#  to  2tA^  4 I 
Fair  Stamped  Felt  Piano  Mat*,  25 c. ; 1 Stamped  Sat  n lUmvt 
35 c. 1 l Stamped  lanen  fiptaalieir,  SD*J90  in..  *<0c, : 1 
linen  Tidy,  Hxl*  in.ififcvi  l Down  Skeins  Silk, 

n i «•'  . i r»  . i _ r V »_ n . 


Absolutely  Safe 


Thi?  hurncr  give*  the  largest  light  of  any  lamp  burner 
heretofore  mnnufriclnred.  It  will  tit  any  lamp  having  \ 
screw  collar,  and  h.u»  a simple  attachment  by  which  the 
Iteht  I*  extinguished  n»  easily  ami  readily  a*  gas  U turned 
off;  A*  « reading  light  it  ha*  no  Packed  ready 

for  shipment,  price,  Burner  and  Chimney,  $1.00. 

HKKTOfllUFH  HFCI.  CO.,^8  * U Church  St,  B.  T. 

W Ori5i.  al.fr: m 

' ••'Y.'-U&JtVEP.SHY  Of  MICHIGA 


ail  -a 

JlK-eMOST  ExT£^r  Sizes  i Prices 
fy  6SEND  STAMP  FOR  48  PAGE  CATALOGUE 
P#  largest  Manufacturers  in  the  United  States 

fiORMULLY  a jErFERYr 

•'f  CHICAGO,  iLLSr**^  "c) 


HARPER'S  MAGAZINE  ADVERTISER. 


BALZAC  IN  ENGLISH. 


“The  time  should  now  be  ripe  for  the  introduction  of  English-speaking  people  to  an  author  who 
by  right  of  genius  stands  alone  among  his  contemporaries.  . . . There  ought  to  be  in  the  United  States 
and  England,  at  the  present  time,  enough  lovers  of  good  literature  to  make  such  an  undertaking  as  a 
complete  translation  of  this  author  remunerative.” — N.  Y.  Tribune. 

“ The  announcement  of  a series  of  new  translations  of  some  of  Balzac’s  leading  novels  has  awak- 
ened a good  dpal  of  interest  among  those  who  are  familiar  with  the  masterpieces  of  this  great  delineator 
of  modern  life.  The  Comedie  Humaine  remains  unquestionably  the  greatest  literary  undertaking  of 
modern  times ; such  a task  as  only  the  strongest  could  set  before  himself  and  achieve  even  in  a very 
small  measure.  That  Balzac  carried  his  scheme  so  far,  touched  life  on  so  many  sides,  and  portrayed 
with  such  marvellous  reality  so  many  of  its  most  significant  phases,  is  impressive  evidence,  not  only  of 
his  genius,  but  of  his  marvellous  working  power.  In  this  day  of  more  delicate  but  lighter  and  far  less 
substantial  work  in  fiction,  the  re-reading  of  Balzac  might  well  serve  as  a tonic.  And  for  this  reason  we 
are  glad  to  note  the  announcement  of  this  series  of  fresh  translation.” — N.  Y.  Christian  Union. 

PERE  CSORIOT.  The  first  volume  in  Roberts  Brothers’  series  of 
Balzac’s  Novels,  newly  translated  into  English,  elicits  the  following  tribute : 
“ St.  Augustine,  Florida.  Gentlemen : Although  a stranger  to  you,  I cannot 
refrain  from  returning  to  you  the  heartfelt  thanks  always  due  in  courtesy  those 
who  have,  consciously  or  not,  given  extreme  pleasure.  In  the  publication  of 
* Pfere  Goriot  ’ you  have  rendered  thousands  of  readers  an  almost  priceless  ser- 
vice, and  I most  earnestly  trust  that  the  reception  of  the  effort  you  have  made 
will  be  so  instantaneous  and  widespread  as  to  encourage  you  to  place  the  world 
of  Balzac  before  those  unfortunate  enough  not  to  be  able  to  enjoy  it  in  the 
original.  Yours  gratefully,  F.  S.  A.” 

THE  JHUdlESSE  HE  EAMdEAIS.  The  second  volume  in 
Roberts  Brothers’  series  of  Balzac’s  novels,  newly  translated  into  English. 

CESAR  RIROTTEAU.  The  third  volume  in  Roberts  Brothers’ 
series  of  Balzac’s  novels,  newly  translated  into  English. 

EVCitiSNIE  GRAVDET.  The  fourth  volume  in  Roberts  Brothers’ 
series  of  Balzac’s  novels,  newly  translated  into  English. 

Balzac’s  novels  are  in  handsome  12mo  volumes,  neatly  bound  in  half  mo- 
rocco, French  style.  Price,  $1.50  each.  Sold  by  all  booksellers.  Mailed,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  price.  Send  for  our  new  Descriptive  Catalogue  (free). 

We  will  send  the  four  volumes  on  receipt  of  $5.00. 


ROBERTS  BROTHERS,  Publishers, 


3 Somerset  Street,  Boston. 


Digitized  by 
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HARDERS  ACdOAZtHE  AD  VERTISER. 


THIS  OUTFIT  C<>NW,A.iJST.fe 


180  STAMPING  PATTERNS  AND  COMPLETE  ALPHABET 


P6*  E.*>8»N#;TO«t<?trrLtNK,  AVI)  Kiubok  KsaUturnKt,  KfcBfei$»*Ti>!»  Limxr*  Fa  »vt  iwtif  Brajdiw^,  &c-  Wlih  tfrii* 
pifiifyt  fvn  con  do  your  «*wu  Scam  pine,  aud  Btaiupiug  for  o&eni.  *VUj»&  Ui;e  notice  \hixf,  wo  bave  made  a -dtActjrs 
in  v\\r  f i*4H>  .StEitit|>ing;  OuliU,  and  n<n*  aepd  100  Htaftipina:  Palters**,  itoittftd  of  8&  hifshtA' 
O9lHew~l&fr^£r0O  Ou-tfttmutaUu  a ^PLKTK  UPUABKT  <$ teu«nj  - fc» Hit Baud*, XtgkJiMt 
;*c.^nd  lOOmWPlNK  PATTIvHNSt 

liMftxKK  itflNM  9X5  mcbfc*-W*t4  ttow*  iXx5  Autumn  aLfarr*  3 s 5-PTolly 
li  Wrafctft  ai  Wild  Bo»e«  5x9— tHornlMg  diorjr  StlMItillliie  «f  Soy 

Scallob  lisC-ttouquel  of  Kor$<;{*fite-ii4>i%  Uly^HUe-Vniiey*  and  Wild  Uo»e  Sx«-F(#h 
i is}o-Bie|)hani  1 .%  » **&  - S « tl* r Hy  i *2— A«ahof  itf  xfc—JlIoutte  lfc x3~ Kitten  3xt H— &*>£' 
X3—  Sc&ftop*  Ssrfi;  Us  x *>$  — Vine  *irtd  Scallop  gxT-~ Violet  Strip  Strip*  .ftfasfeea  x*uW.~ 


Address  JF • F.  IMOALIa^  X^yttlii  IVaci 


fiud  f4«n4<^  SftMMFda 


v CttHSET  WAISTS* 

.THOUSANDS™. 

\8FST«ssa® 

\wtv  • wA  nrAivv. 

, [ fltjffodtt  *t  -ir&zit-  ix*9 iCTld 

1 1 

] Bo  jwr  w 

et-amped  “G  cmmI 
Sold  Ft  loading  HvinUrt'H 
fTor'  ^‘berc.  Bonn  wt 

TERRIS  BROS.wj^* 

SI  Wliito  8i.,NFAA  . \>>RK« 


APH  P&gn  $y(!$fr\ytBg%Stf  sf 

IsK  )*h&%-29t&as 


'«r;>w  "ir  » » * 

w tHVfsmm 


I? Titarfrit*,  vottOnt 
T fef.SSiw  wwfc  o«  i rater****  fr"*>bv 

p«ti%ViA>1  JliWjVIRf  ff*JC  of 

IT&jtrtrak,'  u vwir  vectored  t»fc  H**!  Stags*  £ft$l/ti- 
a Wi  vli*. , <r  i mr  c**"*  tfd  fttrni  * ia  «l*\r**. 

*«e  wiUw h? flfhrPjR  t«v  nix  tfw*>  lieMmutV 

npr4ii  UU*.*^  in  Jt&kfAi*#  &a\Ui 

■*r  ?\:!fc7y^r»h>/'.  ^Vf  ;-,'<7^sR.riiiGS‘  Jfcvtrto*  **«.fraik.' 

♦>*?. \*i yeati i iii.  <*toi<S  fGr  i*vm?v  w^il  y^fi-HhHrs-.U» 

SO  ft  * r p UKNl  Msri  3U  ^‘4««V 

H.  <xE^SM*!^  h..3MrT^. 


^ R e:  X H El  f-5  E 3'  a? 
£61*#  $r*t# &-rpfE  Pt?t£.£  L<  SY  t& 
MJ.PAILLATtO  Ai,  CO. 

iffiCtA-OWA'f  ■ f*  •+'&t>K 


HOME  EXERCtSEft 


<?*:?  Jj'+try-  (J\>rLrr#  ond  2v-t^a*>  J^/#, 
h?  ‘^iwift,  < ::.«t ;•••;.  ap<T  Youth* , IV..  TLihU*t  or  l ‘v 
• i.  A .-juitpiflU  eytTibwIbm.  r^Vw  <un  hm  *•• 
jrdaquarw  floor  rt<wu( ; .TRTt«thin|f  r>TH* 

■ >>/■.  *.  *o«  rJboap.  S«nit  f{vr  rirrwlw 

L^fr-t-^ScnO'H.  roa  Pxrmc*t  ^^n-TCAY* 1 44  S»i 
f Wrtti,  .V.  V . City.  T‘r>t/.  O L.  . 

c :-  « iStai  i^suthofof  ’ How  lr.  c?4  SJr^n^s^Sfcjr* 
S+i ;' ¥ £ awar  ***  «uy  «thor  Jf  1 ik4£  fcUf  wi  -MNCC^ 


tjN)V^SAl  AtVTr  ..TMfLE 


E«f K ^T^r, T.i  v ■' >' f f ^ Af 

« MiTXFHv*  nt  iUt>"il  W4^jK|^ 


All  Ncav  PmrCT  «t:wp.1?;ictnrfcg,  )«tco  HWf 

Ki^mvCB^  Glife  MdWcwrti,  a 

ikq&lB&tet  BoofeC*/.,  ^ ^ T- 


McftVli*  <«i  f0o«  ’Th#  tJouw*ho!d  WTolSthff.  « 
'iWJcu  papMr,  #o*.  Udirr  naA  tbe  funUx  jFuli  6/  «Ur 
tf***  twelry , fao\»-v?t» rk»  and  hrmae  briyw . 6«i«l  l(«, 
RWiit  fr»  Ta*  IlonacaoLP  Co.,  L.yan,  Uaia> 


UAKPZlt  >S  iU  b±Zl#B  JJ>  rSHTlSBO. 


1431)0  uort)  a rarer  kern  rmpi 
fjati)  mini)  at  raer  to  lift  rnjog 


Provided  he  use  * W]ltiklm,,  Traveler^ 
r>>  it*  MlUit 

‘ • < j oi h » •P  * ug  Sow] ps  is 

ti^cuu:  %t  i .IfsjjOtt  cbimot.  obtain 

Wiuwr  ! 1K«:  !'  8MHK  STICK 

of  vour -Druggist,  w»  will  mad  iu  ?>t*  -V^fiv-ipt  of  &V?. 

THE  J.  H WILUAMS  CO., 

Glastonbury,  Conn. 


TOR  THE  COMFORT  OF  INVALIDS. 

Park  Kenta,  Bod  Ti'Ays,  invalids'  Bertf,  etc.  64~i>tien  11- 
Juatrhleil  Catalogue  free.  4iEO.  fr  »A  KfiEN  T, 

sin  jBr<.waw'M:y,  w.  r, 


tor  NEdRtr  HAtr  a ogKi'tmy 


LOWELL  CARPETS 


liAtfi  mm  AgitHmy&si&w ; 

r--  to  «e  '.  . ’ /.;;.VV  ••■ a 

The  \rv  rd  /t.  Tb*  Lowell'!*. 

“1.0  WELL  ” '.A\u  £«■&>.--  ffrafu*  sre  we.a ud 

&l  r.anr  ' Up.OO  it  hoi  low- 

pfare  iu  g»fT-;  etU,  which  ih* 

mm  Jfoitfera  jii  • tffifri  feT SHT'^A" •■ tL : & Superior 

' •'■■  irvsnss 

ftqty.  Wiicwt,  and  ■■'■  Mj^|i^|gj|{jSy$.'  mark,  UTiepub- 

Bafly  Brdf*et»  • «*  thereby 

rep...  ■«*■•'  SSf^JS 

cfltthe pattern.  rW&Zy  deception*  v^-v.- 

TJie  gi'adr  ftiiz  nrvrr  hern  iawertdt  and  th*.  ftiny 
jmp]!  thallrng*  xbinparitori  mth  Mtf 

production  of  ani/  man ufo*- turn-  in  the  world 

T\w9A  &oo<J&  mn  bo  obtained  vl 


CURE 


yuuii  fiuiuniH  wiass 

ilo  celebrated  CanXleid  ScaiuIc.**  Eyck*  Shield 
Por  oaic  *l  Wttteafifor  »ry  Moaiw  w 

. D<  S and.  KtUfipe.  SiicMc  pair  ftfettt  postpaid  far *0 
C*OX$  iu  «&mr>6  or  moaer 
Tbo  C*n&mM  Rubber  tto.k  Bridgeport,  ^ona. 


.W.  wv  •#.*#?  a -ainm, 

POCKET  KRTI PE,  RA«0«, 

or  ADyfUibc  in!  the-  Qtiti<rry  for  our  30  - page 

TUltefittfetf  Crt? nir.rrnr-  ~*w!  fiw.  Add 


FIRST-CLASS  DEALERS 


wcrziucb  & fcAtvai?wt*K,;r  w»m«  *|.,  i».  r. 


Go  gle 


ba  arm  s xa>x ivtm  avybbtisbr. 


m KM  World-  Eenowndl 


K EOTF  AJCTO  CURB  OP 

C'«Mlgl»Sv 

tloarseBess, 

AND  ALL 

1’hroat  Troubles. 


f yxitw*'- 
rawgiffl 
bXRJMU 


PrnftsBor  of  Medicine  at  the  Royal  Unwertifyj 
Kni&kt  of  the  Royal  Austrian  Order  of  the  Iron 
Crown  ; Kmykt  Crmnutn-hrofth* Horjul  Spanish 
Order  of  IsmrMd  >*  JKpUjht  afiho  Roy  til  Prutsutn . 
Onltr  of  fht/ftui  Eatjlr  ^Chevalier  of  the.  Etyten  of 
Honor  % t&Ly  t£c.%  euys  j 

rt  LIEBtii  CO’S  COCA  BJEKF  TONIC 
•hould  not  be  eotifMirtd*tl  With  the  hold*  of  trashy 
fiure  bIIs,  It  ia  lii  tio  sente  of  the  word  a p«teut 
ffentedy.  | abs  thoroughly  copy  errant  with  its 
m<3tie  of  preparation  know  it  to  bn  not  only  & 


iad^^hiifvk  to  £tHt*fcer« 
rtnit  Sinters 

fr#  *n4fh  ptfjfg  m JWfct*rfT  Uf  »!l 

>i>i  trine  d&aJm,  ;&'o;Vk 


ggSlp*  h, 

A rpo  ff 

fip  H lfcfc«  X&X0:.  JWf.  1 

gj  k-flffc  fjrrji  id  : z^flk 

M-  & hisrtdwv,  t 

fatfoian  ifcfft 

Htfaty-'teiit.  tei  w t«nf 

a tei$fc-  i o&tsEa,  aw  ***&&,  &&.. 


Rlifyfo  W 'Awtiitaft*  ai  will 

jH$  ?•  9.'  jWEW 

Viik  ftfWrUH* 

ft«r  fa  #u>*  / %a>*4? 

>.  ••;  . &$ytKgh;,~ 


I fi  ft  I *1  f Send  eix  raiitf  $H  postage  and  t*&$%**- 

I v.-®'  Jj  y I I §,  »roe,  a co*i?y  hirx  width  will 

8 I If  1 1 B l^UJ  all,  &f  oHhtr  sex,  it*  vdui»  itoaney 

ft*  1 it  If* ft*  away  vtnai  anything  ftee  io  thJe 

nHfr'yhl."  await  the  worker*  nimoltuelT  sure. 

' . * ‘ - TUt»n  C0.v  AOj^nfirt,  Maiius. 

j 0t  I WO  i^mioiruee,  Tuhleant,  ^c  , for 

* L “ I Ot  Schonl,  Chilr.  nnr)  •■T?«?ior  <n?t  Cat- 

i nioj?ue  W T.  Hi, 


Ift^AtL  6TCAM'  TACHTS.  £***% 

Mar^fri  i ^tlurp,  «nd  ^rop^l iu  ? rTkv^K 

hii  4ra#*  lOnsp  A^'ari  V-.-iVUiojun*,  CttAS.  F, 
WUJ*AB«X#  A Ops,  Xi*.  M\vhirfssii  SO,  Cevf*&& 


Tiv  ady  oivran^.  (a<  ) 

WOiifiyf  AitVO/m 4ti C VtWi*  iVv  ?; 

eVr^vJ  d^rab.itt ' 0-41* iire  rmlt 
weak  avrti  rV5«k  fo  lvmlib, 

Co.,  SSS'Smdw*?,  ?. 


«OJ,aBN  KAUtt  WASH. 

TW#  ^rephrdUoii;  free  rmm  kuyibject finable  ^nnHt!»?A 
wtliv  oiler  a few  application!*,  turn  the  hair  that  Gdtcton 
Oc>lor  or  Suuuy  Hoe  so  nijivernully  aou^bl  after  «n*1  Ad- 
mired. The  iie*<i  hr  t|u*  wortrf.  net  bottle  ; six  /or 

& H,  T.  BKUfHAIBBKRS,  Importer  of  Flu* 
Hum  ah  lUir  Hmxls4  3 1 T SI*ih  Avctiue.  N*«w  Varik- 


mwm t 

AHad»  *><% 


TAKE  NOTICE. 

.Fttr  Wc.  itu  ■«**##'>.’♦«  iJHiHittfiil  Bcrap  Pictwrp,  w- 
two  niike  r. WUXTISQ,  so  K#e»*n  8t.,  K Y. 


TV  .-s-W* 
rt.ti  «•  ».  i ••  ■•..  .'  •■■  > •■HI  "!.{•/..•,  u-;i.,  .'.:.. 


WUXTI.NG,  50  N*«*n  8w  U Y. 


jackets 


$ ?B;ei5,aAS^:4V;  ^ Y 


unni 


HARPER'S  MAGAZIXE  ADVERTISER. 


CJjHSSAfif!*  it 

cM~T  hfol 


ItoPR  CNl^*Zt£' 


^p|T  TS  Marvelously  Efficient  in  dealing  the  Skin  of  tm-  { 
F y F' J 1 purines,  and  keeping  it  in  a perfect  of  health* 

IT  BEAUTIFIES  THE  COMPLEXION,  j 

-while  as  a [foiling  A^fit  for  Sores  or  Hrounds  it  passes  all  pr.vsc 

Theft  is  no  Form  of  Eruptive  Distant  for  which  this  IleBQwaed  Soap  j 

RJpSS  has  not  proved  #tt% 

tPffcl  IN  THK  IXVTl  f IT  IS  AS  IIF.  N i ; 1 ICiAf . 

A3  Tm;  w mas  or  i«iv  Rr:sc>\v>£i)  | 

Lixeks  nnd  W^nu  xs  washed  with  it  are  rendered  super httivdy  &.'/*/>*  | 
■*' ‘Sp*  w nnd-  as&dirto&tfttf  when  - gei ms-  of  diseA&e  linger,  in  the  material. 

i$|||  TIES  Viism  0?  STTLPHtra  AS  A CLEAKS3TG  k PUBimiTG  AGES?  | 

QpP)|  »S  EVERYWHERE  flECOCJNIXEP,  (', 


(cjbENN’s  Sulphur  Soap 


has  stood  the  practical  test  of  experience ; it?  fame  tiss  spread 
heyond  tins  country,  and  it  hrrA  a lA'rge&ale  la  Europe  and  South 
A merica-  it  is  high!  y rccomtoendedby  pkyctihins  and  is  u scdd0\ 
'generally  in  h:>spii$l?  for  its  dhtnftatng  a*t</ 
prjptrlUs  This  Soap  has  More  Heal  Merit  than 
any  t^edicameni  of  the  kind  ever  offered  to  the  public.  J#  (iff] 
Beware  of  Imitation*,  Ask  f>*r  am)  Obtain  v.4^| 
OUWN*S  SUIPHU«  SOAP*  Price  25  c**,*  J^jSSgjjg 
Boxes  of  3 Cakes,  60  ct or  mailed  on  receipt  of  r*$jT 
price  and  6<x  each  Mention  . -4 

(his  pubikatiem.  J*-***' 

c.  n.  crittenton. 

Jfo,  115  Fulton  Stmt,  Ncw-YotV, 

u<  n/*  w*  A / rtTHtdpii  . 

At  /i  .-w*  /ff  ihfi  A a»i /*  '~'Sr ^IKWamTi^  j filr Trt  ~ i , *t'  "iUft  "" 


C.N  CRITTENTON 
PROPRIETOR. 


jtfwfyik  ^0  ld"by  Alt  J)  rug  gists 


NOW  TO  SET  ONE. 


ffARPBR’S  MAO  AZINS  ADVBRT1SBR 


NO  PNEUMONIA! 


GIVEN  AWAY! 


A Fac&et  ¥Bc  Clow  ary  of  ?bt'£ti$$t*h 
compiled  tmm  $fe<?  Qmufto  and 
IfteftouaHft  of 

JOSEPH  E.  WOBCEHTEK* 

With  Foreign  Word*  aatd  Pbr*a«%  Afetorerfa. 
tiftiiA-  Ratal  for  SftelUa<i  «uid 
NwoKerou*  Tattle*. 

PfvfazrJy  Tttu9t:r€fa',d< 


&98  Frtffvs, 

Wifi  t«r-  ruaik'tl  prt*fei£fe  «»ri  (rev  of 
ntiiirgi?  t«  each  of  urn*.  ty.itikm  win?  will 
W»1k«'  of  DOBBflS^  FXECTRIC  SOAP 

of  «iy  yroocf At  ft*,  QjiaixT  fmw  lyou  ha?e  to  uiw 
S<xp  e*»rr  Wwm  &ad  tJblM  wonp  improve  by  «ge,*feti  ja 
BEST  of  Mii*  Take  oft  ujl  thewr&pp«r\  wwp  tb*m 
tip  USo*  * nesrapAper.  %t»d  m*a  ih«vn  Jo  via.  (Pocilb«zw 
an  5 hose  thn*  vr&ivpf*1  £«  oiUjr  litre*  wwate,)  After 
A<Jdf*»»4ar  tbx*  to  tea  writ*  aov*  the  teH 

fi*nd  2«n>e»-  of  it  to/’  etv,.  Voai  fall 

nftjn«  mid  uMfom  0n  mtotyt  of  ife*  wrtJ>p**t  wo 
win  to*#  b>  M ire*  n*  irtl«*pto** 

fc*  3'oa,  one  of  BioMoiMtrleN.  We  refer  to  any 
Beak  cr  Kfcegoriu  tfea  0,  H.  «fc  to  an*  ftiCpoatlbUity. 


rue  atK>vt:  #.  correct  representation  or.our  meal** 
taitrd  Uptlfif  Vmb  t*r  b*- WOftl ttbStjea  tb*  &fcbv«Kd 
Wokli.  Mas  proven  Itself  to  bo  tbev  TffinfPetfwctitio 
PmeiHtvtt  from  S’ceuBtoelib  Th*1  sutefcir  tea*  r 
fluo,  iUrhr  ar  moctfiwn  weiRiit  felr.  trltii  UaUir 

of  malaria)  Much  a*  will  inflow  Um?  fm^llreited  powder,,* 
thin  Ittytv  of  wfclcb  in  ftMitsd  In.  ftO  cnrrn*  ftjf  Gratae* 
With  tne>  akin  U*,$uch  (Uu^  quantity  oh  to  fc#eti  Up  * 
*'try  penult)  and  ploh>uimcaurd^*irUAfiori*  fa^pUig  tfe« 
fiWn  la  h mu»t  tfeiiefotw  amt  Pnultfty  Aim  tire  iff* 

tkmal  arenas  in  that  healthy  wu\  +ixorom  condition 
wbfcii  teuw*  Ouly  HafeirtiarA  AtfHJiift?  Dtaeaee. 

NEW  YORK  HEALTH  AGENCY 

285  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK* 

SynltyAfan  on  receipt  c?  price.  Strati  for  ClrrikUr. 


I.L.CRACIN&CO 


m W&  fo«m  st.,  4MH  fa. 

Mtmiidn  Jfrtr£*r>  Jf vmmnr. 


^Aiiini  tfc*£  iniSIhtrv 


Yuiryttrt*,  Jl‘  Pt  &+  THyIs  ubd  »V 

JWttffr  ’if;!?' .uWt 

, ..  y^rvij>**v?W#.\  S>i  Hpta«  viu>,  »w  «Uxs 
; $v»# ; .^ViU?r  %»*•, 

• • ■ *:*,,'  * . . .. 

U t.-^f i'nwtn**;- ' :*&**<; :M|\  Y hiriifftm. 

•Awd-  . Lai*  *X&Tv*kail 

; ' ; -w>A  a- ’ 

Ftfi/JJ  fifY« i'4^- 

jy •’•  j:'  •';"'*  * *<•?  > > •■ , 

, ••  tf’M *i (SAW  ISA ' A ' > S,  •'• 

CbK-ngo,  ill,  $t 2iv lew-.  Wt*,,  <;-  i A, 


Thin  ATiAn  *ito.ndfl  \aRh<v*  in  ifev  «KrtfiiiW1crti  of 
.W>arrr4j rj/oa  any  ip  tTtf&t  T^.tuinaTid® 

wrbo  wa-ir  U tdl?  UUyoa  wu»-f<**fc>u»  if  yoa  «H|b  U»om«* 


C»OI>  YKtVA;v 

TO  LA  DiESI 


“Writing  A Copying  ® Pltdai 

tOnly  P-irr^t  VT'OUdtnK  laad*  riowe  JBV^U, 

>tYC« pricii  QajoKly-  WlU  0<>nr  At'jRoy 
Wtp  ost- 1 by ■■&£ preaa.  pret^td.  oxt  reocij^^  & %. 
tctiHrrf^ttvL  but  wforvji.  f&o  fuoftftrp*  iteuuitonjiftisn 

aaT>  &r  42.  Biythfe  &o\,  8>.  V'Ui^ 


K3H  Ti?i'.'A;rp 

«Lv"-A«  . > .y/^»  \TaK\ 

;4 jyjw  rV  f'lKtiiiatHp  hsui-^tiN 

« no-  w’^uVr-a  i «#•;«  fpiik;  *f 

WwWBg  . !V.,r-.- 

1 0*.r*/(jrA'red’f/cd>:i  RhO*i 

1 4>U*k-  lay; « Ye  rv?o  riV>hi>  £/«;* v oS- 

> THE  EIUU  T AWMX*M%X  TltiA  <At-. 

1 »X>  wi  ^H-.*  '• . * 


NQHPHiSE  HABITS 


TOKO  LOOT 


i'j  COftMefUfc  Monpy jsent  for  or  $Af»  fur 
10c*  I.lnt  nhovviiig  premium  paid  for  rare  T.  SL 
% 8;  VftAYTON,  f AudereOfl,  a C 


nj RI'ER <S  MAGAZINE  ADVERTISER. 


LIGHT  YOLK  1*11  \OS 


Copy rtghted-R.  Rollings  A Co. 

With  oar  new  Patent  Extension  Buple x Lamp,  with  the 
Evening  I'm  lira!  la*.  The  only  perfect  light  for  this  pur- 
pose. Send  for  circular.  Mention  Harpet'n  Mouthlu. 

R.  HOI  RINGS  & CO., 

Manufacturer*  ami  Importers, 

247  Washington  Mreet,  llo»ton,  Warn. 


Sample  card  containing  the  FIVE  lead- 
ing styles,  including  the  celebrated  U.ff 
SILVER! XE  FALCOX,  and 
BROADWAY  PENS,  sent  for 
trial,  on  receipt  of  TWO- Cent  Stamp. 
Sole  Agents, 


839  Broadway,  and  63  Etlt  13th  81, 

SciemtfciM  _s»«  OR*.  Bo  i.  £inf- 
plfMC.  rUiil  Mr/ftt  perfect  F0» 

ps  linuly^kepi  ClOjin  n* 

ter-  i hHt  enn  be  ^hor<Mr*)i1y 

tHo  surface  i»f  iiio  rtltevihg 

none,  Oi*)  Alowing 

Im:M» 4 :\  hiilUrjrf I sU»lic?  Which 

fi*>  ♦-'qa«L  >0  motjil  In  these 
tiller*  t*i  pnHou  the  8>«tcfs 

Atidre**  Oftl ce,  ftfr  cincnl  u* 
Kihl  prJcesUau 

Cot  shows  Filter  Disc  nfced  to  atf  on*  filter*  anil  &:pn~ 
rau  Paumt  Ice  Chambers  uw^tl  inm)  UJviini  Filter#,  whm- 
by  the  water  h cooled  without  nit  ogling  with  live  i(H*> 


753  ami  755  Broadway,  N*  Y 


OLD  GOLD 

AND  SILVER  BOUGHT. 

Uigtuwt  possible  price  paid  for  Watch**.  Silver  warn* 
•fewetryv  »n>  inuU/tr  what  auntitioo.  Hr.  fining  done  an 
the  pppuobKM,  l!e»d<pjartor#  fyr  the  pnrt  ivwe,  stile,  nod 
rXfhongo  of  Duplicate  Wedding  Pce»<mt*,  Dmmoml*. 
Bruhxct*,  <£&  t’orreepo tvdooce  invited  with  pnitiCM  »it  h 
dlnuicc  loscrtpllotii  erp«ed  and  stiver  renuhshed  and 

)U>ld  J(C  pci  S <- o ! !;«•:. «W  n.m.ufact nerr*.'  c.ist.  Km:,.  014 

Mm»*  Olaavnnfa  n A](*d«iny*  Cn^fidhr^nuM^bed;  lvA»r*s 
-c*r.  $300(1;  M »*>•.•• 1 palm  $2»*  >«(  *n»;  DfaftnmO  - 

lets*,  to  bcirf-Pam,  jlA  Xu  Ctoltai  I Jut- 

tuufr,  #h  to 

.(  II  JOHNSTON, 

150  Bowery,  Now  York. 

SSNH  STAMP  SOB  Piuea-UST. 


THE  FACILE  BICYCLE. 


SAFETY 


Safe,  Fast,  Efi«y,  Comfortable,  ouul  l*raotioiil 


CAN  BE  LEARNED  IN  AN  HOUR, 


And  is  just  what  its  name  conveys,  Is  unlike  all  others,  ami  the  best  bicycle  for 
general  use  ever  deviaed.  No  experiment,  but  thoroughly  proved  by  eeveu  year®* 
severe  and  increasing  use  by  ail  sort*  of  person*,  under  ail  sort*  of  condition*.  Send 
for  descriptive  price-list,  mentioning  LUurtH  s Maotziai,  and  read  about  it. 

The  Hammond  Type-Writer. 

Tit*  Cyclostyle  Bopllratleg  A 
The  Ideal  Fountain  Pen. 

The  AaiomnUe  Postal  Scat*. 


BEST 
IN  THE 
WOULD. 


BEST 
IN  TIIE 
WORLD. 


M.  WILCOX,  15  Park 

Gougle 


Place 


jELASTIClTY! 

luHlfORMitY 


ICHIGAN 


HARPER'S  MAGAZINE  ADVERTISER 


ETCHING  IN  AMERICA. 

By  J.  R.  W.  Hitchcock.  Interesting  and  well 
written.  With  lists  of  American  etchers  and  col- 
lections of  prints. 

Frontispiece  is  the  first  etching  made  by  the  New 
York  Etching  Club. 

I6mo,  clotb,  appropriately  stamped,  $1.2£ 


A new  companion  to  Breakfast  Dainties , etc. 

PUDDINGS  AND  DAINTY  DESSERTS. 

By  Thomas  J.  Murrey.  With  Mr.  Murrey’s  own 
recipes  for  over  125  desserts,  many  of  which  are 
out-of-the-common  and  especially  valuable.  Covers 
in  colors,  with  attractive  design.  16mo,  boards,  50 
cts. ; cloth,  7 5 cts. 

The  other  volumes  uniform  with  this  book  are: 

FIFTY  SOUPS.  FIFTY  SALADS. 
BREAKFAST  DAINTIES. 

Each,  boards,  covers  in  colors,  separate  design 
for  each,  50  cts. ; cloth,  stamped  in  gold  and  color, 
75  cts. 

Mr.  Murrey’s  other  volumes  are  in  larger  size : 

VALUABLE  COOKING  RECIPES,  cloth,  75  cts. 
SALADS  AND  SAUCES,  paper,  60  cts.;  cloth,  $1.25. 

A ne w volume  in  the  Series  of  Poetical  Works  in 
Dainty  Bindings . 

LUCILB. 

By  Owen  Meredith.  One  of  the  most  beautiful 
editions  in  existence,  from  entirely  new  type,  on  fine 
laid  paper.  Uniform  with  the  other  volumes  in  this 
noted  series. 

The  other  volumes  are : 

1.  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE’S  POEMS. 

2.  GEORGE  ELIOT’S  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 

3.  GEORGE  ELIOT’S  SPANISH  GYPSY. 

4.  THOMAS  GRAY’S  POEMS. 

5.  W.  M.  THACKERAY’S  POEMS. 

6.  GOETHE’S  FAUST. 

7.  LONDON  LYRICS.  LOCKER. 

8.  LONDON  RHYMES.  LOCKER. 

9.  HEINE’S  BOOK  OF  SONGS. 

10.  THE  GOLDEN  TREASURY.  PALGRAVE. 

11.  CHARLES  DICKENS’S  POEMS. 

New  Illuminated  Parchment- Paper  Binding  for  this  Series. 

Each  volume  bound  in  limp  parchment-paper  with 
hand-illuminated  design  in  colors  and  metal  on  cov- 
er, title,  and  back  printed  in  red  ink.  Separate  de- 
sign of  each  volume,  $1.00;  cloth,  new  colors,  gilt 
tops,  novel  design  in  metal,  $1.00.  Half  calf  and 
more  expensive  bindings  can  be  had,  if  desired. 
(Write  for  catalogue.) 


Of  the  greatest  importance  to  those  who  are  interested 
in  the  Civil  War  and  its  Literature . 

BUGLE-ECHOES. 

The  poems  of  the  war.  Northern  and  Southern. 

Edited  by  Francis  F.  Browne,  Editor  of  The  Dial^ 
Chicago. 

12mo,  beautifully  bound,  clotb,  gilt  edges,  with 
artistic  and  appropriate  design  in  gold,  silver,  and 
black  on  cover,  $2.00;  half  calf,  $4.00;  trev  calf, 
$5.00.  

THE  LYRIC  POETS. 

A series  of  poems  of  the  representative  writers 
of  light  lyrical  and  social  verse.  Uniform  in  size 
and  style  with  Bugle-Echoes.  For  particulars  send 
for  catalogue. 

1.  FREDERICK  LOCKER’S  POEMS. 

2.  LYRA  ELEG  ANTI  ARUM.  LOCKER. 

8.  WIXTHROP  M.  PRAED’S  POEMS. 

4.  SONGS  FROM  THE  DRAMATISTS. 

Each,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  decoration 
in  color  and  gold,  $2.00.  The  five  volumes  can  be 
had  as  a set  in  a neat  box. 

Of  one  of  these  books  The  Buffalo  Times  says : 
44  White,  Stokes,  & Allen  are  rapidly  acquiring  dis- 
tinction for  the  high  quality  of  the  literature  which 
they  publish,  and  the  artistic  manner,  fine  binding, 
clear,  beautiful  new  type,  and  elegant  paper  in  which 
they  present  their  books  to  the  public.  We  heart- 
ily commend  the  book.” 


LEAVES  FROM  MAPLE  LAWN. 

By  William  Whitk.  With  an  inti'oduction  by 
R.  H.  Stoddahd. 

POEMS  OF  FLOWERS,  SEASONS,  etc.  The 
Christian  and  secular  year. 

12mo,  heavy  parchment-paper  covers,  with  design 
of  maple  leaves,  etc.,  in  colors  and  gold,  $1.50. 


ETCHINGS. 

Every  copy  of  Some  Modern  Etchings  having 
been  sold  by  the  publishers,  unsigned  impressions 
of  the  etched  plates  are  now  offered  separately  or 
as  a set  without  text,  as  follows:  Each  etching 
neatly  matted.  Testing  the  Toledo,  by  Frank 
Waller;  My  Ain  Fireside,  by  S.  G.  McCutchcon; 
A Tramp,  by  Gu brielle  D.  Clements ; Portrait  of 
Rembrandt,  by  J.  S.  King;  Ponte  San  Trinita,  by 
Joseph  Pennell ; The  Evening  Star,  by  Walter 
Satterlee ; Never  Too  Late  to  Mend,  by  J.  Wells 
Champney ; Driving  Sheep,  by  J.  A.  S.  Monks  ; An 
Old  Master  at  Last,  by  Elliott  Daingerfield ; Clar- 
ionet Player,  by  Katherine  Leviu. 

Impressions  on  Japan  paper,  each  $2.50 ; the  set 
of  ten  in  neat  portfolio,  $20.00. 


Any  of  the  above  books  can  be  had  of  your  bookseller,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  at  publishers’  ex- 
pense, on  receipt  of  advertised  price. 

New  catalogue  and  illuminated  circular  sent  free  to  any  address  if  the  name  of  this  magazine  is  men- 
tioned. Contains  full  descriptions  of  many  miscellaneous  books  and  Easter  Publications. 

WHITE,  STOKES,  & ALIEN,  Pilisliers,  182  Fifflt  Avene,  New  Tort  CUT. 
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1,  Is  He  Popenjoy  f A Novel.  Bv  Anthony  Trollope.  20 

2.  The  History  or  a Crime.  By  Victor  Hugo 10 

8.  The  Russians  of  To-Day 10 

4.  Paul  Kuox,  Pitman.  A Novel.  By  J.  B.  Harwood.  10 

6.  My  Heart’s  iu  the  Highlands.  A Novel 45 

0.  Henriette.  A Novel.  By  Ernest  Daudet 10 

7.  Christine  Brownlee’s  Ordeal.  By  Mary  Patrick..  15 

8.  A Beautiful  Woman.  A Romance.  By  Leon  Brook  10 

0.  Honor’s  Worth.  A Novel.  By  Meta  Orred 15 

10.  Kingsdene.  By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Fetherstouhnugh.  10 

11.  Clevedea  A Novel.  By  Stephen  Yorke 10 

12.  The  People  of  Turkey 15 

13.  The  Young  Duke.  A Novel.  By  B.  Disraeli....  15 

14.  Haverboline.  By  Edward  Jenkins 10 

15.  “Bonnie  Lesley.”  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  H.  Marti u.  10 

16.  Disraeli,  Earl  of  Beaconslleld.  Two  Portraits. . 10 

17.  Selected  Poems  of  Matthew  Arnold 10 

18.  The  Bubble  Reputation.  By  Katharine  Kiug....  15 

19.  Among  Aliens.  By  Mrs.  Trollope.  Illustrated.  15 

20.  Guy  Livingstone.  A Novel.  By  G.  A.  Lawrence.  10 

21.  Time  Shall  Try.  A Novel.  By  F.  K.  M.  Notley.  15 

,22.  Evelina.  A Novel.  By  Frances  Burney 15 

23.  The  Bachelor  of  the  Albany.  A Novel 10 

24.  Auld  Lang  Syne.  By  W\  Clark  Russell 10 

85.  Macleod  of  Dare.  A Novel.  By  William  Black..  15 

26.  Miss  Braddon’s  The  Mistletoe  Bough  for  1S78 ...  15 

27.  Rare  Pale  Margaret.  A Novel 10 

28.  Love’s  Crosses.  A Novel.  By  F.  E.  M. Notley..  15 

29.  Light  and  Shade.  A Novel.  By  C.  G.  O'Brien. . 10 

80.  Christians  aud  Moors  of  Spain.  By  C.  M.  Yonge.  10 

81.  Elinor  Dryden.  By  Knlhurine  S.  Macquold 15 

82.  The  Irish  Bar.  By  J.  R.  O’Flanagan 15 

S3.  The  Last  Days  of  Pompeii.  By  Lord  Lytton 15 

84.  Th rongh  Asiatic  Turkey.  By  Grattan  Geary. .. . 15 

85.  Sport  and  Work  on  the  Nepanl  Frontier 10 

86.  Jane  Eyre.  A Novel.  By  Charlotte  BrontS 15 

87.  An  Eve  for  an  Eye.  By  Anthony  Trollope 10 

88.  Man  and  Wife.  A Novel.  By  Wilkie  Collins...  20 

89.  A True  Marriage.  A Novel.  By  Emily  Speuder.  15 

40.  Kelvcrdale.  A Novel.  By  the  Earl  of  Desart. ..  15 

41.  Within  Sound  of  the  Sen.  A Novel 10 

42.  The  Last  of  Her  Line.  A Novel.  By  Eliza  Tabor.  15 

43.  Vixen.  A Novel.  By  M.  E.  Brnddon 15 

44.  Within  the  Precincts.  A Novel.  By  Mra.  Oliphant.  15 

46.  All  or  Nothing.  A Novpl.  By  Mrs.  F.  C.  Iloey. . 15 

46.  The  Plague  iu  Londou.  By  Daniel  Defoe 10 

47.  The  Grahams  of  Invermoy.  By  M.  C.  Stirling. . . 15 

48.  Coward  Conscience.  A Novel.  By  F.W.  Robinson.  15 

49.  The  Cloven  Foot.  A Novel.  By  M.  E.  Brnddon.  15 

50.  Quaker  Cousins.  A Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell.  15 

51.  The  Slierlocks.  A Novel.  By  John  Saunders. . . 15 

52.  That  Artful  Vicar.  A Novel 16 

53.  Under  One  Roof.  A Novel.  By  James  Pnyu....  15 

64.  Eothen.  By  Alexander  William  Kimrlnke. 10 

65.  “ For  a Dream's  Sake.”  Bv  M rs.  Herbert  Martin.  15 

56.  Lady  Lee’s  Widowhood.  By  E.  B.  Ilamley 15 

67,  57a.  A History  of  Our  Own  Times.  By  Justin 

M’Carthy.  Parts  I.  and  II.  Each 20 

68.  Basildon.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Alfred  W.  Hunt...  15 

59.  John  Halifax,  Gentleman.  By  Miss  Mulock 15 


60.  Orange  Lily.  A Novel.  By  May  Crommclln. ...  10 

61.  Impressions  of  Theophrastus  Such.  By  Geo.  Eliot  10 

62.  The  Zulus  A the  British  Frontiers.  By  T.  J.  Lucas  10 

63.  John  Caldlgate.  A Novel.  By  Anthony  Trollope..  16 

64.  The  House  of  Lys.  A Novel.  By  W.  G.  Ilamley. . 15 

65.  Henry  Esmond.  A Novel.  By  W.  M. Thackeray..  90 
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66.  Life  of  Charles  Lever.  By  W.  J.  Fitzpatrick 15 

67.  Mr.  Leslie  of  Underwood.  By  Mary  Patrick 15 

68.  The  Green  Hand.  Bv  George  Cupples 15 

69.  Dorcas.  A Novel.  By  GeorglanaM.  Craik. 15 

70.  The  Gynsy.  A Novel.  By  G.  P.  R.  James 20 

71.  The  Life  of  Charles  Janies  Mathews 15 

72.  Moy  O’Brien.  A Tale  of  Irish  Life.  By  “Melnslne”  10 

73.  Framley  Parsonage.  By  Anthony  Trollope 15 

74.  The  Afghan’s  Knife.  A Novel.  By  R.  A.  Stemdale  15 

75.  The  Two  Miss  Flemings.  A Novel 15 

76.  Rose  Mervyn  of  Whitelake.  By  Anne  Beale 16 

77.  Reuben  Davldger.  By  James  Greenwood 15 

78.  The  Talismau.  A Novel.  By  Sir  W.  Scott  IlPd.  15 

79.  The  Pickwick  Papers.  By  Charles  Dickens  ....  20 

80.  Madge  Duuraven.  By  Harriet  Jay 10 

81.  Young  Mrs.  Jnrdine.  A Novel.  By  MissMalock. . 10 

82.  Poems  of  Wordsworth.  Edited  bv  M.  Arnold.. . . 15 
88.  Cousin  Henry.  A Novel  By  Anthony  Trollope. . 10 


OKKTS 


84  Sense  and  Sensibility.  A Novel.  ByJaneAusteu 

85.  The  Bertrams.  A Novel  By  Authony  Trollope. 

86.  The  Fugitives.  A Story.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 

87.  The  Parson  o’ Dnmford.  A Novel  ByG.M.Fenn 

88.  High  Spirita  By  James  Payu 

89.  Miss  Braddon’s  Mistletoe  Bough  for  1879 

90.  The  Egoist.  A Novel.  By  George  Meredith... 

91.  The  Bells  of  Penruven.  A Novel.  By  B.L.Farjeon 

92.  A Few  Months  in  New  Guinea.  By  O.  C.  Stone. 

93.  A Doubting  Heart  A Novel.  By  Annie  Keary. 
94  Little  Miss  Primrose.  A Novel  By  Eliza  Tabor 

95.  Donna  Quixote.  A Novel.  By  Justin  M’Cnrthy 

96.  Nell — On  and  Off  the  Stage.  By  B.  H.  Buxton  . 

97.  9S,  9Sa.  Memoirs  of  Mme.  ae  Remusnt.  1802-1808. 

Parts  I.,  11.,  and  III.  Each 

99.  Sweet  Nelly,  My  Heart’s  Delight  A Novel.  By 
James  Rice  aud  Walter  Besant 

100.  The  Munster  Circuit,  By  J.  R.  O’Flanagau 

101.  Sir  John.  A Novel 

102.  Greatest  Heiress  in  England.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 

103.  Queen  of  the  Meadow.  By  Charles  Gibbon. . . . 
104  Friend  and  Lover.  A Novel.  By  IzaDuffusUnrdy 

105.  Cousin  Simon.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Marsh  am. . . 

106.  Mademoiselle  de  Mersnc.  By  W.  E.  Norris.. . . . 

107.  The  19th  Century.  A History.  By  R.  Mackenzie. 

10S.  Barbara.  A Novel.  By  M.  E.  Braddou 

109.  A Sylvan  Queen.  A Novel 

110.  Tom  Singleton.  By  W.  W\  Follett  Syugc 

111.  Return  of  the  Princess.  By  J.  Vincent.  Trans’d. 

112.  Russia  Before  and  After  the  War.  Translated.. 

113.  A Wayward  Woman.  By  Arthur  Griffiths 

114.  Two  Women.  A Novel.  By  G.  M.  Craik 

115.  Daireen.  A Novel  By  Frunk  Frankfort  Moore. 

116.  For  Her  Dear  Sake..  A Novel  By  M.  C.  liny. ... 

117.  Prince  Hugo.  A Novel.  By  Marin  M.  Grant... 

118.  From  Generation  to  Generation.  By  Lady  Noel. 

119.  Young  Lord  Penrith.  A Novel.  By  J.  B.  Harwood 

120.  Clara  Vaughan.  A Novel.  By  It.  D.  Blackmore. 

121.  The  Heart  of  Holland.  By  Henry  Ilavard 

122.  Reata.  A Novel.  By  E.  D.  Gerard 

123.  Mary  Atierley.  A Novel.  By  R.  D.  Blackmore. 

124.  The  Pennant  Family.  A Novel.  By  Aune  Beale. 

125.  Poet  and  Peer.  A Novel.  By  Hamilton  Ald&. 

126.  The  Duke’s  Children.  By  Anthony  Trollope... 

127.  The  Queen.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant.  Illustrated.. .. 
12S.  Miss  Bouverie.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Moles  worth 

129.  David  Armstrong;  or,  Before  the  Dawn.  A Novel. 

130.  Hypatia.  A Novel.  By  Charles  Kingsley 

181.  Cape  Cod  and  All  Along  Shore:  Stories.  By 

Charles  Nordhoff 

132.  Life  of  James  A.  Garfield.  By  E.  Kirke.  Ill’d.. 

133.  Cross  Purposes.  A Novel.  By  Cecilia  Fiudlay. 

134.  Clear  Shining  nfler  Rain.  By*C.  G.  Hamilton. . 

135.  Pride  and  Prejudice.  A Novel.  By  June  Austen. 

136.  White  Wings.  By  William  Bhick 

13T.  Cast  Up  by  the  Sea.  By  Sir  8.  W.  Baker.  IlPd. 
13S.  The  Mudfog  Papers,  Ac.  By  Charles  Dickens.. 

139.  Lord  Brackeubury.  By  Amelia  B.  Edwards. . . . 

140.  Memoir  of  the  Rev.  Sydney  Smith 

141.  Just  as  I Am.  A Novel.  Bv  M.  E.  Brad  don... 

142.  A Sailor’s  Sweetheart.  By  W.  Clark  Russell... 

143.  Three  Vola.  of  English  Men  of  Letters : 1.  Robert 

Burns.— 2.  Oliver  Goldsmith.— 3.  John  Bunynn. 

144.  Three  Vols.  of  English  Men  of  Letters : 1.  Samuel 

Johnson. — 2.  Sir  W.  Scott—  3. VV.  M.  Thackeray. 

145.  Three  Recruits,  and  the  Girls  they  Left  Behind 

Them.  By  Joseph  Hatton 

146.  Charles  James  Fox.  By  George  Otto  Trevelyan. 

147.  Horace  McLean.  By  Alice  O’llanlon 

148.  From  the  Wiug^  By  B.  H.  Buxton 

149.  He  that  Will  Nm  when  lie  May.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 

150.  Endymion.  By  the  Enrl  of  Bencousfield 

151.  Duty.  By  Samuel  Smiles,  LL.D 

152.  The  Confidential  Agent.  By  James  Payn 

153.  Love  and  Life.  By  Charlotte  M.  Yonge 

154  The  Rebel  of  the  Family.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton . . 

155.  Dr.  Wortle’s  School.  By  Anthony  Trollope.... 

156.  Little  Pansy.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Randolph.... 

157.  The  Deau’e  Wife.  By  Mra.  C.  J.  Eiloart 

16S.  The  Posy  Ring.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  A.  W.  Hunt 

159.  Better  than  Good.  By  Annie  E.  Ridley 

160.  Under  Life’*  Key,  Ac.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay 

161.  AsphodeL  A Novel.  ByM.  E.  Brnddon. 

162.  Sunrise.  A Novel.  By  William  Black 
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1G3.  The  Glen  of  Silver  Birches.  By  E.  O.  Blnckbnrue 

104.  Social  Etiquette  and  Home  Culture 

105.  The  Wards  of  Plotinus.  By  Mrs.  John  HunL... 
100.  Reminiscences  by  Carlyle.  Edited  by  Fronde. 

167.  His  Little  Mother,  &c.  By  Miss  MuUxk. . , 

ICS.  Life  of  George  IV.  Part  I.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
109.  Life  of  George  IV.  Part  II.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

170.  Into  the  Shade,  Ac.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay 

171.  Ciesar.  A Sketch.  By  J.  A.  Froude 

172.  173,  174,  176.  Memoirs  of  Prince  Metteruich. 

Parts  I.,  II.,  III.,  IV.  Each 

176.  From  Exile.  By  James  Payn. . . . 

177.  Miss  Williamson’s  Divagations.  By  Miss  Thack- 

eray   

178.  Thomas  Carlyle.  By  W.  H.  Wylie 

179.  Lord  Benconstield.  A Study.  By  Georg  Braudes. 
ISO.  The  Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe. 

181.  My  Love.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  E.  Lynn  Linton. . 

182.  Beside  the  River.  By  K.  S.  Macquoid 

1S3.  Harry  Joscelyu.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. . 
184.  The  Miller’s  Daughter.  A Novel.  By  Anne  Beale. 
135.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet.  By  Besant  and  Rice. 

180.  My  First  Offer,  Ac.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay 

187.  Unbelief  in  the  lSih  Century.  By  John  Cairns. 

188.  Revised  Version  of  the  New  Testament 

ISO.  A Child  of  Nature.  By  Robert  Buchanan 

190.  At  the  Seaside,  Ac.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay 

191.  Correspondence  of  Talleyrand  and  Louis  XVIII. 

192.  Visited  on  the  Children.  A Novel.  ByTheo.  Gift. 

193.  A Costly  Heritage.  A Novel.  By  Alice  O’Hnnlou. 

194.  An  Ocean  Free-Lance.  By  W.  Clark  Russell... 

195.  The  Beautiful  Wretch.  By  Win.  Black.  Ill’d.. 

196.  To-Day  in  America.  By  Joseph  Hatton 

197.  Ayala’s  Angel.  A Novel.  By  Authoiiy  Trollojie. 

198.  The  Neptune  Vase.  By  V.  VV.  Johnson 

199.  Sydney.  A Novel.  By  Georgiaua  M.  Crnlk  ... 

200.  Letters  of  Madame  De  Rdmusat 

201.  The  Black  Speck.  By  F.  W.  Robinson 

202.  Reseda.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Randolph 

203.  Warlock  o’ Glen  warlock.  By  G.  Mncdonnld.... 

204.  With  Costs.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Newniau 

206.  The  Private  Secretary.  A Novel 

206.  The  Cameron ians.  A Novel.  By  James  Grant. 

207.  Sceptre  and  Ring.  A Novel.  By  B.  H.  Buxton. 

208.  Poetry  of  Byron.  Chosen  by  Matthew  Arnold. 

209.  Ivv:  Cousin  aud  Bride.  A Novel.  By  Percy  Greg. 

210.  AXife’s  AtonemeuL  A Novel.  By  D.  C.  Murray. 

211.  The  Braes  of  Yarrow.  By  Charles  Gibbon 

212.  The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke.  A Novel 

213.  Christowell.  A Novel.  By  R.  D.  Blackmore... 

214.  The  Comet  of  a Season.  By  Justin  M "Carthy... 

215.  A Laodirean.  By  Thomas  Hardy.  Two  Ill’s... 

210.  A Grape  from  a Thorn.  Bv  James  Payn 

217.  Giuseppe  Garibaldi.  By  J^T.  Bent.  Illustrated. 
213.  Sir  Christopher  Wren.  ByL.  Phi  llimore.  Two  Ill’s 

219.  The  Question  of  Cain.  By  Mrs.  C.  lloey 

220.  Civil  Service  in  Great  Britain.  By  D.  B.  Eaton. 

221.  The  Captains’  Room.  By  Besant  and  Rice 

222.  The  Dickens  Reader.  By  N.  Sheppard.  HIM... 

223.  The  Senior  Partner.  By  Mrs.  J.  II.  Riddell .... 

224.  A Heart’s  Problem.  A Novel.  By  Charles  Gibbon. 

225.  God  and  the  Mifn.  By  Robert  Buchanan 

226.  Marriages  of  the  Bonaparte*.  Bv  D.  A.  Bingham. 

227.  America.  By  Robert  Mackenzie 

229.  Memoirs  of  Prince  Metteruich.  Part  V.. 

229.  One  May  Day.  A Novel.  By  Miss  Grant 

230.  The  Constitutional  History  of  England  from  1760 

to  1SG0.  By  Charles  Duke  Yonge,  M.A 

231.  The  MakingofEuglniid.  By  John  Richard  Green. 

232.  Among  the  Rums,  &c.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay 

233.  Hesperothen.  By  W.  II.  Russell,  LL.I) 

234.  Love  the  Debt.  A Novel.  By  Basil 

235.  Beggar  My  Neighbor.  A Novel.  By  K.  D.  Gerard. 

236.  Memories  of  Old  Friends.  By  Caroline  Fox. . . . 

237.  Tom  Brt>wu‘s  School  Days.  Illustrated 

23S.  Till  Death  Us  Do  Part.  By  Mrs.  J.  K.  Spender. 

239.  The  Fixed  Period.  A Novel.  By  A.  Trollope  . . 

240.  Exchange  No  Robbery.  By  M.  Bctham-  Ed- 

wards. Illustrated 

241.  Plain-Speaking.  By  Miss  Mtdock 

242.  Dorothy's  Venture.  A Novel.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay. 

243.  For  Cash  Only,  A Novel.  By  James  Payn 

244.  Doctor  I/Estrauge.  A Novel.  By  Annette  Lvster. 

246.  246.  Thomas  Carlyle.  A History  of  His  Early 

Years.  1795— 1S36.  By  J.  A.  Froude.  Illus- 
trated. Parts  L and  II.  Each 

247.  The  Queen  of  Bohemia.  By  Joseph  Tint  ton. .. . 

248.  Why  Frau  Frohrnnuit  Raised  her  Prices,  and 

Other  Stories.  By  Anthony  Trollope 

249.  Mount  Royal.  A Novel.  By  MlssM.  E.  Brnddon. 
260,  Marion  Fay.  A Novel.  By  A.  Trollope.  Ill’d. 
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15  251.  Two  Old  Cats.  By  Virginia  W.  Johnson 15 

20  252.  Sermons  on  Special  Occasions.  By  Dean  Stanley.  20 

20  263.  Our  Set.  By  Annie  Thomas 15 

20  254.  Three  Vols.  of  English  Men  of  Letters.  1.  John 

10  Milton.  2.  Alexander  Pope.  8.  William  Cowper.  20 

20  255.  Geraldine  and  Her  Suitors.  By  M.  C.  M.  Simpson.  15 

20  256.  Amabel.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  E.W.  Latimer 20 

15  257.  My  Irish  Journey  in  1S49.  By  Thomas  Carlyle.  10 

20  263.  Marjory.  A Study ...  20 

259.  Lady  Jane.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 10 

20  260.  The  “ Ladv  Maud.”  By  W.  C.  Russell.  IU’d..  20 

15  261.  “So  They  Were  Married.”  A Novel.  By  Wal- 

ter Besant  aud  James  Rice.  Illustrated 90 

16  262.  A Model  Father.  A Novel.  By  D.  C.  Murray..  10 

20  263.  Unknown  to  History.  By  Charlotte  M.  Yonge..  20 

15  264.  My  Watch  Below.  By  W.  Clark  Russell 20 

20  265.  The  Minister’s  Son.  A Novel.  By  M.  C.  Stirling.  20 

20  26G.  Fortune’s  Marriage.  A Novel.  ByG.M.  Craik.  20 

20  267.  Egypt  Under  Its  Khedives.  By  Ed  win  De  I^eon.  20 

20  268.  Si uglehcart  and  Doubleface,  &c.  By  Ueade.  IlPd.  15 

20  269.  Knights  of  the  Horseshoe.  By  l)r.  W.  A.  Ca- 

20  rutners 20 

15  270.  A Strange  Journey;  Pictures  from  Egypt  aud 

20  the  Soudan 16 

20  271.  Self-Help.  By  Samuel  8miles 20 

15  272.  Kept  in  the  Dark.  By  Anthony  Trollope. 15 

15  973.  History  of  the  Kingdom  of  Ireland.  By  Walpole.  25 

20  274.  Weighed  nud  Wanting.  By  George  Mncdonnld.  20 

20  275.  Allertou  Towers.  A Novel.  By  Annie  Thomas.  20 

20  976.  An  Adventure  in  Thule.  By  william  Black....  10 

20  277.  All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.  A Novel.  By 

20  Walter  Besant  and  James  Rice 20 

20  278.  Rachel’s  Inheritance.  By  M.  Veley 20 

20  879.  Daisies  nud  Buttercups.  By  Mrs.  J.  II.  Riddell.  20 

20  280.  Of  High  Degree.  A Story.  ’By  Charles  Gibbon..  2*1 

15  281.  The  Friendships  of  Mary  Russell  Milford 25 

20  282.  The  Great  Diamonds  of  the  World ft) 

10  2S3.  Flower  aud  Weed.  By  M.  E.  Braddon 10 

20  2S4.  No  Proof.  A Novel.  By  Alice  O’Haulon 20 

20  285.  Quits  at  Last.  By  R.  E.  Fraud  I Inn 16 

16  286.  Vnl  Strange.  Bv  D.  C.  Murray 20 

20  287.  The  Golden  Shaft.  A Novel.  By  Charles  Gibbon.  20 

20  288.  Kit:  a Memory.  By  James  Payn.  Illustrated.  20 
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20  292.  My  Connaught  Cousins.  By  Harriet  Jnv 15 

20  293.  Readings  from  “George  Eliot.”  By 'Nathan 

20  Sheppard.  Illnstraied 26 

20  294.  It  was  a l^ver  aud  his  Lass.  By  Mrs.  OliphnuL.  20 

20  296.  Bid  Me  Discourse.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay 10 

20  .296.  James  and  Philip  Van  Arteveld.  By  J.  Hutton.  20 

20  297.  Shandon  Bells.  By  William  Black.  Illustrated.  20 

20  298.  Unspotted  from  the  World.7  By  Mrs.  God  fix*  v. . . 20 

20  299.  James  Nasmyth,  Engineer,  By  Samuel  Smiles.  20 

20  300.  Who  is  Sylvia?  A Novel.  By  A.  Price 20 

26  301.  Wreck  of  the  “Grosvenor.”  By  W.  C.  RusselL.  15 

10  302.  Why  We  Laugh.  By  S.  S.  Cox 25 

25  303.  Daisy  Miller,  and  Other  Stories.  By  II.  James,  Jr.  25 

20  304.  The  Hauds  of  Justice.  By  F.  W.  Robinson 20 

10  306.  Stray  Pearls.  A Novel.  ’By  C.  M.  Yonge 16 

20  306.  The  Story  of  Meliceut.  By  Fayr  Madoc 10 

20  307.  Letters  and  Memorials  of  Jane  Welsh  Carlyle....  SO 

20  308.  Mary  Barton.  By  Mrs.  Gasket  1 90 

20  809.  No  New  Thing.  A Novel.  By  W.  E.  Norris.. ..  25 

20  310.  Like  Ships  Upon  the  Sen.  By  Mrs.  F.E.  Trollope.  20 

311.  Outline  of  Irish  History.  By  J.  H.  McCarthy 16 

25  312.  The  Real  Lord  Byron.  By  J.  C.  Jcnffresoii 20 

20  313.  The  Ladies  Lindores.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 20 

15  814.  A Sea  Queen.  A Novel.  By  W.  Clark  Russell..  20 

20  316.  Mongrel**.  A Novel.  By  T.  Wilton 20 

20  310.  Honest  Davie.  A Novel.  By  Frank  Ba nett...  20 

20  317.  Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family.  By  A.  Trollope ft) 

20  319.  Arden,  A Novel.  By  k.  Mary  F.  Robinson ....  15 

10  319.  Yolande.  A Novel.  By  William  Black,  lll’d.  20 

20  320.  Frederick  II.  .and  Maria  Theresa.  By  Due  de 

16  Broglie 20 

321.  The  Brooklyn  Bridge.  Illustrated 20 

15  3*22.  The  Romantic  Adventures  of  a Milkmaid.  A 

15  Novel.  By  Thomas  Hardy.  Illustrated 10 

15  323.  Ant  Cffisar  nut  Nihil.  By  M.  Von  Bothrner.. . ..  20 

20  324.  The  Senior  Songman.  A Novel.  Bv  E.  Tabor..  20 

20  325.  A FoolNh  Virgin.  A Novel.  Bv  Ella  Weed....  20 

326.  What  Hast  Thou  Done?  By  J.  F.  Molloy 15 

327.  Sir  Torn.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. .’. 20 

15  328.  Robert  Reid,  Cotton-Spinner.  By  A.  O llanlon.  20 

15  329.  Disarmed.  A Novel.  By  Miss  Beiham-Kd  wards  15 

330.  Altiora  Petn.  A Novel.  By  Laurence  Oliphant  20 
10  331.  Thicker  Thau  Water.  A Novel.  By  James  Payn  90 

15  332.  By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  By  D.  C.  Murray 15 

20  333.  The  New  Timothy.  By  Rev.  William  M.  Baker.  25 
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834.  Pearl n.  A Novel.  By  Miss  M.  Beth  am-Ed  wards.  80 
335.  Donal  Grant.  A Novel.  By  George  Macdonald.  80 

836.  Phantom  Fortuue.  A Novel.  By  M.  E.  Braddon  20 

837.  A Struggle  for  Fame.  By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. ..  20 

339.  David,  King  of  Israel.  By  Rev.  W.  M.  Taylor.  25 

339.  Hearts.  A Novel.  By  David  Christie  Murray. . 20 

340.  A Book  of  Sibyls.  By  Miss  Thackeray 15 

341.  An  Autobiography.  By  Anthony  Trollope 20 

342.  All  iu  a Garden  Fair.  By  Walter  Besaut 20 

343.  A Noble  Wife.  A Novel.  By  Johu  Saunders..  20 

344.  Under  the  Red  Flag.  By  M.  E.  Braddon 10 

345.  Maid  of  Athens.  A Novel.  By  Justiu  McCarthy.  20 

346.  lone  Stewart.  A Novel.  By  E.  Lynn  Liuton. . 20 

347.  Adrian  Bright.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Caddy 20 

84$.  A Great  Heiress.  By  R.  E.  Francillon 15 

340.  Jenifer.  A Novel.  By  Annie  Thomas 20 

350.  Annan  Ws ter.  By  Robert  Buchanan '. ...  20 

351.  An  April  Day.  A Novel.  By  P.  P.  Jepbson. . . . 15 

352.  Life  of  Lord  Lytton.  Parti.  Autobiography...  20 

853.  Round  the  Galley  Fire.  By  W.  Clark  Russell. . . 15 

854.  Life  of  Lord  Lytton.  Part  II.  Biography 20 

356.  The  Millionaire.  A Novel.  By  L.  J.  Jennings. . 20 

356.  Th  irlby  Hall.  By  W.  E.  Norris.  Illustrated...  25 

357.  The  Canon’s  Ward.  By  James  Payn.  Ill'd....  25 

355.  One  False,  Both  Fair.  By  John  B.  Harwood...  20 

859.  Hester.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 20 

860.  Little  Loo.  A Novel.  By  W.  Clark  Russell.. ..  20 

361.  Susan  Drummond.  By  Mrs.  J.  II.  Riddell 20 

362.  The  New  Abelard.  By  Robert  Buchanan 15 

363.  Pretty  Miss  Neville.  By  B.  M.  Cmker 20 

364.  Red  Riding  nood.  By  F.  E.  M.  Notley 20 

365.  A Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times.  1S37-1S80. 

By  Justin  McCarthy 25 

366.  More  Leaves  from  Queen  Victoria’s  Journal 15 

367.  The  Wizard’s  Son.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 25 

868.  A Real  Queen.  By  R.K.  Francillon 20 

869.  Mr.  Nobody.  By  Mrs.  J.  K.  Spender 20 

370.  Virginia  Cookenr-Book.  By  Mary  S.  Smith. ...  25 
871.  The  Pirate,  and  The  Three  Cutters.  By  Marryat.  15 

372.  Jack's  Courtship.  By  W.  Clark  Russell 25 

873.  An  Old  Man’s  Love.  By  Anthony  Trollope 15 

374.  G sod  Stories.  By  Charles  Reade.  Illustrated.  20 

375.  The  Man  She  Cared  For.  By  F.  W.  Robinson..  20 

870.  The  Way  of  the  World.  By'D.C.  Murray 20 

377.  Chinese  Gordon.  By  A.  Forbes.  Illustrated...  20 
379.  “Tommy  Upmore.”  By  R.  D.  Blsckmore 20 

379.  John  Holdsworth,  Chief  Mate.  By  W.  C.  Russell.  20 

380.  In  the  West  Countrie.  By  MnyCrommellu 20 

3S1.  A Frtir  Country  Maid.  By  E.  F.  Byrrne 20 

382.  Godfrey  Ilelstone.  By  G.  M.  Craik 20 

383.  My  Ducats  and  My  Daughter.  A Novel 20 

384.  A Perilous  Secret.  By  Charles  Reade 20 

385.  “I  Say  No.”  By  Wilkie  Collins 20 

356.  Lucia,  Hugh,  and  Another.  By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Needell.  20 

357.  Venus’s  Doves.  By  Ida  Ashworth  Taylor 20 

358.  Lancelot  Ward,  M.P.  By  George  Temple 20 

389.  A Fair  Maid.  A Novel.  By  F.  W.  Robinson. ..  20 

390.  Matrimony.  A Novel.  By  W.  E.  Norris 20 

391.  Georgia  Scenes.  Illustrated 20 

392.  Curiosities  of  the  Search-Room 20 


393,  395,  397,  399,  401,  403,  405,  407,  410,  413,  417,  419, 

424,  426,  428,  431,  432,  434,  437,  439.  441,  443,  445. 
Stormouth's  English  Dictionary— Pronouncing, 
Etymological,  and  Explanatory  — Embracing 
Scientific,  Familiar,  and  other  Terms,  and  many 
Old  English  Words.  By  Rev.  James  Stormonth. 
Complete  in  23  Parts Eacli  25 

394.  Women  are  Strange.  By  F.  W.  Robinson 20 

396.  The  Court  of  the  Tuileries.  By  Lady  Jackson . . 20 
398.  Frank  Fairlegh.  A Novel.  By  Frank *E.  Smed ley.  20 
400.  Haco  the  Dreamer.  A Novel.  By  William  Sime.  15  j 
402.  Between  the  Heather  and  the  Sea.  ByM.Linskill  20 

404.  Judith  Shnkespcare.  By  William  Black 20  • 

406.  Joy.  A Novel.  By  May  Crommelin 2u 

408.  The  Art  of  Life  and  the  Life  of  Art.  By  Alex. 

F.  Oakey.  With  40  Illustrations 25 

409.  A North  Country  Maid.  By  Mrs.  Cameron 20 

411.  Milchelhurst  Place.  By  Margaret  Veley 20 

412.  The  Four  Georges.  By  J.  McCarthy.  Parti..  20  j 

414,  415.  Thomas  Carlyle.  A History  of  nis  Life  in  i 

London.  1834-1881.  By  J.  A.  Froudc.  2 Parts  80 
416.  Beauty  and  the  Beast.  A Novel.  By  S.  Tytler.  20  ! 

415.  The  Lover’s  Creed.  By  Mrs.  C.ishel  IIocy.‘ 20  I 

420.  Sir  Moses  Montefiorc.  By  Lucien  Wolf. 20 

*421,  422.  Memoirs  of  Edmund  Yates.  In  Two  Parts,  40 

423.  Miss  Braddon’s  The  Mistletoe  Bough,  1SS4 20 

425.  Face  to  Face.  A Novel.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. . 15 
427.  By  Mend  and  Stream.  A Novel.  By  (’.Gibbon.  20 

429.  Within  the  Clasp.  A Novel.  Bv  J.  B.  Harwood.  20 

430.  Philistia.  A Novel.  By  Cecil  Power 20 

433.  The  Talk  of  the  Town.  By  James  Payn. 20 
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4S5.  Madam.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 25 

436.  From  Post  to  Finish.  A Racing  Romance.  By 

Hawley  Smart.  Profusely  Illustrated 25 

438.  A Good  Hater.  A Novel.  By  Frederick  Boyle.  20 

440.  Under  Which  King?  By  Compton  Reade 20 

442.  Tie  and  Trick.  A Novel.  By  Hawley  Smart. . . 20 

444.  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.  A Novel.  By  Basil.  20 

446.  The  Crime  of  Christmas-Dny.  By  the  Author  of 

“ My  Ducats  and  My  Daughter.” 10 

447.  The  White  Witch.  A Novel 20 

445.  Icbnbod.  A Portrait.  By  Bertha  Thomas 15 

449,  450,  451.  George  Eliot’s  Life.  By  J.  W.  Cross. 


452.  Great  Porter  Square.  By  B.  L.  Farjeou 20 

453.  Miss  Brown.  A Novel.  By  Vernon  Lee 20 

454.  A Man  of  his  Word,  etc.  By  W.  E.  Terris 20 

455.  Some  One  Else.  A Novel.  By  B.  M.  Croker...  20 

456.  Bou Iderstone.  A Novel.  By  William  Sime. .. . 15 

457.  Wyliard's  Weird.  A Novel.  By  M.  E.  Braddon  20 

45S.  Gerald.  A Novel.  By  Eleandr  C.  Price 20 

459.  Lester’s  Secret.  A Novel.  By  Mary  Cecil  Hay.  20 

460.  The  Shadow  of  a Crime.  By  Hal)  Caine 20 

4G1.  A Week  of  Passion.  By  Edward  Jenkins. 20 

462.  Lazarus  in  London.  By  F.  W.  Robinson 20 

463.  The  Russians  at  the  Gates  of  Herat.  With  3 Maps 

and  28  Illustrations.  By  Charles  Marvin 20 

464.  On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head.  By  W.  Clark  Russell. . ..  15 

465.  Captain  Brand.  By  H.  A.  Wise,  U.S.N.  Ill’d..  20 

466.  Russia  Under  the  Tzars.  By  Stepniak.  II Pd.  20 

467.  Ishmael.  A Novel.  By  Miss  Braddon 20 

468.  Diana  of  the  Crossways.  By  George  Meredith  . 20 

469.  Betwixt  My  Love  and  Me.  A Novel 15 

470.  Victor  Hugo  and  His  Time.  By  A.  Barbon.  Ill’d.  25 

471.  The  Professor.  By  Charlotte  Bronte.  Illustrated.  20 
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473.  Heart’s  Delight.  By  Charles  Gibbon 20 

475.  Adrian  Vidal.  By  W.  E.  Norris.  Illustrated...  25 

477.  Sylvan  Holt's  Daughter.  By  Holme  Lee 20 

479.  Home  Influence.  By  Grace  Aguilar 20 

450.  Darien  Exploring  Expedition.  By  J.T.  Headley. 

Illustrated 15 

451.  Entangled.  A Novel.  By  E.  Fairfax  Byrrne. . 20 

482.  Salon  of  Madame  Neckcr.  By  Vicomte  D’Haus- 

sonville.  Translated  from  the  French  by  Henry 
M.  Trollope 20 

483.  Lady  Lovelace.  A Novel.  By  C.  L.  Pirkls. . . . 20 

484.  A Coquette’s  Conquest.  A Novel.  By  Basil...  20 

485.  Lewis  Arundel.  A Novel.  By  Frank  E.  Smedley  25 

456.  The  Waters  of  Hercules.  By  E.  D.  Gerard 20 

457.  The  Royal  Highlanders.  By  James  Grant 20 

4SS.  Love’s  IlarveBt.  A Novel.  By  B.  L.  Fnrjeon. ..  20 

489.  Adam  Bede.  A Novel.  By  George  Eliot.  Ill’d.  25 

490.  In  Sunny  Lands.  By  William  Drysdale.  Ill’d. . 25 

491.  The  Courting  of  Mary  Smith.  By  F.W.  Robinson  20 

492.  A Strange  Voyage.  By  W.  Clark  Russell 20 

493.  Mrs.  Holly er.  A Novel.  By  Georgiaua  M.  Craik  20 

494.  Babylon.  A Novel.  By  Cecil  Power. 20 

495.  My  Wife’s  Niece.  A Novel.  By  the  Author  of 

“Dr.  Edith  Romney" 20 

496.  White  Heather.  A Novel.  By  William  Black. . 20 

497.  The  Unforeseen.  A Novel.  By  Alice  O’Haulon  20 

498.  What’s  His  Offence?  A Novel.  By  the  Author 

of  “The  Two  Miss  Flemings” 20 

499.  The  Mistletoe  Bough,  1SS5.  Edited  by  M.  E. 

Braddon 20 

500.  Cradle  and  Spade.  A Novel.  By  William  Sime  20 

501.  The  Golden  Flood.  A Novel.  By  It  E.  Frau- 

cillon  and  William  Senior 15 

502.  “ Self  or  Bearer."  A Novel.  By  Walter  Besant.  15 

503.  First  Person  Singular.  A Novel.  By  David 

Christie  Murray.  Illustrated 25 

504.  Unfairly  Won.  B>TNannie  Power  O’Donoghue.  20 

505.  England  Under  Gladstone.  By  Justlu  H.  McCar- 

thy. M.P 20 

506.  Original  Comic  Operas.  Written  by  W.  S.  Gil- 

bert.  20 

507.  A Country  Gentleman.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant 20 

50$.  War  nud  Peace.  An  Historical  Novel.  By  Count 

Tolstoi.  Translated  by  Clara  Bell.  Parti....  25 

509.  Rainbow  Gold.  By  David  Christie  Murray 20 

519.  A Girtoti  Girl.  By  Mrs.  Annie  Edwardes 20 

511.  A House  Divided  Against  Itself  By  Mrs.  Oli- 

phant  20 

512.  What’s  Mine  s Mine.  A Novel.  By  George  Mac- 

douald 20 

513.  Aunt  Parker.  By  B.  L.  Fnrjeon 20 

514.  Until  the  Day  Breaks.  By  Emily  Spender 20 

615.  Griselda.  A Novel 20 

516.  Lord  Vanecourt’s  Daughter.  By  Mabel  Collius.  20 

517.  Captain  Dangerous.  By  G.  A.  Bala 20 
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Volumes  of  “ Harper's  Handy  Series"  already  issued: 
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1.  That  Terrible  Man.  A Novel.  By  W.  E.  Norris.  20 

2.  Society  in  London.  By  A Foreign  Resident. ...  25 
8.  Mign on ; or.  Booties’s  Baby.  By  J.S. Winter.  IlPd.  25 
4.  Louisa.  A Novel.  By  K.S.  Macqnoid.  Vol.  I..  25 
6.  Louisa.  A Novel.  By  K.  8.  Macqnoid.  Vol.  II.  25 
<5.  Home  Letters.  By  the  Earl  of  Beaconefleld.  Ill’d.  25 


7.  How  to  Play  Whist.  By  R.  A.  Proctor . 25 

8.  Mr.  Butlf's  Ward.  A Novel.  By  F.  M.  Robinson  25 
8.  John  Needham’s  Double.  A Novel.  ByJ.  Hattou.  25 

10.  The  Mahdj.  By  J.  Dnrmesteter.  With  Portraits.  25 

11.  The  World  of  London.  By  Count  Vasili 25 
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HAKPXB'S  MJCfAZnfE  APVBBTTSRR 


CINCINNATI  MUSICAL  FESTIVAL, 

MAY  IB,  19,  20,  21,  Sfl-SEVEN  CONCERTS. 

THEOBORE  THOMAS,  The  Choral  works  to  be  per- 

•.  Musical  Director//'  lonaeii  embrace  Bach’s  “B  Mb 

nor  Mass,"  Haydn's  “Creation,” 
Robehstein's  v‘The  Tower  of 
Babel, Berlioz's.  “Damnation 
of  Faust,'1  Wagner's  “ Hie  Mei- 
stersibger  (Act  IlI.),  Schuberc's 


Soloists  . 

- InAjXKJmNK, 


, iTS  HtekENiE  HASTRLITEft, 
Emma  C ranch1, 
William  Candidas, 

A.  E.  Stodiiaro,' 

William1  Lv;v>wrci 
■ Myron  -W.,  Whitney, 


“XX  I f f.  Psalm/*  Brahm’s 
'’Four  Part  Songs. " Two  years 
have  been  dekbfed  to  the  study 
of  these  works  by  the  chorus  b£ 
slx  hundred  and  fifty.- 


The  OignN'nt;i5HET>  SoonsTS,  ifee  Cincinnati  Festival  CHf-nos,  tllg  Gkanp  Organ, 
and  ah  €»b.chkstba  of  over  OWltrnsn*imMKMS^:ffl*ke  up  I jvc  M wsi'cai..  Forces. 

Seas*M,  TkMi  4*«f  Xtseirt/rt/  Ssais  secutvJ /or.  then  living  at  .it  Titfstnr* /f*m Ciit.iutuili, 

Aciirtri  MUSICAL  FESTIVAL  ASSOCfATTOX,**  Pi**,  8'vilEinf,  Cukb*ati,- O . 

HOTEL  EMERY, 

CINCINNATI,  OHIO, 

An  Elegant  Hotel.  Most  Centrally  Located,  Rates,  $3,00  to 

$4.00  per  Day.  D.  CLIFTON  SH E ARB,  Proprietor. 


TheGeutleman^  Mh«w:lnj0 i)f  ft  port,  Travel,  Bud  Physical 
/'  Ccndiicted  py  ;■•■ 

TO^l/rSiT; »uid  richly  OloBtrat^ 
Three  MLit* «>■  yrtxf,  Kiri  for  tiy+eiyw  C<rpyj.  pb/Dvy 
rubli*h%n(j1?<r,  JV<w*rt<*  £lw(fS*vi  Tint, 

i I 

■t . £ 

mm 

.gaslit 


ft 


**  =^S  E.  <V  n.  T.  ANTUOXV  * CO. 


-J  a ~c 

ft*.;.  _ > _ _ 

II.  UWADE  & CC>., 

.'•  ■•  \V  JSANLTAC TiriXBR»  \iV:  ' r ■ 

FSIN1OTr&  INKS, 

1 1 7 FULTON  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

Our  .fine  J8i/ick  tul'a  an?  otasl  By  Harper  A SlntLem. 


tilYW,  CinctiiuatL” 

C^MntSHary  oi  B#hhhi$p%&  nf  the  ‘0  %*,  New 
1^.. : <k  WlJtte  m .W^lungjwii 

Antv-,  in  Iftft!  tit  18.84,  I got  fo»L  I/Urimvi  Ho.  nut 
I mint  j&om  jbertv  far  po&tg 

hi  ,7icr <tx]  AUbxmi  F'ori<tot-i .i'lea^c 
iidvi^e  of  arffeVa  at  jxmr  Tieat. ' Tfe<?r  arc 
tint  t*e^t  hftnis  far  a?n»v  Hae  Aiititl  c»n  find ; ttf 
ksrsL  ii  & nty  opiiiHjTi.  The  can  be 

said  of  the  Breakfast  Bacon^%  •<  ^ 

SoM  h#  f*r<ttn*vm  Switer*  airi  t?-w,  ti?)^  hvec  cir- 
ctilarns  Xi  ttyie  L*  O'lok  the  J}ia*fiSNvl  Itcnn*.1'  ’ v; 


r..  ... 

l>'D.,d:d>Acpy 

v *$'*&&:  4 ^ 

iW\VFi  a-  yA'Ur  |N3rnr/n»:'\.Vid»AM';. 

P«*.dW(£t  K v>’iv  r r«-3 

4ittr^<TiC(fk^  .R/Wc4>,nt  F^rr^iiy 
* (cv  v fC?\  it*  T 4B«  i V vy  *V>„:  t Vv 

IwsO'lk*-  Lyon  h uOi*-;  xna-kSsF 


Go-  gle 
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new 
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and 

ripe 
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Comely  dames,  brave  squire*  pretty  tittle  muses 
6 smart  Mk  master*  regularly  use 
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wmm 


Ji'nA'XK?. RK.  New  Y-OkK,  'itfit&-..l$?»t 


flT  ff&ftrM.?  it  UllOilttHS  >('•<//.  /»'»./  W«>/  o/  ^ f "$}»»''■  H<}  h*il*  7>>t  liii'd'i.  rn.s.1  I.y.  •rn-'inl,  ii,  any  fart  uf  tht- 
) h'ft>l  Stu!t\  »»>*  Cauutltt%  «wt  of  thv-prir*.  H a rrds  ><  p.w  <Vr*f>>.u:r  J^pS  /</*.,  gjw>,  /fcfiijr 

ft  <it'An-n>i*vc  /»W  nf  Urtf  H;  ts>lnuv’*%  snU  Ay  tintU  */.*  »m/»/  n/*  /jJWv 


KXOirrB  tn  b i utE  i (istorx  % im 

lisB  * Blshup  rif  t-b  Fiofct^tutvt 

t£m<\  OliitMl  r»0. 

RteKop  h«  e h.r'  ^ Certain  memorable  ace?v  with  dho  ^•ojiesdK‘Mb*pk*ti 
fmm*  b-  Hr.-*  <dd  .ini)  T\Vw  Testaments;,  enoh  *3f  ivhhdv  f*  is  w-ry  refreshing  to  1 
&eVV*nsa,s  :t  t<d&  &>  e « ii  Uu pr*»ss> re  ensuy  ami  aheva  of  tbe  higher  fncnlties. — 
e«5tt  ill  the  u Tig  toil  of  Hirisf.. — Ph Hi u ifjjdi hi / i a . Ait  UluhnUinfi  of  the 

V ery  Mt^r-ahA  pi'actioal,  . . . There*  i*  Ib-tU  oy  in*  vlvhi  iinauinatimi,  unite'] 
:*t  H-iopr  ill  this  vnhjim*  to  mf.nnhn*.-  do-oinMoo  do  ih?VniTm;il  feeliny,  and  ( 
f«)ogy,  Imt.u  h.  written  wit  is  such  *hHf>lh‘h:y  of  style  ins(‘iK*f i vrlv  j>n.t|.>hjy. — Ar 
tliiH  n ehifil  Thuy  Uiiderfdaud The  Hd 

’Hie  bishop  has  the  true.  *ohsd  of  :piM>|>.-!etiVc,  $ tlnrml  ht  spirit,  ami  nltoni 
reumrknbiy  pure  And  touching  dir! ion  - and — v.hut  and  fiftieth?*]  hysons.  1 
ib  fa  r nton?  i m p of  Un t— a bMu{  heartily  aetttaf  than  dpctrhni !.— fautinm 


ttSf  AXPAL  TKAfXJNV,  TW  B^lunmi  c»f  Stn'Wi  arn'l  ProW^ns 

Ik  i 'iiMiiis  ii. .flAii:  IUitsrrafud  pi+.  xviT,.  TM.  Tinny  Plotli. 

Mi',  fhni?  \V4‘Ur,*J-  hrr\  srun>  of  -M.tiiiivi.irir  <Imvi>.  n,  nnme^ilv  nmii).  t».  i*  d to  the  :Hh'tHi**:i  O?  fiudii  ••* 

: *oi.  t»>  ii;n(  liirj-  faiyr.,  exhibit  u vvldtr.  pnr^nn,  si.i ir^inny  and  ; t»n  they  t»1 

rnne- <d  ■itihft'ni.n.iujf  i >vv(i.w*tin^  uciineiUlin  ami  tin-  ffnH  the  ira.iiHonni  ^e){.s4  i>  m- 

vn.M  irH  ptv’H'hnn.  — :V  Y . KnfhriniH  Ii;  iyinip  ifn-  \v  het-inyr • tmtn  rH ...If  V. 

’('hr  anMi*,:  ,n  Uns  rltM^^nyhlv  Mineral  tr.njc  p*.  . <ui.  whis  aH  'hat  > n.r-d**:I  inn  h •Hnve-lul  ieU • :« 

pntU  U»n!s.  n;  r|>n  ^t#Mi  .nV;lf/iO^  (»,*/"(»-•’>  nl  Hie  with  lit r.\  - •:.  7 //-  .*o . . ■.  ? : :>?; 

Wuyldr  > ) ..  Ip  ^mjhi  k&Yt‘  ^ elidtl  taiidhk  tM  Mo  A HdHiijrj 

>oine  visefnl  tixrhunin'a I work  for  »vhktov<T  sinhou  nn«‘.  It  drives  nttnnnrai  i»ir  mn»»\  n;H.uy  i»ni 
in  Ule  hr  ni' ;rin’  may  l(‘‘ d ‘M{ntd.  The  si»‘,i«.l,-  o'.atr-  y > i;Vltv  l.ri-Hisr  of  the  rare  with  *^h)J?  Hm*  ^ 
men  it  tif:  tsnrminml^  dt»u>  thht;  hns  piihihx-d  evui^nefej  6f  fn'ArtiiVti 

Vcf-a»  .-<> -•'.Ht.,  . , .Till’  Hn,o  of  tin*  whole*"  wot  h-  »s  »*o  i»- »U.  Win.);  tfo-  ,*«**-.-»  I *io  IrMfinC:  ot  t»ii  - *-  J •;  i • i 

[»nr«*  iiitd  ht’Mcinp  — X.V.Jo  m-Mt  «J'  i-..  yruenH  rd  notion  .Hid  ad\ rto-in.n)!.  a»*'  on. 

\fr,  Hj-im  write*:  Mi  n sphit  *■!  e»dhosh>^Tn;  *.htVo  -id-  ti  d,  it.  is.  wist  to  >d»ar<. — rf  rn>j  »v|u>dr  ar  !■  ***.; 

tidti  Co  hi  ' ulnrep  and  hU  fwgos  vxh'd*h.  | a ide  larjodo— in  5lv.  Ham's  • tuhitsin^Ho  i»rcdtVu»>r, 

vat)oe  of.  iat«.(  nroinfi’  »•<*.}»<•«>!  in-:  ^luiMtion  and  »;*•■  ilsfAiuj*  7Vomv-. 

.1  piehpT,.  — t&f  r,f  Tin*  »»nth'*»-  i & lhrrnnhdv  / *;e  ; -.r-.i  widt  th< 

*'-N  },M!iy  Ufi.)  <{'.*Yvr  fi*  «jk. — .V.  > Tr':fir<i>ti.  (h-rv  oc  v.  hod,  h«*  The  hniik  a ill  prm  i; 

Tir-.iOiihur  yh»or-*» /how  0v'*)  VlU(nja  iy»(!  }Ay:\Ua.i!tuid  'tnore  than  ordh;  o4y  hfort’nyth.y  ..nr  n.  any  r >.  ;.t 

by  tht  riaht  t»>r.  of  tools..  :n*  i l low  in  c.h.o  \>.iv  f.ht?  yont.i:  or  obi  \Vhih  in  .it-n  ;<i-i  n ,-  v pe.n.*,n 
itMltiym-ij  :t!i(!  -oe'tAl  p i o \ j h-’ijt  ^ .;  d this-  rrntnry  tnoV  in  this  r.  is  -*o  . .ylVir  *.in.i  ,-r.  wrii  / on  nf 

o-;  it]<  :i  ellry  »u,  dr  1'  e\d  (O  l;..KU)(i!ih.  U;>*phn  rlv)  'hut  O nd!  po-srss  lanfir.g  UH?i  hti:*Ou>*fwL 

h \vrb o.nd,  i.- ■;  . * i- ni.hy  >n»'»  cevluudv  i?  U’bdobb*.  V jvnYfnil. 

Mav(  i^NtV—Kn  4\*'Z.  HO 
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TTPLAND  AND  MEADOW.  A Poaetquissings  Chronicle.  By  Chakles  C. 
Abbott,  M.D.  pp.  x.,  398.  12mo,  Ornamental  Cloth,  $1  50. 

Here  is  a modern  Thoreau  with  an  imagination  winter,  trumpet-creepers  and  ruby  throats,  Septem- 
the  like  of  which  Thoreau  did  not  possess.  Things  ber  sunshine,  a colony  of  grakles,  the  queer  little 
happen  to  him  in  the  most  accommodating  way,  for  dwellers  in  the  water,  and  countless  other  things 
they  manage  to  give  each  story  of  bird  or  beast  a that  the  ordinary  eye  passes  by  without  notice.  . . . 
point. — N.  V.  Times.  The  book  may  be  heartily  commended  to  every 

We  commend  this  book  ns  inspiring,  refreshing,  reader  of  taste  and  to  every  admirer  of  graceful 
and  delightful  in  its  record  and  humor  both. — and  nervous  English. — Saturday  Evening  Gazette , 
Philadelphia  Ledger  and  Transcript  Boston. 

Dr.  Abbott’s  pages  are  full  of  charming  episodes.  Into  the  narrative  of  what  he  has  Been,  Dr.  Ab- 
His  style  is  natural  and  simple,  and  the  tale  of  his  bott  lias  infused  so  much  of  his  sympathetic  spirit 
rambles  is  told  most  attractively.  We  cannot  im-  and  the  influence  of  his  surroundings  that  the  read- 
age  a greater  pleasure  to  the  contemplative  lover  er  shares  almost  equally  in  his  interest  und  pleas- 
of  nature  than  to  wander  with  him  along  the  banks  ure. — Boston  Globe. 

of  his  favorite  stream. — Charleston  News  and  Cou - The  author  carries  the  reader  through  the  sca- 
rier. sons  in  a manner  so  unaffected  as  to  be  eloquent 

Delightful  reading  for  students  and  lovers  of  in  its  very  simplicity,  and  it  is  fair  to  presume  that 
out -door  nature.  . . . Here  the  author  discourses  the  average  mau  will  find  entertainment  and  in- 
with  the  greatest  charm  of  style  about  wood  and  struction  among  the  pages  of  “ Upland  and  Mead- 
stream,  marsh-wrens,  the  spade-foot  toad,  summer,  ow.” — St.  Louts  Reptlblican. 

CTORMONTH’S  ENGLISH  DICTIONARY.  A Dictionary  of  the  English 

u Language,  Pronouncing,  Etymological,  ami  Explanatory:  embracing  Scientific  and 
other  Terms,  Numerous  Familiar  Terms,  and  a Copious  Selection  of  Old  English  Words. 
By  the  Rev.  James  Stormontit.  The  Pronunciation  Revised  by  the  Rev.  P.  H.  Phklp, 
M.A.  pp.  xiv.,  P234.  Imperial  8vo,  Cloth,  $6  00;  Half  Roan,  $7  00;  Full  Sheep,  $7  50. 

IN  THE  GOLDEN  DAYS.  A Novel.  By  Edna  Lyall.  pp.  vi.,  412.  16mo, 

Half  Cloth,  75  cents. 

A very  excellent  novel.  ...  It  has  its  scenes  and  clinging,  docile  nature,  she  has  been  remarkably 
characters  placed  in  England  two  hundred  years  successful  in  an  unusually  difficult  task.  If,  before 
ago.  Of  those  days  Miss  Lyall  1ms  evidently  made  we  know  Hugo,  who  is  introduced  to  us  at  the  age 
a deep  study.  ...  If  it  has  been  Miss  Lvall’s  inten-  of  nineteen,  we  are  almost  tempted  to  despise  him ; 
tion  to  show  how  the  truest  physical  and  moral  after  we  know  him  we  cannot  forbear  mingling  in 
courage,  the  staunchest  manhood,  and  the  purest  and  our  affection  with  him  a feeling  of  reverence  which 
most  passionate  love  can  co-exist  in  a simple,  artless,  is  seldom  bestowed  upon  youth. — N.  Y.  Telegram. 

T ODGE’S  ENGLISH  COLONIES  IN  AMERICA.  English  Colonies  in 
^ America.  A Short  History  of  the  English  Colonies  in  America.  By  Henry  Cabot 
Lodge.  New  and  Revised  Edition,  pp.  viii.,  560.  8vo,  Half  Leather,  $3  00. 

npHE  LIVES  OF  GREEK  STATESMEN.  Second  Series.  Ephialtes— 
Hermokrates.  By  the  Rev.  Sir  G.  \V.  Cox,  Bart.,  M.A.  pp.  xx.,  266.  16mo,  Cloth,  75 
cents.  Uniform  with  Vol.  I. 

The  value  of  these  sketches  lies  in  the  fact,  that  the  great  Spartan  than  we  could  derive  from  Grote. 
they  represent  the  outcome  of  exhaustive  study  tin-  — N Y.  Sun. 

dertakon  without  any  prepossession  or  controversial  This  volume  manifests  the  same  broad  ami  thor- 
purposo.  ...  In  this  book,  for  example,  we  get  a ough  scholarship,  deep  thought,  and  clear  judgment 
more  intelligible  and  probably  more  faithful  im-  that  so  satisfactorily  distinguished  its  predecessor, 
pression  of  Kleon,  the  idol  of  the  Athenian  prole-  and  is  no  less  valuable  to  the  student  and  to  the 
tariat,  than  we  could  gain  from  the  narrative  of  the  serious  render.  . . . The  style  of  the  book  is  both 
oligarchical  Thucydides.  Yet  so  far  arc  the  author's  animated  and  graceful,  and  is  pervaded  by  an  easy 
sympathies  from  being  exclusively  democratic  that  fluency  ami  brilliancy  that  make  a somewhat  duil 
he  does  full  justice  to  the  remarkable  qualities  of  subject  anything  but  dull  reading. — Sat  unlay  Even- 
Brasidas,  giving  us  a more  satisfactory  account  of  ing  Gazette , Boston. 


^EORGE  ELIOT’S  LIFE,  Related  in  her  Letters  and  Journals.  Arranged 
and  Edited  by  her  Husband,  J.  W.  Cross.  Portraits  and  Illustrations.  In  Three 
Volumes,  pp.  1038.  12ino,  Cloth,  S3  75.  New  Edition,  with  Fresh  Matter.  (Uniform 
with  “ Harper’s  Library  Edition  ” of  George  Eliot’s  Works.) 
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TnIIE  LAND  AND  THE  BOOK.  By  William  M.  Thomson,  D.D.,  Forty- 

* five Years  a Missionary  in  Syria  atnl  Palestine.  Volume  HI.,  Lebanon,  Damascus,  and 
Beyond  Jordan,  completing  “The  Land  and  Hie  Book,*’  147  Illustrations  find  Maps. 
!>ft.  xx*iv.,7l2.  Square  8 vo,  Ornamental  Cloth 00;  Sheep/  $7  00;  Half  Morocco, 
$8  50 ; Full  Morocco,  Gilt  Edges,  $10  00. 


Dr.  Thomson's  hook  takes  the  reader  by  the  hand, 
and  leads  him  through  Palestine,  pointing  out  at 
every  step  the  manners  and  Customs  which  illus- 
trate the  Bible  story,  and  the  natural  objects  ami 
scenery.  The  reader  feels  as  if  the  author  were 
Indeed  at  his  elbow,  and  as  if  he  himself  really 
stands  im  the  sacred  soil  of  distant  Palestine.  . ... 
Seated  at  his  own  fireside,  this  will  enable  the  reader 
to  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  patriarch  and  prophet, 
and  to  see  with  the  eves  of  the  imagination  in  the 
ordinary  incidents  of  Oriental  life  the  concrete  ex- 
planation of  many  a puzzling  text  of  Holy  Writ. — 
& S.  7tmek%  Philadelphia. 

One  of  the  noblest  works  Illustrative  of  sacred 
things  which  any  man  has  been  permitted  to  pro- 
duce. . . . It  must  be  distinctly  understood  that  this 
is  a work  of  the  highest  permanent  value,  and  not 
a mere  gathering  of  pictures  and  compilation  of 
matter  for  temporary  purposes.  Rich  in  Scriptural 
ami  cognate  learning,  it  throws  light  upon  the  man- 
ners, customs,  and  religion  of  ancient  peoples,  the 
topography  of  the  countries  described,  the  architect- 
ural monuments  and  remains,  and,  in  short,  sets 
forth  whatever  is  needed  for  a full  understanding 
of  the  relations  between  the  Bible  and  the  land 
which  has  done  so  much  to  regenerate  the  world. 
The  public  is  to  he  congratulated  that  this  admira- 
ble work  is  How  complete,  aud  that  it  is  a standard 
of  excellence  in  all  respects, — Uhrixtian  Advocate, 
X.  Y 


This  must  take  the  place  of  all  other  works  for 
completeness,  accuracy,  and  beauty.  ...  A better 
conspectus  of  the  lands  mentioned  in  the  Bible 
than  any  other  that  hud  yet  been  published.  , , . 
It  will  he.  as  it  deserves,  an  authoritative  standard 
at  all  times  of  the  twin  tries  of  which  it  treats. — 
Chritiian  at  Work,  X.  Y. 

We  recognize  the  ?ume  attractive  features  in  this 
as  in  the  preceding  volumes.  Here,  as  before,  we 
have,  that  accurate  sketching  of  sacred  places  which 
cart  only  come  from  personal  observation,  in  a style 
which  is  simple  even  to  being  colloquial,  as  if  the 
writer  were  talking  with  his  reader,  and  which,  with 
the  help  of  the  admirable  illustrations,  brings  every 
scene  distinctly  befoixj  the  eve. — The  Evahr/etixt, 

N.  Y. 

The  most  complete,  accurate,  and  interesting  illus- 
tration of  the  land  of  the  Bible,  and  of  the  Bible  it- 
self, that  has  been  produced And  most  admirably 

has  Dr,  Thomson  told  the  story  of  what  he  has  seen 
and  learned,  shedding  a flood  of  light  upon  the 
sacred  record.  Hi*  descriptions  are  simple,  free 
from  ornamental  diction,  but  more  engaging  than 
a romance.  They  have  all  the  charm  of  personal 
travel. — Observer,  N Y. 

This  volume,  with  the  first,  on  Southern  Palestine, 
and  the  second,  on  Central  Palestine,  furnishes  n 
better  conspectus  of  the  lands  mentioned  in  the 
Bible  than  any  other  twenty  volumes  that  can  be 
named. — Christian  Intelligencer,  N.  Y 


HTHE  FALL  OF  CONSTANTINOPLE.  Being  the  Story  of  the  Fourth 

* Crusade.  By  Edwin  Pears,  LL.B.  pp.  xvi.j  422.  Hvo,  Cloth,  $2  50. 

IGG1N  SON’S  LARGER  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES.  A 

Larger  History  of  the  United  States  of  America  to  the  Close  of  President  Jackson’s 
Admin  1st  ration;  By  Thomas  Wentworth  Higgixson,  Illustrated  by  Maps,  Plana, 
Put  trails,  and  other  Engravings,  pp.  xiL,  470.  Hvo,  Cloth,  $3  f>0. 


H 


Mr.  Higginson  brings  fresh  aim?,  high  motives, 
a charming  *tyle,  and  the  gift  of  making  his  theme 
constantly  delightful,  to  the  task  of  telling  the  story 
of  the  growth  of  a great  country  in  the  wild*  of 
America.  A patriotic  and  hopeful  spirit  breathes 
through  all  his  pages,  and  gives  to  them  power  of 
inspiring  entlmsi&mj. — Critic^  X.  Y. 

Mi.  Ifigginson  has  enriched  his  work  with  per- 
sonal incident  and  anecdote,  and  made  it  glow  with 
the  latent  humor  of  his  style.  ...  It  is  popular  in 
the  best  sc  ns*  of  containing  the  essence  of  the  sub- 
ject in  a form  that  is  easily  intelligible  and  sure 
to  be  attractive  to  general  readers. — Independent^ 
X.  Y 

An  entertaining  and  really  useful  book,  which 
fills  a place  not  occupied  by  any  of  the  narratives 
of  more  extended  scope  and  higher  pretensions.  . . „■ 
There  is  in  it  so  much  novelty  ami  animation,  and 
it  is  so  lavishly  embellished  with  authentic  portraits 


and  realistic  illustrations,  that  even  the  novel- read- 
er will  take  it  up  without  misgiving  and  turn  over 
it?  pages  with  avidity.— A.  Y.Snn. 

The  treatment  of  the  subject  is  altogether  new 
and  fresh  ; its  scope  is  broadened,  and  large  space 
is  given  to  the  illustration  of  the  various  periods 
of  our  country's  development  by  anecdote  and  in- 
cident, which  treatment  gives  it  a strong  human 
interest. — Bouton  Evening  Triinscrijtt. 

It  brings  its  story  down  to  the  close  of  Jackson7* 
administration,  which  gives  room  to  take  advantage 
of  the  author's  deep  and  original  researches  into 
the  earlier  history  of  the  country,  and  permits  him 
to  make  his  book  as  valuable  as  it  is  handsome 
and  entertaining. — Philaddfdiid  Bulletin. 

A book  of  absorbing  interest.  . . . The  style  is 
lucid,  pictorial,  easy  in  its  movement,  as  indicating 
the  author's  full  command  of  Ids  resources  and  of 
himself. — The  ll  afc/omiu,  Boston. 


T SAY  NO,  and  Other  Stories.  By  Wilkie  Collins,  Author  of  “The  Moon- 
stone,” &c.  pp.  422.  12mo,  Cloth,  $1  25.  (Uniform  with  “ Harper’s  Library  Edition* 
of  Wilkie  Collins’s  Works.) 
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TXf  RITINGS  AND  SPEECHES  OF  SAMUEL  J.  TILDEN.  Edited  by  John 
Bigelow.  2 vols.,  pp.  xviii.,  1202.  8vo,  Clotb,  Gilt  Tops  and  Uncat  Edges,  $6  00  per  set- 


A faithfully  representative  work.  ...  It  throws 
a strong  light  upon  that  side  of  our  political  career 
which  most  needs  illumination,  if  posterity  is  to  be 
enabled  to  form  a correct  idea  of  history  as  it  has 
shaped  itself  among  us  during  the  past  generation. 
— Congrega tionalist,  Boston. 

They  embody  the  political  opinions  and  public 
teachings  of  one  of  the  greatest  of  American  states- 
men upon  the  most  important  problems  in  our  na- 
tional politics  for  the  last  half-century. — Brooklyn 
Eagle. 

The  volumes  before  us  may  well  be  used  as  text- 
books of  the  Democratic  theory  of  government. . . . 
Every  public  document  and  speech  is  crowded  with 
suggestions  and  comments,  so  tersely  and  forcefully 
put  that  almost  any  sentence  is  an  apothegm.  This 
characteristic  directness  of  expression  is  found 
alike  in  his  first  public  utterances  and  in  his  lust. 
. . . Altogether  these  volumes  are  most  interest- 
ing and  important  in  the  literature  of  America, 


and  of  the  greatest  value  to  the  Republic. — N Y. 
World. 

No  man  who  wishes  to  acquire  at  first-hand  a 
knowledge  of  American  history  will  fail  to  welcome 
and  to  treasure  the  volumes.  . . . The  writings  here 
brought  together  throw  a copious  light  on  almost 
every  question  which  has  been  the  subject  of  ear- 
nest discussion  in  the  nation  at  large  or  the  State 
of  New  York  during  the  last  fifty  years. — N.  Y. 
Stcn. 

The  most  notable  of  the  utterances  of  the  dis- 
tinguished American  statesman  concerning  public 
affairs.  The  record  covers  a half-century  career, 
and  there  are  few  subjects  of  public  interest  dur- 
ing that  momentous  period  of  our  national  history 
that  are  not  touched  upon. — Boston  Post. 

The  political  opinions  and  public  teaching*  of 
one  of  the  greatest  of  American  statesmen  upon  the 
most  important  problems  in  our  national  politics 
for  the  last  half-century. — Brooklyn  Eagle . 

With  about  700 

Vola.  IV.,  ami  V.,  $3  50 


H 


ARPER’S  YOUNG  PEOPLE  ” FOR  1885.  Vol.  VI. 

Illustrations,  pp.  viii.,  832.  4 to,  .Ornamental  Cloth,  $3  50. 

each.  Vols.  I.,  II.,  and  III.,  out  of  print. 


Ti/TASSACRES  OF  THE  MOUNTAINS.  A History  of  the  Indian  Wars  of 

the  Far  West.  By  J.  P.  Dunn,  Jr.  Profusely  Illustrated.  8vo,  Cloth.  (Just  Bendy.) 


The  interest  of  Mr.  Dunn’s  work,  for  those  who 
are  solicitous  for  the  welfare  and  honor  of  the 
country,  will  be  of  the  present  as  much  as  of  the 
past.  The  book  is  one  which  will  not  be  read  in 
haste,  and  which  will  be  returned  to  again  and  again 
when  once  taken  up.  It  is  a history — full,  accu- 


rate, just,  and  teeming  with  dramatic  interest — of 
the  acquisition  of  the  Western  territory,  and  of 
the  wars  with  the  Indian  tribes  which  were  the 
consequences  of  that  acquisition.  The  work  is  in* 
dispensable  to  a thorough  understanding  of  the 
Indian  question. 


(GEORGE  ELIOT  AND  HER  HEROINES. 

With  Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  Cloth.  (In  Press.) 


By  Abba  Goold  Woolsox. 


nr?HE  BOY  TRAVELLERS  IN  SOUTH  AMERICA.  Adventures  of  Two 

* Youths  in  a Journey  through  Ecuador,  Peru,  Bolivia,  Brazil,  Paraguay,  Argentine  Re- 
public, and  Chili.  With  Descriptions  of  Patagonia  and  Tierra  del  Fuego,  and  Voyage* 
upon  the  Amazon  and  La  Plata  Rivers.  By  Thomas  W.  Knox,  Antlior  of  “ The  Boy 
Travellers  in  the  Far  East,”  “ The  Voyage  of  the  ‘ Vivian/  ” &c.  With  colored  Frontis- 
piece and  numerous  Illustrations,  pp.  514.  8vo,  Ornamental  Cloth,  $3  00. 


Lively  and  entertaining  as  ever,  Mr.  Knox  is  full 
of  stories  as  a professional  diner-out,  with  an  envi- 
able way  of  captivating  the  bovish  mind,  and,  best 
of  all,  accurate  and  critical,  his  book  is  to  be  com- 
mended.— The  Critic , N.  Y. 

The  primary  object  of  the  author  is  to  entertain 
his  young  friends.  Fastening  their  attention  upon 
the  first  page  of  each  of  his  books,  he  holds  them 
enthralled  to  the  end  by  his  dramatic  method  of 
narration.  The  effect  is  the  same  as  if  the  reader 
were  a companion  of  Frank  Bassett  and  Fred  Bron- 
son.— N.  Y.  Journal  of  Commerce. 

The  volume  is  more  entertaining  than  a fiction, 
while  it  rewards  the  young  reader  with  its  substan- 
tial facts. — Zion's  Herald , Boston. 

The  author  draws  upon  his  recollections  of  his 
own  travels  in  the  countries  described,  and  upon 
the  books  of  other  travellers,  earlier  and  later.  He 
is  a clever  and  vivacious  writer,  and  conveys  a large 
amount  of  useful  information  in  a very  entertain- 
ing way. — Boston  Journal. 

A realistic  picture  of  South  America,  its  lofty 
mountains,  magnificent  rivers,  luxuriant  forests,  and 


fertile  pampas,  together  with  the  many  varieties  of 
people  that  form  its  populations;  their  govern- 
ments as  they  are  found  to-day,  an  epitome  of  their 
history  from  ancient  times,  and,  in  short,  almost 
everything  that  a boy  would  wish  to  know  about 
the  countries  visited.  The  book  is  handsomely  print- 
ed and  bound,  with  beautiful  illustrations  on  almost 
every  page.  It  is  a capital  book. — Observer,  N.  Y. 

We  can  hardly  imagine  a better  way  of  imparting 
information  to  young  people.  This  volume  is  simi- 
lar in  plan  to  those  which  preceded  it,  and  is  wor- 
thy of  the  same  hearty  commendation  which  was 
accorded  to  them. — Christian  Intelligencer , N.  Y. 

It  is  the  best  popular  book  on  South  America, 
eminently  accurate,  and  highly  entertaining. — The 
Beacon , Boston. 

Colonel  Knox  lias  himself  travelled  widely,  and 
watched  carefully,  so  that  his  work  has  the  advan- 
tage due  to  his  trained  skill.  This  has  been  supple- 
mented by  study  of  the  principal  authorities,  chiefly 
American.  The  accounts  of  Peru,  Chili,  and  the 
Argentine  Republic  are  specially  timely.  — 5.  & 
Times,  Philadelphia. 
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UISTORY  OF  CHRISTIAN  DOCTRINE.  By  H.  C.  Sheldon,  Professor 
of  Church  History  iu  Boston  University.  2 vole.,  pp.  xiv.,  850.  8vo,  Cloth,  $3  50  per  set. 


These  two  volumes  will  furnish  the  thoughtful 
reader  with  a scholarly  guide  in  his  researches  after 
the  truth. — 8.  S.  Journal , N.  Y. 

We  greatly  like  and  warmly  commend  this  man- 
ual. The  lucid  simplicity  of  its  arrangement  is 
such  as  to  enable  the  consulting  student,  without 
reading  the  two  volumes  through,  readily  to  avail 
himself  of  its  testimony  upon  every  subject  which 
it  touches,  not  merely,  but  to  grasp  the  growth  of 
subjects,  and  comprehend  the  attitude  of  each  con- 
secutive age  of  the  Church  towards  them. — Congre- 
gational izt,  Boston. 

A work  which  will  challenge  the  thoughtful  at- 
tention of  the  religious  world.  . . . Professor  Shel- 
don has  acquitted  himself  with  admirable  skill. 
His  work  is  characterized  to  an  eminent  degree  by 
the  true  historic  spirit.  He  carefully  distinguishes 
between  history  and  dogmatics,  and  his  statements 
have  the  calm,  judicial  tone  which  will  commend 
them  to  all. — Interior , Chicago. 

A most  valuable  historic  record  of  the  various 
phases  of  doctrines  and  theological  opinion  as  taught 
and  held  in  the  Christian  Church  from  the  begin- 
ning. ...  An  important  addition  to  the  literature  of 
dogmatic  history. — I.uthei'an  Obm'ver,  Philadelphia. 

We  give  strong  commendation  to  the  44  History 
of  Christian  Doctrine.”  . . . The  work  exhibits  great 
industry  and  broad  learning.  ...  It  is  a compact, 
scholarly,  and  clear  presentation  of  the  movement 
of  Christiau  thought  from  the  birth  of  the  Christian 


theology  to  its  latest  phases. — CJodstian  Advocate , 
N.  Y. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  over-estimate  the  value  of 
these  volumes.  They  will  prove  a treasure-house 
to  the  divine  and  to  the  Biblical  student.  They 
have  been  written  with  the  distinction  constantly 
in  view  between  history  and  dogmatics,  or  apolo- 
getics. The  literary  style  is  excellent,  and  the 
work  will  no  doubt  take  its  place  at  once  as  a 
standard  upon  the  subject  upon  which  it  treats.  A 
very  copious  index  at  the  close  adds  greatly  to  its 
value. — Christian  at  Work,  X.  Y. 

It  is  strictly  a history  of  the  Church ; not  a criti- 
cism upon  the  doctrines  of  the  Church,  but  a well- 
digested  record  of  the  doctrines  that  have  prevailed 
in  the  several  periods  of  the  Church,  and  of  the 
development  of  those  doctrines  by  the  most  eminent 
leaders.  It  was  a work  that  required  extensive  re- 
search and  reading,  and  the  exercise  of  sound  and 
critical  judgment,  and  the  author  has  performed  the 
task  in  a manner  that  will  command  general  favor. 
We  have  been  struck  with  the  clearness  and  sim- 
plicity of  his  stylo  in  setting  forth  the  views  of 
different  leaders  of  thought,  and  with  the  fairness 
of  his  statements.  — Obsct'ucr,  X.  Y. 

The  work  is  marked  with  candor  and  fairness, 
with  an  adequate  fulness  of  treatment,  and  with  a 
clear  arrangement,  assisting  the  student  in  his  work 
of  preserving  a connected  line  of  the  evolution  of 
doctrine. — Zion's  Herald , Boston. 


nPHE  RAILWAYS  AND  Tim  REPUBLIC.  By  J.  F.  Hudson.  8vo,  Cloth. 

{Just  Ready.)  ^ 

r\IET  FOR  THE  SICK.  By  Mary  F.  Henderson,  Author  of  “Practical 
Cooking  and  Dinuer  Giving.”  Illustrated,  pp.  x.,  234.  12mo,  Cloth,  $1  50. 


HPHE  PRINCIPLES  OF  EXPRESSION  IN  PIANO  FORTE  PLAYING. 

*■  By  Adolph  F.  Chiustiani.  Illustrated  with  Examples,  pp.  304.  8 vo,  Cloth,  $3  00. 


The  book  is  one  which  every  pianist  in  the  coun- 
try, elementary  or  advanced,  should  carefully  read 
and  take  to  heart. . . . The  language  is  always  clear, 
and  has  that  directness  which  only  a teacher  can 
give  who  has  for  years  endeavored  to  make  himself 
intelligible  to  pupils  who  are  often  obtuse. — live 
Nation , N.  Y. 

We  can  speak  with  almost  unqualified  praise  of 
the  remarkable  character  of  the  book. — N Y.  Com- 
mercial Advei'liser. 

A work  of  advanced  artistic  thought  and  inves- 
tigation. . . . Accomplished  students  of  the  piano 
will  discern  in  this  volume  the  ripe  instruction  and 
advice  of  the  skilful  musician,  keen  analyst,  and 
artist  of  perception  and  feeling. — Cincinnati  Com- 
mercial Gazette . 

Everything  in  piano-playing  is  treated,  and  in  a 
fair-minded  and  unbiassed  way.  It  is  the  very  sci- 
ence of  piano- playing  intelligently  written  by  an 
intellectual  writer,  leaving  nothing  to  be  inferred. 
— Cincinnati  Enquirer. 

A monument  to  the  writer’s  care,  patience,  and 
methodical  habit  of  thought.  ...  A work  which  will 
make  Mr.  Christian i’s  name  long  remembered  in  the 
musical  world.  ...  A solid  structure  of  scientific  de- 
terminations, and  from  this  has  been  deduced  the 
principles  which  govern  musical  expression. . . . The 


book  is  heartily  to  be  commended.  It  is  a remark- 
able one. — N Y.  Tribujve. 

The  book  is  exhaustive,  perspicuous,  and  based 
throughout  on  sound  authorities.  The  examples 
quoted  (in  musical  notation)  are  very  numerous  and 
happily  selected. — Independent , X.  Y. 

To  that  highest  class  of  studying  pianists,  those 
who  having  gone  as  far  as  possible  through  the 
routine  of  the  piano,  and  are  proficient  in  technique, 
is  this  work  addressed. ...  To  these  Mr.  Christianas 
book  will  be  found  exceedingly  useful.  ...  It  is  a 
positive  advance  in  American  musical  education 
when  a work  like  Mr.  Cliristiani's  finds,  os  it  doubt- 
less  will,  many  readers.  The  book  aims  at  the 
highest  artistic  efficiency. — N Y,  Times. 

A book  of  reference,  containing  a systematic  ex- 
position of  the  principles  of  expression  in  piano- 
forte playing.  . . . The  work  is  of  great  value,  and 
its  illustrations,  taken  from  all  the  great  composers, 
give  the  work  a value  in  advance  even  of  that  given 
to  it  by  the  theories  of  the  author. — Christian  Ad- 
vocate, X.  Y. 

A reader  of  ordinary  intelligence  will  be  helped 
to  a better  understanding  of  great  compositions, 
both  in  their  intellectual  and  emotional  aspects, 
wdiile  to  the  musician  the  work  is  simply  indispen- 
sable.— Musical  Visitor,  Cincinnati. 
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TRANCING,  AND  ITS  RELATIONS  TO  EDUCATION  AND  SOCIAL 

LIFE.  With  a New  Method  of  Instruction,  including  a Complete  Guide  to  the  Cotillion 
(Gertnau),  with  250  Figures.  By  Allen  Dodwokth.  Illustrated,  pp.  vi.,  278. 
12mo,  Cloth,  $1  50. 


An  admirable  treatise  upon  dancing.  . . . The  in- 
structions are  clear,  and  the  motions  taught  by  the 
aid  of  musical  bars,  marking  the  several  movements 
above  the  printed  notes  of  music.  — Philadelphia 
Ledger . 

A large  variety  of  quadrille  and  cotillion  figures 
are  given,  and  the  book  is  probably  without  a rival 
in  its  Hue  as  authority  on  the  art  of  which  it  treats. 
Every  dance-  at  present  in  vogue  is  discussed  here, 
and  the  German,  in  particular,  in  its  every  feature 
and  variation. — Commonwealth , Boston. 

On  the  subject  of  dancing  there  is  no  book  pub- 
lished that  can  compare  with  Mr.  Dodworth’s  in  its 
completeness. — Philadelphia  North  Amencan. 

An  enthusiast  in  his  profession,  Mr.  Dodworth 
has  always  considered  it  worthy  of  careful  thought 
and  labor,  and  to  the  conscientious  attention  that 
he  has  given  to  it  are  due  not  only  his  personal  suc- 
cess and  reputation,  but  the  high  estimation  in 
which  dancing  is  held  as  a refined  art  no  less  than 
as  an  amusement,  ...  He  shows  clearly  in  three 
introductory  chapters  how  dancing,  when  taught  by 
a good  master,  may  be  of  the  greatest  benefit  to 
young  people,  giving  them  ease  and  grace  of  motion, 
a dignified  carriage,  and,  above  all,  good  manners 
and  a courteous  demeanor.  The  remainder  of  the 
volume  is  devoted  to  general  directions.  . . . The 


work  is  one  evolved  from  the  experiences,  the  trials, 
hopes,  fears,  failures,  and  successes  of  many  years, 
and  coming  from  so  capable  and  well-known  a mas- 
ter of  the  art  should  have  a wide  sale. — N.  F.  World. 

The  author  has  always  made  it  a distinctive  aim 
of  his  system  to  give  due  importance  to  the  moral 
and  aesthetic  capabilities  of  the  dance,  refusing  to 
consider  the  institution,  as  is  too  often  the  case, 
as  a mere  pastime.  He  insists  that  dancing,  prop- 
erly directed,  is  an  important  factor  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  beautiful,  the  good,  and  the  true.  . . . 
Politeness  is  a kind  of  secondary  religion,  and  cer- 
tainly the  training  of  the  dance  is  one  of  the  most 
potent  enforcements  of  this  habit.  The  world  has 
lost  much  by  degrading  in  its  estimate  the  dance 
to  a diversion,  and  Mr.  Dodworth’s  efforts  to  put 
it  on  a higher  and  truer  plane,  while  enlarging  its 
technical  resources  and  making  them  more  perfect, 
deserve  a cordial  recognition  and  support. — Home 
Journal ',  N.  Y. 

There  is  no  dance  known  to  society  which  can- 
not be  learned  from  it,  and  his  explanation  of  “ The 
German,”  with  its  almost  countless  changes,  will  be 
acceptable  to  many  who  have  hitherto  found  it  al- 
most too  difficult.  The  book  is  pleasant  reading, 
even  to  those  whose  danciug  days  are  over. — Provi- 
dence Journal . 


TXT'HITE  HEATHER.  A Novel.  By  William  Black,  Author  of  “A  Prin- 
cess of  Thule,”  &c.,  &c.  pp.  498.  12mo,  Clotldfcl  25.  (Uniform  with  the  tl  Library 

Editiou  ” of  William  Black’s  Works.) 


T^HE  BOY’S  BOOK  OF  BATTLE  LYRICS.  By  Thomas  Dunn  English, 
^ M.D.,  LL.D.  Illustrated,  pp.  xii.,  168.  Square  8vo,  Illuminated  Clotli,  $2  00. 


Dr.  English  describes  in  stirring  and  spirited 
strains  a number  of  the  most  dramatic  episodes  in 
American  history.  It  is  nicely  illustrated,  and  each 
ballad  is  prefaced  by  a pleasant  bit  of  explanatory 
prose. — N.  Y.  Tribune. 

Dr.  English’s  verses  are  spirited,  and  his  descrip- 
tive power  most  excellent.  In  the  present  collec- 
tion we  see  him  at  his  best,  and  the  volume  is  one 
full  of  interest  and  inspiration.  The  historical 
sketches  prefixed  to  the  poems  add  to  their  interest 
and  value.  The  poems  themselves  are  in  narrative 
form,  and  therefore  will  the  more  readily  impress 
themselves  on  the  mind  of  the  reader,  with  their 
lessons  of  the  patriotism  and  courage  of  our  fore- 
fathers.— Christian  at  U’or£,  N.  Y. 

Dr.  English  is  peculiarly  happy  in  narrative  verse. 
These  ringing  ballads,  with  the  history  and  the 
abundant  illustrations  accompanying,  will  be  a re- 
minder to  American  boys,  as  well  as  to  older  peo- 
ple, that  the  country  they  are  themselves  to  serve 
and  defend  has  not  been  won  for  them  withont 
cost.  Let  us  hope,  too,  that  they  will  catch  from 


these  poems  something  of  the  manly  and  heroic 
spirit  they  celebrate. — Standard , Chicago. 

Dr.  English’s  verses  are  always  inspiriting,  and 
in  the  volume  under  notice  the  patriotism  and  cour- 
age of  our  forefathers  are  happily  presented.  . . . 
Youthful  imaginations  will  be  fired  by  the  rending 
of  these  sonorous  verses,  where  there  still  lingers 
the  clash  of  arms. — N.  Y.  Times. 

One  of  the  excellent  characteristics  of  the  poems 
is  the  ease  with  which  they  impress  upon  the  mind 
important  events  in  United  States  history;  they  ex- 
hibit also  the  thrill  of  rhythm  and  picturesqueness 
of  statement  which  belong  to  good  poetry,  and  will 
be  liked  by  boys  for  their  own  sake  as  well  as  for 
what  they  teach.  The  stirring,  martial  tone  of  the 
book  is  full  of  vigor,  and  historical  notes  with  the 
details  accompany  each  lyric. — 7'he  Critic , N.  Y. 

The  healthiest  kind  of  a book  to  put  into  the 
hands  of  an  American  boy,  as  well  as  a model  col- 
lection of  patriotic  lyrics.  . . . The  explanatory  notes 
are  models  of  neatness,  brevity,  and  accuracy. — 
Independenty  N.  Y. 


WO  ARROWS.  By  W.  O.  Stoddard. 
$1  00.  (In  “ Harper’s  Yonng  People  Series.”) 


Illustrated. 


pp.  239. 


16rao,  Cloth. 


DEYOND  THE  GRAVE.  By  Dr.  Hermann  Cremer.  Translated  by  the 
^ Rev.  Samuel  T.  Lowrie,  D.D.  With  Introduction  by  tbe  Rev.  A.  A.  Hodge,  D.D.  pp. 
xl.,  154.  16mo,  Cloth,  75  cents. 
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TpHE  UNRIVALLED  COOK-BOOK  AND  HOUSEKEEPER’S  GUIDE. 

* By  Mrs.  Washington.  With  Index  autl  Blank  Pages  for  Additional  Receipt*.  pp.  vHj., 
640;  12nn*T  Water-proof  Cloth,  $2  00, 

Tins  hook  conbriha  in  very  compart  form  a vast  cbmfcfcd  dishes  whose  concoction  is  a secret  from 
deal  of  useful  information.  The  cooking  receipts  most  people, — P/iiladelp/iiu  inquirer* 
are  multitudinous,  variegated,  ami  trustworthy.  . . . It  contains  a large  number  tit  Creole  receipts. 
Many  a housekeeper  will  find  this  an  invaluable  many  noted  English,  Italian,  and  Russian  dishes 


help.- — -V.  y\  Cm  timer ciat  Advertiser* 

Wp  commend  it  to  the  attention  of  all  house- 
keepers everywhere. — Lutheran  Observer,  Philadel- 
phia. 

The  receipts,  however,  are  real,  and  the  writer 
seems  to  have  cross- questioned  cooks  in  all  the 
civilized  countries  of  the  world,  for  she  has  them 
all  represented  here.  With  true  patriotic  pride, 
however,  she  maintains  that  American  cookery  is 
t he  best  in  the  world. — S.  S.  Journal  X.  V. 

There  are  in  this  book  choice  passages  from  pri- 
vate receipt- books  of  every  civilized  tmttoti,  and  there 
are  directions  here  for  the  preparation  of  many  eel- 


hot  easily  found  cUi*w here,  an  extended  dietary  for 
infants  and  invalids,  together  with  a collection  of 
miscellaneous  hint*.  . . . Ct*  certainty  and  excel- 
lence remier  it  valuable  for  frerpient  reference. — 
S/n’i nyfirhl  Repuht i&I ft . 

The  best  receipts  from  private  receipt-books  have 
been  culled,  and  among  thevse  will  be  found  the  old- 
fashioned  English  nnd  Scotch  receipts  for  spiced 
beef,  hunter's  beef,  Devonshire  clotted  cream,  oat- 
meal and  white  scones,  etc.  All  the  receipts  arc 
practical  ones,  aud  many  of  them  will  bu  found 
quite  new  to  the  accomplished  American  house- 
keeper. — Chkinjo  Journal. 
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AKITLLA.  A Story  of  Adventure  in  Florida.  Rv  Kirk  Monroe.  IUus- 

traits!.  pp.  425f>.  Square  IGtno,  Cloth,  $1  00.  (In  u Harper's  Voting  People  Series.”) 

IIE  GARROTERS.  A Farce*  Rv  Wu.u  vm  Dean  Howells,  Author  of 
“Indian  Summer,”  &e.,  &<:.  Illustrated  by  C.  S*  Reinhart.  16mo,  Cloth,  50  cents. 

IIE  STUDENT’S  MODERN  EUROPE.  A History  of  Modern  Europe 
from  the  Capture  of  Constantinople,  1453,  to  the  Treaty  of  Berlin,  1878.  By  Richard 
Lodge,  M.A.  pp.  m.,  772.  12itio,  Cloth,  $1  50,.  (In  “ The  Student's  Series.”) 


It  covers  four  hundred  years  of  European  history 
in  a dear,  concise,  and  impartial  manner,  and  shows 
not  only  a large  reading  and  careful  digestion  of  a 
vast,  body  of  historical  literature,  bm  uncommon 
skill  in  arranging  it  us  a continuous  narrative  with- 
out eon  fusion.  We  know  of  no  other  book  which 
accomplishes  the  professed  aim  Mr.  Lodge  had  in 
view  with  results  as  wholly  satisfactory  u.s  this— 
Motion  Gazette. 

A concise,  dear,  n ml  as  far  as  possible  impartial 
history  of  Europe  during  the  past  four  hundred 
y ea  is. — Pwbt/tfeUnt,  1 ’h  il  ad  d phia. 

A very  complete  epitome  of  the  past  four  hun- 
dred years  of  European  history.  . . . The  order  and 
arrangement  of  the  work  arc  admirable.—  Chicago 
Inter-  Ocean. 

The  narrative  is  dear,  concise,  and  impartial. 


In  one  volume  of  moderate  size,  a comprehensive 
account  of  the  iiHerautioiial  relations  of  each  Eu- 
ropean State,  and  the  results  of  them,  is  given  with 
admirable  fidelity  and  graphic  power.  Mr.  Lodge 
handles  dry*  facta  in  a manner  that  will  inspire  the 
student  with  gratitude.  Bis  page*  never  lap-e  into 
d ulness,  and  his  treatment  of  the  vast  mass  Of 
mutter  at  IiIn  disposal  is  masterful  in  the  extreme. 
— 1 f tfci/t  i ngton  / W. 

The  author  .has  most  successfully  given  a clear, 
impaidkl,  and.  at  the  same  time  cornu se  narrative  of 
European  history.  . . . lie  has  gained  a remarkable 
freedom  from  the  fault  so  common  with  those  who 
attempt  to  treat  great  events  concisely,  and  has  not 
given  the  public  a dull  book.  The  style  is  clear  and 
vigorous,  and  is  not  lacking  in  dramatic  spirit. — 
liodun  Evenin'/  Tcavdfer. 


TTHE  GREAT  POETS  AS  RELIGIOUS  TEACHERS.  By  John  II.  Mokl 

60 n,  pp.  200.  IOujo,  Cloth,  $1  00. 

J-JARPER'S  FRANKLIN  SQUARE  LIBRARY.  (Ltitm  Imm.) 

ORWTft 

510.  LOJU)  VANECOUUT’S  DAUGHTER.  A Novel.  By  Mabel  Collin* «*o 

515.  GKI8BLDA.  A Novel,  by  the  Author  of ,A  The  Garden  of  Eden. M. ..........  20 

ML  UNTIL  THE  DAY  BREAKS,  A Novel.  By  Emily  Spender........ so' 

M3.  AUNT  PARKED.  »v  B.  L.  Fm  jeon  . . « 50 

M2.  VV1I A T‘S  MINE'S  MINE.  A Novel.  By.  George  Macdonald 5»> 

ML  A HOUSE  DIVIDED  AGAINST  ITSELF.  A Novel.  By  Mm.  OllphanL  20 

M0.  A GlKTON  01  ItL  A Novel.  By  Mr*.  Annie  Ed  warden 2ft 

60ft.  RAINBOW  GOLD.  A Novel.  By  David  Christie  Murray 20 

im.  WAR  AND  PEACE  Bv  Cotint  Toietoi.. . ..  ft 

m,  A COUNTRY  GENTLEMAN.  By  Mr*.  Ollplmut 90 

600.  ORIGINAL  C OMtG  OPERAS.  Rv  W.  S.  Gilbert. £0 

605.  ENGLAND  UNDER  GLADSTONE.  1SS0-1**.  By  Ju>tln  H.  McCarthy,  M.P SO 

m.  UNFAIRLY  Won.  Uv  N\  V.  OTkynoghue 2f» 

603.  FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR.  By  David  Chrlfttfe  Marn.y.  DluMrated 25 

W2.  ‘ SELF  OR  BEARER  '’  By  Walter  DePiiut , 15 

601.  TDK  GOLDKN  FLOOD.  A Cloud  in  Seven  Upton*.  By  R K.  Frandliou  uod  W UUiuu  Senior-. .. . 15 
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DEPPER  AND  SALT;  or,  Seasoning  for  Young  Folk.  Prepared  by  How- 
ard Pyle.  Beautifully  and  Profusely  Illustrated  by  the  Author,  pp.  xiv.,  122.  4to, 
Illuminated  Cloth,  $2  00. 

The  quaintest  and  most  entertaining  book  of  the  of  subjects  and  the  various  periods  he  treats,  in 
season.  It  is  unique  in  style,  and  as  unique  in  its  every  gradation  of  humor,  mirth,  and  sly  satire,  with 
contents,  the  very  turning  over  of  its  leaves  being  now  and  then  a touch  of  fine  sadness. — The  Critic, 
enough  to  transport  one  into  some  unheard-of  re-  N.  Y. 

gion  of  imagination. — Observer,  N.  Y.  A fascinating  volume,  of  which  it  would  be  diffi- 

This  is  one  of  those  exquisite  books  for  children  cult  to  say  whether  the  author  has  done  the  better 
that  make  us  all  wish  we  were  children  again  to  work  with  his  pencil  or  his  pen. — Ar.  Y.  Sun, 
have  such  delightful  stories  laid  before  us.  The  A delightful  book.  . . . Songs  and  stories  and 
illustrations  are  antique  and  comical  in  the  extreme,  jingles,  each  one  characteristically  written  and  ad- 
. . . It  will  cultivate,  fascinate,  and  instruct  the  im-  rairably  and  quaintly  illustrated  by  the  author-artist, 
agination  of  every  child. — Cincinnati  Enquirer are  warranted  to  please  all  who  peruse  them. — 
We  confidently  anticipate  for  the  book  a popu-  N.  Y Herald, 
larity  extending  over  many  years.  . . . The  drawings  Mr.  Pyle  is  a charming  story-teller  and  an  admi- 
have  genuirte  artistic  merit,  and  the  verses  and  rable  artist.  The  quaintness  and  odd  humor  of  these 
stories,  if  second  at  all,  are  second  only  to  the  en-  drawings  have  market!  individuality,  and  are  inimi- 
gravings.  Wit  and  wisdom  have  seldom  been  so  table. . . . The  stories,  too,  are  as  original  and  amus- 
admirably  combined.  The  verses,  stories,  and  pict-  ing  ns  the  pictures. — Christian  Union , N.  Y. 
ureB  have  the  charm  of  originality,  with  just  enough  The  stories  and  rhymes  are  happily  contrived, 
suggestion  in  each  of  the  style  of  a century  or  two  with  just  enough  of  grotesque  fancy  and  magical 
ago  to  give  piquancy  to  every  page. — Christian  In - wonderment  in  them  to  make  them  airy  and  inter- 
telligencer,  N.  Y.  esting.  . . . The  illustrations  are  brimful  of  humor, 

A quaint  and  charming  book.  . . . Mr.  Pyle’s  pith,  spirit,  and  all  the  odd,  original  conceits  of  au 
wonderful  versatility  is  shown  in  the  different  kinds  inexhaustible  fancy. — The  Independent , N.  Y. 

DOOTS  AND  SADDLES : Life  in  Dakota  with  General  Custer.  By  Mre. 
Elizabeth  B.  Custer.  With  Portrait  aud  Map.  pp.  312.  12tno,  Extra  Cloth,  $1  50. 

^ITY  BALLADS.  By  Will  Carl eton,  Author  of  “Farm  Ballads,”  <fcc.  Il- 
lustrated. pp.  180.  Square  8vo,  Ornamental  Cloth*  $2  00;  Gilt  Edges,  $2  50. 

In  the  wonderment  of  the  young  student  who  The  book  is  a most  decided  success,  and  it  is 
comes  to  the  city  fresh  from  college,  and  in  the  sure  of  a wide  public. — Christian  Advocate^  NT.  Y. 
amusing  adventures  and  experiences  of  the  guile-  Songs  of  the  heart  these  poems  may  aptly  be 
less  rustic,  on  his  first  entry  into  the  great  Modern  called.  They  tell  in  strong,  bold  fashion  of  the 
Babel,  the  poet  finds  ample  scope  for  that  humor,  wealth  and  want,  the  vice  and  virtue,  6f  the  great 
pathos,  and  descriptive  power  which  have  made  his  cities  a9  they  appear  to  one  unfamiliar  with  their 
ballads  so  popular. — Observer,  N.  Y.  scenes.  Their  tone  and  spirit  are  so  true  and  ear- 

These  ballads  are  tender,  simple,  and  strike  a re-  nest,  and  withal  have  so  hearty  a ring  to  them,  that 
sponsive  chord  in  the  reader’s  heart.  . . . Emphati-  they  must  surelv  accomplish  the  author’s  purpose, 
cally  a home  book. — Christian  at  Work,  N.  Y.  — Living  Church , Chicago. 

Mr.  Carleton  has  given  us  a wonderfully  impres-  The  poems  arc  at  once  fresh,  lively,  striking,  and 
give  mirror  of  city  life,  of  the  countryman’s  experi-  impressive.  . . . There  is  a vein  of  genuine  pathos 
ence  therein,  and  the  healthful  way  in  which  the  and  humor  in  most  of  the  ballads,  which  imparts 
pure  air  and  surroundings  of  the  country  come  in  a natural  and  life  like  reality  to  the  characters  and 
contact  with  it.  He  has  written  nothing  that  so  incidents  described,  and  always  awakens  a warm 
searches  the  heart  as  this  volume  of  u City  Ballads.”  response  in  the  heart  of  the  reader. — Lutheran  Ob - 
— Hartford  Post.  server , Philadelphia. 

AS  WE  WENT  MARCHING  ON.  A Story  of  the  War.  By  G.  W.  Hos- 
mer,  M.D.  pp.  310.  lCrno,  Cloth,  §1  00. 

J^ARPER’S  HANDY  SERIES.  (Latest  Issues.) 
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03.  OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.  By  Justin  II.  McCarthy 25 

62.  IRISH  HISTORY  FOR  ENGLISH  READERS.  By  Wra.  Stephenson  Gregg 23 

61.  HURRISH:  A STUDY.  By  the  Hon.  Emily  Lawless 25 

60.  MOVEMENTS  OF  RELIGIOUS  THOUGHT  IN  BRITAIN  DURING  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY. 

By  John  Tullocli,  D.D. , LL.D 25 

59.  CAVALRY  LIKE.  Sketches  and  Stories.  By  J.  S,  Winter 25 

53.  THE  LAST  OF  THE  MAC  A LUSTERS.  By  Amelia  Barr 25 

57.  WHAT  DOES  HISTORY  TEACH?  Two  Edinburgh  Lectures.  By  John  .Stuart  Blackle 25 

56.  MAULEVERER‘3  MILLIONS.  A Yorkshire  Romance.  By  T.  Wemyss  Reid 25 

55.  LORD  BEACONSFI ELD’S  CORRESPONDENCE  WITH  HIS  SISTER— 1S32-1S52. 25 

54.  FORTUNE’S  WHEEL.  A Novel  By  Alex.  Innes  Shand 25 

53.  A PLEA  FOR  THE  CONSTITUTION,  By  George  Bancroft tffl 

52.  ’TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY.  A Novel  By  Tighe  Hopkins 29 

51.  STORIES  OF  PROVENCE.  By  Alphonse  Daudet.  Translated  by  S.  L.  Lee 2ft 
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The  Story  of  Feather  Head  -* 
With  Two  illustrations. 
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u Faith.”  Engraved  fay  W.  B.  Closson,  from  a Painting  fay  E.  Arwitage,  R.A. FrontixpU**. 

The  London  Season  * • '6.21 

Illustrations.  Drawn  fay  Gkoruk  nc  Halkirk. 

A ngUrp.—A  lim<  t of  Spri of  Cdpta i n*. — Dancing  J ten. — The.  8itpp&\ — "Where  Ufio  or  three 
Couple*  sit  to  a UUffd  Mute,  ’—-"  A * teddy  Stair  case  wind*  round  a huge  Hall  " — Tit*  Chorda 
Bt nor. — At  a Garden  Burly. — "The  English  take  their  Ekasurat  sudlyB — Meeting  of  the  "Row" 
ami  " Orive  " — The,  Gondoktte,  f 

Return.  A Poem— — ...a..,., ....  .jcliet  c.  marsh 

Sap  Bewitched william  Hamilton  gibson 

With  Four  Illustrations.  Ilruwu  fay  W.  IJ.  Gibson.  Engruved  fay  Marsh,  Stkwakt,  ami 

W KLUNGTON, 

She  Stoops  to  Conquer Vo ...... Oliver  goldsmith  844 

Illustrations.  Drawn  fay  K.  A Abbey. 

"And  yet  h * might  Ivive  sen*  something  in  me" — “ You  saw  the  old  Lady  and  Miss  XcvtlU  didvc 
ojf^  you  say  f" — -u  1 ul^  Ropy  <*  TnjUT — " Did  he  talk  of  Love  T' 

With  the  Biuecoats  on  the  Border  RUFUS  F.  ZOQBAUM  849 

Illustrations.  Drawn  fay  it.  K.  Zhora i m.  Engraved  fay  Stew  art,  Wolf,  and  Lindsay. 

Rid*  through  the  Storm, — *1  Soldier's  WdcOnie. — The  I igilatUs. — A fa  Wood-hawk." — Fair  Sharp- 
shooters.  — A hot  Trail.  — The  l 'aptives. — Uooddnj. 

Springhavem  A Novel.  Part  It. &•  D.  rlackmork 

Illustrations.  Drawn  by  PuKiiimiCK  Barnard  uml  Alfreb  Parsons.  Engraved  by  Heard 
and  Tin  key. 

Head  pi  err. — “ Here  was  beautiful  catdrring  (1  round." — Sion  oingt.on  Church. — “ What  itondtr- 
fully  good  Boys  J" — “ Two  pretty  Ladies  in  Riding  habits." — Tailpiece. 

The  Home  Acre.  Part  III. &R  ROE 

Face  to  Face.  A Poem PAUL  11.  uaynb 

Their  Pilgrimage.  Part  II, > DUDLEY  WARNER 

Illustrations.  Drawn  by  0.  8.  Reinhart.  Engraved  fay  Wellington. 

Haul  fdae.  -— R* ft  Van  Winkle. — The  Bride  from  Kaukazoo . — Excursionist*.—"  The  Artist*  fi i- 
rorih  Occupation'' — "There  was  all  day  long  a ContjftdUkm  of  Dudes  and  elderly  Widow*  and 
liacheiu's  to  wait  on  her." — On  the  Red  Bath. — The  Ascent  to  AaahrskiU  Balls. — "The  Danger 
increased  as  she  dtxcmdcdf 

...  LIEUTENANT  II.  LEMLY,  l.S.A. 

Drawn  fay  T.  he  Thclstri  p. 

King  Arthur.  Not  a Love  Story.  Part  II,  .....  ..B*  t»ik  Afthor  of  “John  iuuf.vs,  Gkntlf.**:** 

Clairvoyance.  A Poem  — ,.,1.^ HARRIET  PRESCOTT  SPOFFORD 

Portraits  of  our  Saviour  WILLIAM  it.  ingersull 

Illustrations.  Engraved  fay  Mdi.lku,  BuiuriTON,  Hohknstab,  Johnson,  arid  Ollkrt. 

'Thi:. fa  Akgurux"  or  "Ed** so"  Bortrnil  of  Christ  , in  the  Church  of  St.  Bnrioimut^  tjcfw — The 
Veronica  Xapkin,  nt  St.  Bticr\  Rome,  —Ififyrw  Maid  in  the  Xstinodam  M'henm,  Oxfo'M. — He- 
bmp  Malaf  from  Wnycm* Ho. — King  of  Jung*.  Malnl.-^-Ilroust*  Midal  in  the  British  . Museum. — 

Fresco  from  the  Cutuaaufn.  of  iJotntfitki,  Rome. — JUidediuH  M**$*tk : a BrtMV  from  the;  Ruvmna 
Cairi  com  h v.  — t Runs  AinoiH — dosiinmn  Gold  Cold. — The  " GimhI  Sin  phr.rd"  Statue.  — Carl  mm  htj 
Leonardo  da  \Auri. — The  Ranenao  Ahynic, — The  Triumphal  Entry  into  f rusahvi,  by  (f lotto, — 

The  **  Rnlnnptor  Mnmlif  by  Rons  Mending:-^ Head  of  ( Joint,  by  Annibale  Curacct, — Eortntit 
on  Tay*ih'v%  from  tht*  Kent  raid  I \rnicU. — fa  Oar  Saviour,"  from  a Banding  by  Hague*  Merle. — 

Christ  a(  EmtUan#y  by  hurl  Mailer. 

East  Angels,  A Novel.  Conclusion^  Constance  FENIMORE  WOOI.SON 

Editor's  Easy  Chair  ...  George  william  curtis 

The  Dethfutmcnl of  Italian  Optra  in  York,— A Retrospect  of  Columbia  College. — The  late 
John  li.  Gough. 

Editor’s  Study  V< WILLIAM  DEAN  HOWRL1S 

Mr.  Sltti  trout  i Renounce*  and  others — 'The  Badness  of  the  Thichesse  dr  IjOngmiA,  — Lit+rary  Ft(- 
» *•  h.i sin — Tennyson's  lufrd.  "Por.tmr — The  ultimate  Sr  lotion  of  Literature, — The  Destiny  of  BodVy. — 

Mr.  Fioudt'x  khithg  Xhtjnn  of  A uiadmuy. 

Monthly  Record  of  Current  Events ^7R 

/ *ol i t ? ca l Ldcll *g*  n c*. — Oh Hist r r*. — Old t u a ry. 

Editor's  Drawer  „;v. ... ...  ....... ......  ... Conform  »y  chaules  dudi^y  Warner  Wt7 

,S \id*-t  fojdcid  I U<  at  hey — /J  Rcfnnicr  uf  his  Sc?.-— X tyro  llutnur*. — About  a rnn'e  Scrdiinrut.  — 4 
Si  ciplnrai  iJn’icfiiffl.- — 4 y^ad  Hebraist — A f OuOfefiyn  Watf  -~C<t nghi  in  hi*  own  Trap  ( DaYIp 
K kk).— - OirfttiMhintitil  Evidence. — A Lenten  Brul/Um  [illustration  by  S.  W Y\s  Scuaick). 
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THE  June  Number,  beginning  the  Seventy-third  Volume  of  Harper's  Magazine,  will 
contain  “The  United  Stales  Navy  in  Transition,”  by  Rear-admiral  Edward  Simp- 
son, U.S.N.,  with  twenty-one  illustrations;  “Through  Cumberland  Gap  on  Horseback,”  by 
James  Lane  Allen,  illustrated  by  Julian  Rix;  “A  Lump  of  Sugar” — the  Fifth  Paper  in 
the  Series  of  “ Great.  American  Industries” — fully  illustrated  ; “She  Stoops  to  Conquer” 
(continuation  of  Act  V.),  with  illustrations  by  E.  A.  Abbey;  the  Third  Part  of  “Their 
Pilgrimage,”  a series  of  papers,  taking  the  shape  of  a story,  and  depicting  characteristic 
features  of  American  society  at  summer  resorts — written  by  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
and  illustrated  by  C.  S.  Reinhart;  the  Third  Part  of  “ Springhaven,”  a new  novel  by  It.  D. 
Blackmore,  illustrated  by  Alfred  Parsons  and  Frederick  Barnard  (an  illustration  by 
the  latter  serving  as  a frontispiece  to  the  Number);  the  conclusion  of  “ King  Arthur:  Not 
n Love-Story,”  a new  novel  by  the  author  of  “John  Halifax,  Gentleman;”  the  Fourth 
Part  of  “ The  Home  Acre,”  by  E.  P.  Rok  ; Short  Stories,  Timely  Articles,  Poems,  etc. 
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1 Harper’s  Weekly.  I 

Illustrated,  Four  Dollars  a Year. 


For 

1886. 


HARPER’S  WEEKLY;  is  an  illustrated  record  of  and  commentary  upon  the  events  of 
the  times.  It  treats  of  every  topic,  Political,  Historical,  Literary,  arid  Scientific, 
which  is  of  current  interest,  and  gives  the  finest  illustrations  that  can  be  obtained  from 
every  available  source,  original  or  foreign.  A special  attraction  of  the  current  volume  is 
Mr.  Thomas  Hardy's  “Mayor  of  Casterbridge,”  an  illustrated  novel  of  rural  life  in  Eng- 
land, which  began  with  the  new’  year,  and  will  be  concluded  in  May,  to  be  succeeded  in  July 
by  a characteristic  and  interesting  story  of  Mr.  Walter  BesanVs  — “The  World  Went 
Very  Well  Then.” 
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SMBj  Harper’s  Bazar.  ) 
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Illustrated.  Four  Dollars  a Year. 


% 


if 


I 


HARPERS  BAZAR  (published  weekly)  has  no  equal  as  an  Illustrated  Family  Journal. 

It  coinprises  every  subject  of  interest  to  the  home  circle/  While  it  is  universally 
acknowledged  to  be  the  leading  fashion  paper  of  America,  its  literary  and  artistic  merits  are  of 
the  highest  order.  Two  powerful  serial  stories,  “The  Heir  of  the  Ages,”  by  James  Pays\ 
with  brilliant  illustrations,  and  “Pastern  f-arew,  Millionaire  and  Miser,”  by  Mrs.  E.  Lvnn 
Linton,  began  with  the  first  numbers  of  Volume  XIX. 
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V0v™El  Harper’s  Young  People.  I mS. 

Illustrated.  Two  Dollars  a Year. 

HARPER’S  YOUNG  PEOPLE  is  an  illustrated  weekly  for  boys  and  girls.  The  range  | 
of  its  contents  includes  Serial  and  Short  Stories  ; articles  on  various  subjects  of  an 
instructive  character  treated  m an  entertaining  manner;  articles  having  a special  timely  *, 
interest;  Short  Sketches.  Poems,  Indoor  and  Outdoor  Pastimes  aud  Sports,  Practical  Mo-  J 
elianics;  and  a variety  of  Other  interesting  and  entertaining  matter,  both  in  letter  press  and  / 
illustrations.  “Silent  Pete”  is  the  title  of  the  new  serial  story^y  James  Otis,  author  of 
“Toby  Tyler,”  “Mr.  Stubbs's  Brother,”  etc. 


4r 

;•  *f  r 

, . . tm  ■ 

:lp 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


i 

. f 


r 


u 


Gck  'gle 


Original  from 


i 

t S 


UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN- 


Digitized  by 


; ;*v  - /'■••  '•’*  • 

l.l..ffllSi^MiCH,GAN 


I from 

OF  MfCHIGAN 


n.  .•».  <•  • r%WV  ri'<  At/'.  i 
ffcuv/HV  V>.vlfAj\v ,•! 

. ifi  , ,.  • */■■••.*  ;.•■•»!'  ‘,m,1  * * - 1 i|Va 

ipi  W teMW'V 

■ ■ v ; <S»  ■$«;«  ■ 

m 

" ■ 


